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A    DEDICATION 

SOME  disquieting  confessions  must  be  made  in  printing  at  last 
the  play  of  Peter  P"n  ;  among  them  this,  that  I  have  no 
recollection  of  having  written  it.  Of  that,  however,  anon. 
^What  I  want  to  do  first  is  to  give  Peter  to  the  Five  without 
whom  he  never  would  have  existed.  I  hope,  my  dear  sirs, 
that  in  memory  of  what  we  have  ueen  to  each  other  you  will 
accept  this  dedication  with  your  friend's  love.  The  play  of 
Peter  is  streaky  with  you  still,  though  none  may  see  thi«  save 
ourselves.  A  score  of  Acts  had  to  be  left  out,  and  you  were 
in  them  all.  YV^  first  brought  Peter  down,  didn't  we,  with  a 
blunt-headed  arrow  in  Kensington  Gardens  ?  I  seem  to 
remember  that  we  believed  we  had  killed  him,  though  he  was 
only  winded,  anu  that  after  a  spasm  of  exultation  in  our  prowess 
the  more  soft-hearted  among  us  wept  and  all  of  us  thought  of 
the  police.  There  wis  not  one  of  you  who  would  not  have 
sworn  as  an  eye-witness  to  this  occurrence  ;  no  doubt  1  ,/as 
abetting,  but  you  used  to  provide  coi  roboration  that  was  never 
given  to  you  by  me.  As  for  myself,  I  suppose  I  always  knew 
ttat  I  made  Pe*-er  by  rubbing  the  five  of  you  violently  together, 
as  savages  with  two  sticks  produce  a  flame.  That  is  all  he  is, 
the  spark  I  got  from  you. 

We  had  good  pport  of  him  before  we  clipped  him  small  to 
make  him  fit  thj  boards.  Some  of  you  were  not  born  when 
the  story  began  and  yet  were  hefty  figures  before  we  saw  tbat 
the  game  v*as  up.  Do  you  remember  a  garden  at  Burpham 
and  the  initiation  there  of  No.  4  wher  he  was  six  weeks  old, 
#nd  three  of  you  grudged  letting  him  in  so  young  ?  Have  you, 
No.  3,  forgotten  the  white  violets  at  the  Cistercian  abbey  in 
which  we  cassocked  our  first  fairies  (all  little  friends  of  St. 
Benedict),  or  your  crj  to  the  Gods,  *  Do  I  just  kill  one  pirate 
all  the  time  ?  '  Do  you  remember  Marooncrs'  Hut  in  the 
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groves  of  'WV-verley,  and  the  St.  Bernard-  dog  in  a 
tiger's  mask  who  so  frequently  attacked  you,  and  the  literary 
record  of  that  summer.  The- Boy  Castaways^  which  is  LO  much 
the  best  and  the  rarest  of  this  authoi?0  works  ?  What  was  it 
tteft  made  us  eventually  givtf  to  the  public  in  the  thin  form  of 
a  play  that  which  had  been  wovAi  for  ourselves  alone  ?  Alas, 
I  know  what  it  was,  I  was  losing  my  grip.1  One  by  one  as  you 
swung  monkey-wise  from  branch  to  branch  in  the  wood  of 
mak"-believe  you  reached  the  tree  of  knowledge.  Sometimes 
you  swung  back  into  the  wood,  as  the  unthinking  may  at  a 
cross-road  take  a  familiar  path  that  10  Lnger  leads  to  home  ; 
or  you  perched  ostentatiously  on  its  bou'ghS  to  please  me, 
pretending  that  you  still  belonged  ,  v>oon  you  knew  it  only  as 
the  vanished  wood,  for  it  vanishes  if  one  needs  to  look  for  it. 
A  time  came  when  I  saw  that  No.  i,  the  most  gallant  of  you 
all,  ceased  to  believe  that  he  was  ploughing  .voods  incarnadir  ~, 
ind  with  an  apologetic  eye  for  me  derided  the  lingering  faith  of 
No.  2  ;  when  even  No.  3  questioned  gloomily  whether  he  did 
not  really  spend  his  nights  in  bed.  There  were  still  two  who 
knew  no  better,  but  their  day  was  dawning.  In  these  circum- 
stances, I  suppose,  was  begun  the  writing  of  the  play  of  Peter. 
That  was  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  and  I  clutch  my  brows  in 
vain  to  remember  whether  it  was  a  last  desperate  throw  to 
•-retain  the  five  of  you  fo-  a  little  longer  o:  merely  a  cold  decision 
to  rurn  you  into  breaa  and  butter. 

This  brings  us  back  to  my  uncomfortable  admission  that  I 
have  no  recollection,  of  Writing  the  play  of  Peter  Pan^  now  being 
published  for  the  first  time  so  long  after  he  made  his  bow  upc.i 
the  stage.  You  had  played  it  until  you  tired  of  it,  and  tossed 
it  in  the  air  and  gored  ic  and  left  it  derelict  in  the  mud  and  went 
on  your  way  singing  other  songs  ;  and  ther.  I  stole  back  and 
sewed  some  of  the  gory  fragments  together  with  a  pen-nib. 
That  is  what  must  have  happened,  but  I  cannot  remember 
doing  it.  I  remembei  writing  the  story  of  Peter  and  Wendy 
many  years  after  the  pi  oduction  of  the  play,  but  I  might  have 
cribbed  that  from  some  typed  copy.  I  can  haul  back  to  mind 
the  writing  of  almost  every  other  assay  of  mine,  however 
forgotten  by  the  pretty  public  ;  but  this  play  of  Peter,  no. 
Even  my  beginning  as  an  amateur  playwright,  that  noble 
mouthfu1,  Bandelero  the  Bandit^  I  remember  every  detail  of 
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its  composition  in  my  school  days  qt  Duinfrles.  Not  less  vivid 
is  my  first  little  piece,  produced  by  Mr.  Tooie.  It  was  called 
Ibsen1 }s  Ghost  and  was  a  parody  ot  the  mightiest  cr«jftsman  that 
ever  wrote  for  our  kind  friends  in  front.  To  save  the  manage- 
ment the  cost  of  typing'I  wrote  ot  t  the  '  parts,*  after  being  told 
what  parts  were,  and -I  can  still  recall  my  first  words,  spoken  so 
plaintively  by  a  now1  famous  actr  ss, — *  To  run  away  from  my 
second  husband  just  as  I  ran  away  from  my  first,  it  feels  quite 
like  old  f'mes,'  On  tHe  first  night  a  man  in  the  pit  f>und 
Ibsen1 }s  'Ghost  so  diverting  that  he  had  t9,be  removed  in  hysterics. 
After  that  no  one  seems  to  have  thought  o£it  at  all.  But  what 
a  man  to,  carry  about  with  one  !  How'  odd,  too,  that  Jiesc 
trifles  should  adhere  to  the  mind  that  cannot  remember  the  long 
job  of  writing  Peter.  It  does  seem  almost  suspicious,  especially 
as  I  have  not  the  original  MS.  of  Peter  Pan  (except  a  few  stray 
pages)  with  which  to  support  my  claim.  "  I  have  indeed  -mother 
MS.,  lately  made,  but  that  'proves  nothing.'  I  knoy  no' 
whether  I  lost  that  original  MS.  or  destroyed  it  or  happily  pave 
it  away.  I  talk  of  dedicating  the  play  to  you,  butfhowrcan  I 
prove  it  is  mine  ?  How  ought  I  to  act  'if  some  other  hand, 
who  could  also  have  made  a  copy,  thinks  it  worth  while  to 
contest  the  cold  rights  ?  Cold  they  are  to  me  now  'as  that 
laughter  of  yours  in  which  Peter  came  into  being  long  before 
he  was  caught  and  wiltt^n  down.  There  is  Peter  still,  but  to 
me  he  lies  sunk  in  the  gay  Black  Lake. 

Any  one  of  you  five  brothers  has  a  oettur  claim  to  the  author- 
ship than  most,  and  I  would  not  fight  you  fcr  it,  but  you  should 
nave  launched  your  case  long  ago  in  the  days  when  you  most 
admired  me,  which  were  in  the  first  year  of  the  play,  owing  to 
a  rumour's  reaching  you  that  my  spoils  were  one-and-sixpence 
a  night.  This  was  ^.ntrue,  but  it  did  give  me  a  standing  among 
you.  ^fou  watched  for  jny  next  play  with  p?eled  eyes,  not  for 
entertainment  but  lest  it  contained  some  chance  witticism  of 
yours  that  could  be  challenged  as  collaboration  ;  indeed  I 
believe  there  still  exists  a  legal  document,  full  of  the  Aforesaid 
and  Henceforward  to  be  called  Part-Author,  in  which  for  some 
such  snatching  I  was  tied  down  to  pay  No.  2  one  halfpenny 
daily  throughout  the  run  of  the  piece. 

During  the  rehearsals  of  Peter  (and  it  is  evidence  in  my 
favour  that  I  was  admitted  to  them)  a  depressed  man  in  overalls. 
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carry iri^  a  mug  of  \ea~or  a^pamt-pot,  usedWten  to  appear  by 
my  side  in  the  shadowy  stalls  and  say  to  me,  *  The  gallery  boys 
won't  stanci-it.'  He  then  mysteriously  faded  away  ?s  if  ne  were 
the  theatre  ghost.  This  hopelessness  o^his  is  what  all  dramatists 
arc  said  to  feel  at  such  timts,  so  perhaps  he  was  the  author. 
Again,  a  large  number  of  children  whom0  I  have  seen  playing 
Peter  in  their  homes  with  cardess  mastership,  constantly  putting 
in  better  words,  could  have  thrown  it  off  with  ease.  It  was 
for  sach  as  they  that  after  the  first  production  I  had  to°add  some- 
thing to  the  play  at  th«.  request  of  parents  (who  thus  showed 
that  they  thought  me  the  responsible  person )  about -no  one 
bcin^  able  to  fly  until  the  fair/  dust  had  bden  blown  on  him; 
scymany  children  having  gone  home  alid  tried  it  from  their  beds 
and  needed  surgical  attention. 

Notwithstanding  other  possibilities,  1  think  I  wrote  Peter, 
and  if  &>  it  must  have  been  in  the  usual  inky^Way.  Some  of  it, 
J  lik^.to  think,  was  done  in  that  native  place  which  is  the  dearest 
spo*  on  earth  to  me,  though  my  la«t  heart-bea*s  shall  be  with 
my  beloved  solitary  London  that  was  so  haill  to  reach.  I  must 
have  sat  at  a  table  With  that  great  dog  waiting  for  me  to  stop, 
not  complaining,  for  he  knew  it  was  thus  we  made  our  living, 
but  giving  me  a  look  when  he  found  he  was  to  be  in  the  play, 
with  his  sex  changed.  In  after  years  when  the  actor  who  was 
Navia  had  to  go  to  the  waVs  he  first  taT«.glft  his  wife  how  to  take 
his  place  as  the  dog  till  he  came  back,  and  I  am  glad  that  I  see 
nothing  funny  in  this«$  it  seems  to  m£  to  belong  to  the  play.  I 
offer  this  obtusencsj  on*  my  part  as  my  first  proof  that  I  am  the 
author.  *  §  * 

Some  say  that  we  are  different  pcpple  at  different  periods  of 
our  lives,  changing  not  through  effort  of  will,  which  is  a  brave 
affair,  but  in  the  easy  course  of  nature  every  ten  years  or  so.  I 
suppose  this  theo/y  might  explain  my  present  trouble,  but  I 
don't  hold  with  it ;  I  think  one  remains  the  same  person 
throughout,  merely  passing,  as  it-were,  in  these  lapses  of  time 
from  one  room  to  another,  but  all  in  the  same  house.  If-we 
unlock  the  rooms  of  the  far  past  we  can  peer  in  and  see  ourselves, 
busily  occupied  in  beginning  to  become  you  and  me.  Thus,  if 
I  am  the  author  in  question  the  way  he  is  to  go  should  already 
be  showing  in  the  occupant  of  my  first  compartment,  at  whom 
I  now  take  the  liberty  to  peep.  Here  he  is  at  the  age  of  seven 
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or  so  \  ith  his  fellow-conspir  itor  Robb,  both  in  glengarry 
bonnets.  They  are  giving  an  entertainment  in  a  'iny  old 
washing-house  that  still  stands.  The  charge  for  admission  is 
preens,  a  t  c  D!,  or  a  pecrie  (I  taught  you  a  good  dc*l  of  Scotch, 
so  possibly  you  can  follow  that),  and  apparently  the  culminating 
Act  consists  in  our  nying  to  jKt  each  otner  into  the  boiler, 
though  some  say  *hat  1  also  addressed  the  spell-bound  audience. 
This  washing-Jiousc  is  not  only  .he  theatre  of  my  first  play,  out 
has  a  still  closer  connection  with  Peter.  It  is  the  original  of 
the  little  house  the  Lost  Boys  built  in  the  Never  Land  for  Wendy, 
the  chief  difference  being  that  it  nev^r  wore  John's  tall  hat  as 
a  chin.ncy.  If  RobD  had  owned  a  lum  1m  I  have  no  doubt  that 
it  would  have  been  placed  on  tae  washing-house. 

Here  is  that  boy  again  some  four  years  'older,  and  the  reading 
he  is  munching  feverishly  is  about-  desert  islands  ;  he  calls  them 
wrecked  islands.  He  buys  his  sanguinary  talcs  surreptitiously 
in  penny  numbers.  I  see  a  change  coming  over  him  ;  he  is 
blanching  as  he  reads  in  the  high-class  magazine,  Ghattirlox^  a 
fulmination  r  gainst  such  Hterature,  and  sees  that  unless  h'is  greed 
for  islands  is  quenched  he  is  for  ever  lost.  With  gloaming  he 
steals  out  of  the  house,  his  library  bulging  beneath  Kis  palpitatinp 
waistcoat.  I  follow  like  his  shadow,  as  indeed  I  am,  and  watch 
him  dig  a  hole  in  a  field  at  Pathhcad  farm  and  bury  his  islands  in 
it  ;  it  was  ages  ago,  but  I  could  walk  straight  to  that  hole  in  the 
field  now  and  delve  Tor  the  remains.  I  peep  into  th^  nrx«. 
compartment.  There  he  is  again,  ten  years  older,  an  under- 
graduate now  and  craving  to  be  a  real  explorer,  one  of  those 
who  do  things  instead  of  prating  of  them,  but  otherwise  un- 
altered ;  he  might  be  painted  at  twenty  on  top  of  a  mast,  in  his 
hand  a  spy-glais  through  which  he  rakes  the  horizon  for  an 
elusive  strand.  I  go  from  room  to  room,  and  he  is  now  a  man, 
real  exploration  abandoned  (though  only  because  no  one  would 
have  him).  Soon  he  is  even  concocting  other  plays,  and  quaking 
a  little  lest  some  low  person  counts  how  many  islands  the/e  are 
in  them.  I  note  that  w'th  the  years  the  islands  grow  more 
sinister,  but  it  is  only  because  he  has  now  to  write  with  the  left 
hand,  the  right  having  given  out ;  evidently  one  thinks  more 
darkly  down  the  left  arm.  Go  to  the  keyhole  of  the  compart- 
ment where  he  and  I  join  up,  and  you  may  see  us  wondering 
whether  they  would  stand  one  more  island.  This  journey 
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through  the  house  \nay  not  convince  anyone  fhat/I  wrot 
Pet<tr,  fcut  it  doesvsuggest  ,frie-as  a  likely*  person.  1  fpaus 
to  ask  myself  v/hether  I  read  Chatterbox  again,  suffere 
the  old  agony,  and  buried  tfiat  MS.  of  the  pla^in'a  hoi 
in  a  field. 

Of t course  ^his "is  over-charged.'    Perhaps  we  do  change 
except  a  little  something   in  us  Nvhich?  is   no  larger   than  , 
m6te  in   the  eye,  and   that,  {like   it,   dances  in   front  of  u 
beguiling  us  all  our  days.     I  cannot  cut  the  hair  by^whicl 
it  haijgs. 

The  strongest  evidence  that  I  am,  the  author  is  to  be  found 
I  think,  in  a  now  melancholy  volume,'1  the'aforcmentiomd  Th\ 
Boy  Castaways  ;  so  you  must  excuse  me  for  parading  that  worl 
here.  Officer  of  the  Court,  call  Tk  Boy  Castaways.  Th< 
witness  stepg  forward  anii  proves  to  be  a  book  you  remembei 
well  though  you  have  not  glanced  at  it  these  many  years.  ] 
pulled  it.out  of  a  bookcase  just  now  not  with6ut  difficulty,  foi 
itj  recwit  occupation  has  been  to  support  the  shelf  above.  I 
suppose,  though  I  am  uncertain,  that  it  was  I  and*  not  you  whc 
hammered  it  intp  that  place  of  utility.  It  is  #  little  battered  and 
bent  after  the  manner  ii>f  those  who  shoulder  burdens,  and  ought 
(to  our  shame)  to  remind  us  of  the  witnesses  whot  sometimes  get 
an  hour  6ff  from  the  cells  to  give  evidence  before  his  Lordship. 
I  have  said  that  it  is  the  rarest  of  my  printed  works,  as  it  must  be, 
'rOjr  t^e  only  edition  was  Jiinited  to  twa  (topics,  of  which  one 
(therv,  was  always  some*  devilry  in  any  matter  connected  with 
Peter)  instantly  lost  itsplf  i*i  a  railway  carriage.  This  is  the 
survivor.  The  idler?  in'.court  may  have  assumed  that  it  is  a 
handwritten  screed,  and  arc  impressed  by  its  bulk.  It  is  printed 
by  Constable's  (how  handsomely  you  did  us,  ,'jear  Blaikie),  it 
contains  thirty-five  illustrations  and  is?  bound  in  cloth  with  a 
picture  stamped  on  the  cover  of  the  three  eldest  of  you  4  setting 
out  to  be  wrecked.',  This  record  is  supposed  to  be  edited  by 
the  youngest  of  the  three,  and  I  must  have  granted  him  that 
honour  to  make  up  for  his  being  so  often  lifted  bodily  out  of  our 
adventures  by  his  nurse,  who  kept  breaking  into  them  for  the 
fell  purpose  of  giving  him  a  midday  rest.  No.  4  rested  so  much 
at  this  period  that  he  was  merely  an  honorary  member  of  the 
band,  waving  his  foot  to  you  for  luck  when  you  set  off  with  bow 
and  arrow  to  shoot  his  dinner  for  him  ;  ana  one  may  rummage 
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There  is  a^ong  pVeface  by  No.  3  in  which  we  gather  your 
ages  at  this  first  flight.  *  No.  I  was  eight  and  a  month,  No.  2 
was  approaching  his  seventh  lustrum,  and  I  was  a  good  bit  past 
four.'  Of  his  twd  ciders,  while  'commending  their  fiarl«s? 
dispositions,  the  editor  complains  that  tKey  wanted  to  do  all  the 
shooting  and  carried  thvi  whole  equipment  of  arrows  inside  their 
shirts.  He  is  attractively  modest  about  himself,  *  Of  No.  3  I 
prefer  ,to  say 'nothing,  hoping  that  the,  tale  Us  it  is  unwound  will 
show  that  he  wag  a  boy  of  deeds  rather  than  of  words,'  a  quality 
which  he  hints  did  119^  unduly  protrude  upon  the  brows  of 
Nos.^  I  and  i.  t "  His  preface  ends  on  a  high  note,  *  I  should  say 
that  'the  work  was  in.  the  first  instance  compiled  as  a  record 
simply  at  which  we  could  whet  our  memories,  and  that •  it  is 
now  published  for  No.  4's  benefit.  If  it  teaches  him  by  trample 
lessons  in  fortitude  and  manly  endura"pce%we  shall  consider  that 
we  were  not  wrecked  in  vain.' 

Published  to  whet  your  memories.  Does  it  whe?  them  ? 
Do  you  hear  once  more,  like  some  long-forgotten  whistle 
beneath  your  window  (Robb  at  dawn  calling  me  to  *the 
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fishing  I)  the  not  qu^te  mortal  Wows  that  still  echo  injsome  < 
the  fchajtter  headings  ?-*-c  Chapter  II,  No.  I  teaches  Wilkjnso 
(his  master)  a  Stem  Lesson — We  Run  away  to  Sea.     Chaptc 
III,  A  Fearful  Hurricane— Wreck  of  the  "  Anna  Rhk  '  — W 
go  crazy  from  Want  of  Food — Proposal  to  eat  No.  3 — Lin 
Ahoy.!     Suclv  are*  two  chapiters  out  of  sixteen.     Are*  thes 
again  your  javelins  cutting  tunes  in  the  blue  haze  of  the  pines 
do  you  sweat  as  you  scale  the  dreadful  Valley  of  Rolling  Stonce 
arid  cleanse  your  hands  of  pirate  blood  by  scouring  theiiv  care 
lessly^n  Mother  Earth  ?     Can  you  still  make  a  fire  (you  cuulc 
do  it  once,  Mr.  Seton-T.hompson  taught  us  in,  surely  an  ode 
place,  the  Reform  Qub)  by  rubbing  those  sticks  together 
Was  it  the  travail  of  hut-building  that  subsequehtl}!  advisee 
Peter  to  find  a  *  home  undo/  the  grotind  '  ?     The  bottle  anc 
mugs  in  that  lurid  picture,  *  Last  night  on  the  Island,*  seem  tc 
suggest  that  you  had  changed  from  Lost  Boys  into  pirates,  whicl 
was  proljably  also  a  tendency  of  Peter's.     Listen  again  to  oui 
stplen  yaw-mill,  man's  proudest  invention  ;   when  he  made  the 
saw-mill  he  beat  the  birds  for  music  ii^a  wood.  § 

The  illustrations  (full-paged)  in  The  Boy*^Castaways  are  all 
photographs  taken  byvmyself ;  some  of  them  indeed  of  phe- 
nomena that  had  to  be  invented  afterwards,  for  yqu  were  always 
off  doing 'the  wrong  things  when  I  pressed  the  button.  I  see 
that  we  combined  instruction  with  amusement  ;  perhaps  we 
*h*.d  given  our  kingly  wofd  to  that  effect.  How  otherwise 
account  for  such  wording  to  the  pictures  as  these  :  *  It  is  un- 
doubtedly,' says  No.  i.in  a  fir  tree  thut  is  bearing  unwonted 
fruit,  recently  tied  to  it,> 4  the  Cocos  nuafcra^  for  observe  the 
slender  columns  supporting  the  crown  of  leaves  which  faiLwith 
a  grace  that  no  art  can  imitate.'  *  Truly^I  Continues  No.  I 
under  the  same  tree  in  another  forest  aj,<hc  leans  upon  his  trusty 
gun, '  though  the  perils  of  these  happenings  are  great,  yet  would 
I  rejoice  to  endure  ^till  greater  privations  to  be  thus  rewarded 
by  sftch  wondrous  studies  of  Nature.'  He  is  soon  back  to  the 
practical,  however,  '  recognising  the  Mango  (Magnifera  indica) 
by  its  kncet-shaped  ^leayes  and  the  cucumber-shaped  fruitt^ 
No.  i  was  certainly  the  right  sort  of  voyager  to  be  wrecked  with, 
though  if  my  memory  fails  me  not,  No,  2,  to  whom  these  strut- 
ting observations  were  addressed,  sometimes  protested  because 
none  of  them  was  given  to  him.  No.  3  being  the  author  is  in 
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surprisingly  tfew  df  the  pictunte,  but  this/jrou  may  rtfnember, 
was  Because  the  lady  already  darkly  referred  to  used  to  pluck 
him  fi;om  our  midst  for  his  siesta  at  1 2  o'clock,  which  was  the 
hour  that'best  suited  tl)e  camcnt.  With  a  skill  on  which  he 
has  never  been  complemented  the  photographer  sometimes  got 
No.  3  nominally  included  in  a  ivild-life  picturS  when  he  Vas 
really  in  a  humdrum  house  kicking  on  the  sofa.  Thus  in  a 
scene  representing  Nos.  I  and  2/sitting  scowling  outside  the  hut 
it  is  untruly  written  tjjiat  they  scowled  because  '  their  brother 
was?  ^yitllin  singing  and  playing  on  a  barbaric  instrument.  »  The 
music,'  the  unseen  No.  3  is  represented  as  saying  (obviously 
forestalling fN?.  ^),  is  rude  and  to  a  cultured  ear  discordant,  but 
the  songs  like  those  of  the  Arabs  are  full  of  poetic  imagery.' 
He  was  perhaps  allowed*  to  say  thi&sulkily  on  the  S9fa.  • 

Though  The  Boy  Qastaways  has  sixteen  chapter-headings, 
there  is  no  other  letterpress  ;  an  absence  which  possible  pur- 
chasers might  complain  of,  though  there  are  surely  wtrse.ways 
of  writing  a  book  than  this.  These  headings  anticipate  muth 
of  the  play  of  **eter  Pan^  but  there  were  many  incidents  of  our 
Kensington  Gardens  days  that  never  got  intcf  the  bo^k,  such 
as  our  Antarctic  exploits  when  we  read/cd  the  Pole  in  advance 
of  our  friend  (Captain  Scott  and  cut  our  initials  on  it  jfrr  him  to 
find,  a  strange  foreshadowing  of  what  was  really  to  happen.  In 
The  Boy  Castaways  Captain  Hook  has  arrived  but  is  called 
Captain  Swarthy,  and  he  seems  from'tjie  pictures  to  havt*be£n 
a  black  man.  Tfiis  character,  as  you  do  not  need  to  be  told,  is 
held  by  those  in  the  khow  to  be  ^utpbiographieal.  You  had 
many  tussles  with  him  (though  you  never,1 1  think,  got  his  right 
army  before  you  reached  the  terribleifchap'ter  (which  might  be 
taken  from  the  >pkiy)  eptitlcd  '  We  Roard  the  Pirate  Ship  at 
Dawn — A  Rakish  Craft* — No.  I  Hew- them- Down  and  No.  2 
of  the  Red  Hatchet — A  Holocaust  of  Pirates — Rescue  of  Peter.' 
(Hullo,  Peter  rescued  instead  of  rescuing  others  ?  I  know 
what  that  means  and  so  do  you,  but  we  are  not  going  to 'give 
away  all  our  secrets.)  The  scene  of  the  Holocaust  is  th'e  Black 
Lake  (afterwards,  when  we  let  women  in,  the  M'ermaids' 
Lagoon).  The  pirate  captain's  end  was  not  in  the  mcjuth  of  a 
crocodile  though  we  had  crocodiles  on  the  spot  (*  while  No.  2 
was  removing  the  crocodiles  from  the  stream  No.  I  shot  a  few 
parrots,  Psittacidae^  for  our  evening  meal ').  I  think  cvur 
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captain  iiad  divers  ddtths  owing  fo  unseemly  Competition  #mong 
you,  eafli  wanting  rto  slay  him  single-handed.  On  a  special 
occasion,  such  as  when  No.  3  f  pulled  out  the  tooth  himself,  you 
gave  the  deed  €to  him,  but  t<5ok  it  from  him  whilrvhe'  rested,, 
The  only  pictorial  representation  in,the'book  of  Swarthy's  /<ate 
is  ih  two  partfs.  fii  one,  cabled  ^riefly^/  We  string  him  up>' 


Nos.  i  and  2,  stern  as  Athos,  are  hauling  him  up  a  tree  by  a  rope, 
his  faf  e  snarling  as  if  it  were  at  grinning  mask  (which  indeed  it 
was),  and  his  garments  very  like  some  9f  my  own  stuffed  with 
bracken.  The  other,  the  same  scene  next  day,  is  calfed  '  The 
Vultures  had  Picked  him  -Clean,'  ancJ  tells  its  own  tale. 

The  dog  in  The  Poy  Castaways  seems  'neve?  tg  hav«°  been 
called"  Nana  but  was  evidently  'in  training  for  that  post.  He 
originally  belonged  to  Swarthy  (or  to  Captain  Marryat  ?),  and 
the  first  picture  of  him,  lean,-  skulking^  and  hunched  (how  did 
I  get  that  effect  ?),  *  patrolling  the  island  '  in  that  monster's 
interests,  gives  little  indfication  of  the  domestic  paragon  he  was 
tc  becojne.  We  lured  him  away  to  the  better  life,  and  there  is, 
later,  a  touching  picture,  a  clear  forecast  of  the  Purling  nursery, 
entitled  *  We  trained  the  dog  to  watch  over  tis  while  we  slept.' 
In  this  he  also  is  sleeping,  in  a  position  that  is  a  careful  copy  of 
his  charges  ;  indeed  any  trouble  we  had  with  hipi  was  because, 
once  he  knew  he  was  in  a  story,  he  thought  his  safest  course  was 
to  imitate  you  in  everything  you  did.  How  anxious  he  was  to 
siioWthat  he  understood  the  game,  and  rilofe  generous  than  you, 
he  never  pretended  that  he  was  the  one  Who  killed  Captain 
Swarthy.  I  must  not  imply  that  hti  was  entirely  without 
initiative,  for  it  was  Lis  own  idea  to  bark  warningly  a  minute  or 
two  before  twelve  o'clock  as  a  signal  to  No.  3  tllat  his**tacper 
was  probably  on  her  wjiy  for  him  (Disappearance  of  No.  3)  j 
and  he  became  so  used  to  living  in  tlr*  world  of  Pretend  that 
when  we  reached  the  hut  of  a  morning  he  was  often  there 
waiting  for  us,  looking,  it  is  true,  rather  -idiotic,  tftit  with  a  new 
baric  he  had  invented  which  puzzled  us  until  we  decided  that 
he  was  demanding  the  password.  He  was  always  willing  to 
do  any  £xtra  jobs,  such  as  becoming  the  tiger  in  mask,  and  whtn 
after  a  fierce  engagement  you  carried  home  that  mask  in  triumph, 
he  joined  in  the  procession  proudly  and  never  let  on  that  the 
trophy  had  ever  been  part  of  him.  Loqq;  afterwards  he  saw 
tbe  play  from  a  box  in  the  theatre,  and  as  familiar  scenes  were 
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unrolhd  beiore  IMS  eyes  I  hai  '*  never  seen  a  dog  so  both,dred. 
At  one  matinee  we  even  let  himrfor  a  moment  take  the  place 
of  the  actor  who  played  Nana.  and  I  don't  know  that  any 
members  bi"  the  audience  ever  noticed  the  change,  though  he 
introduced  some  '  busihes0 '  that  was  new  to  them  but  old  to 
you  and  me.  Heigh  ho,  I  suspect  that  in  this  reminiscente  I 
am  mixing  him  up  with  his  successor,  for  such  a  one  there  had 
to  be,  the  loyal  Newfoundland  who,  perhaps  in  the  fol]owing 
year,  applied,  so  to  say,  for  the  part  by  bringing  hedgehogs 
to  the  hut  in  his  mouth  as  offerings  for  our  evening  lepasts. 
The  head  and  coat  of  him  were' •copied  for  the  Nana  of 
the  play. 

They  do  seem  to  be  emerging  out  of  our  island,  don't  they, 
the  little  people  of  the  play,  all  cxcejpt  that  sly  one,  the  chief 
figure,  who  draws  farther  and  rarther  into  the  wood  as  we 
advance  upon  him  ?  He  so  dislikes  being  tracked,  as  if 
there  were  something  odd  about  him,  that  when  hi  dies  he 
means  to  get  up  and  blow  away  the  particle  that  »Will  fee 
his  ashes. 

Wendy  has  not  yet  appeared,  but  she  has  be£n  tryingrfo  come 
ever  since  that  loyal  nurse  cast  the  humorous  shadow  of  woman 
upon  the  seer  e  and  made  us  feel  that  it  might  be  fup  to  let  in 
a  disturbing  element.  Perhaps  she  would  have  bored  her  way 
in  at  last  whether  we  wanted  her  or  not  It  may  be  that  even 
Peter  did  not  really  bring  her  to  the  Neyer  Land  of  his  frc^  will, 
but  merely  pretended  to  do  so  because  she  would  not  stay  away. 
Even  Tinker  Bell  had  reached  our  islaftd  before  we  left  it.  It 
was  one  evening  when  we  climbed  the  wood  carrying  No.  4  to 
show  aim  what  the  trail  was  like  by  twilight.  As  our  lanterns 
twinkled  among  the  leaves  No.  4  saw  •*  twinkle  stand  still  for  a 
moment  and  he  waved  nis  foot  gaily  to  it,  thus  creating  Tink. 
It  must  not  be  tiiought,  however,  that  there  were  any  other 
sentimental  passages  between  No.  4  and  Tink  ;  indeed,  as  he 
got  to  know  her  better  he  suspected  her  of  frequenting  the  hut 
to  see  what  we  had  been  having  for  supper,  and  to  partalce  of  the 
same,  and  he  pursued  her  with  malignancy. 

A  safe  but  sometimes  chilly  way  of  recalling  the  gast  is  to 
force  open  a  crammed  drawer.  If  you  are  searching  for  any- 
thing in  particular  "'ou  don't  find  it,  but  something  falls  oift  at 
the  back  that  is  often  more  interesting.  It  is  in  this  way  th?t  I 
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get  'my  desultory  reading,  whichftncludes  the  Ijew  sft'ay  It^ves  of 
the  original  MS.  of  VeteV  thaf  I  haye  said  I  do  possess,  though 
even  they,  when  returned  to  the  drawer,  are  gone  again,  as  if 
that  touch  of  devilry  lurked  iA  them  still.  They  sfctiw  that  in 
early  days  I  hackfd^at  and  added  to  the  'play.  In  the  drawer  I 
find  same  scraps  of  Mr.  Crdok'srdeligty;fi*l  music,  and  'other 
incomplete  matter  relating  to  Peter.  Here  is  the  reply  of  a  boy 
whorcv  I  favoured  with  a  seat  iiifcmy  box  and  injudiciously  asked 
at  the  end  what  he  had  liked  best.  '  Wljat  I  think  I  liked  best/ 
he  said,  c  was  tearing  up  the  programme  and  dropping  tfte  bitS  on 
people's  heads/  Thus  a«a  I  often  Jaid  low.  A  copy  of  my 
favourite  programme  <&f  the  play  is  still  in  the^  dr,iwpr.  in  the 
first  ol  second  year  of  Peter  No.'  4  could  not  attend  through  ill- 
ness^ so  we  tqok  the  play  to  his  nursery,  far  away  in  the  country, 
an  array  of  vehicles  almost  as  glorious  as  p.  travelling  circus  ;  the 
leading  parts  were  played  by  the  youngest  children  in  the  London 
company,  and  No.  4,  aged  five,  looked  on  solemnly  at  the  per- 
from  his  bed  and  never  smiled  once.  That  was  my 


first  und  only  appearance  on  the  real  stage,  ,asid  this  copy 
of  the  programme  shows  I  was  thought  so  meanly  of  as  an 
-actor  that  they  printed  my  name  in  smaller  letters  than  the 
others.  ,- 

I  have  said  little  here  of  No?.  4  and  5,  and  it  is  high  time  I  had 
finished.  They  had  a  long  summer  day,  and  I  turn  round  twice 
aftd  rfdw  they  are  off  to  school.  On  Monday,  as  it  seems,  I  was 
escorting  No.  5  to  a  children's  party  and  brushing  his  hair  in  the 
ante-room  ;  and  by  Thursdviy  he  is  plating  me  against  the  wall 
of  an  underground  station1  and  saying,  *  Now  I  am  going  to  get 
the  tickets  ;  don't  move  itill  1  come  back  for  you  or  you  '*lt  lose 
yourself.'  No.  4  jumps^from  being  astride  my  shoulders  fish- 
ing, I  knee-deep  in  the  stream,  to  becorirng,  while  still  a  school- 
boy, the  sternest  of  my  literary  critics.  Anything  he  shoqk  his 
head  over  I  abandoned,  and  conceivably  the  worW'has  thus  been 
deprived  of  masterpieces.  There  was  for  instance  a.n  unfor- 
tunate little  tragedy  which  I  liked  until  I  foolishly  told  No.  4 
its  subjefct,  when  he  frowned  and  said  he  had  better  have  a  look1 
at  it.  He  read  it,  and  then,  patting  me  on  the  back,  as  only  he 
and  No.  I  could  touch  me,  said,  '  You  know  you  can't  do  this 
sor{  of  thing.'  End  of  a  tragedian.  Sometimes,  however, 
Np.  4  liked  my  efforts,  and  I  walked  in  the  azure  that  day  when 
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he  ret'ii  ned  Dear  Brutus  to  nif  with  the  comment '  Not  so, Lad. 
In  e.irlier  days,  when  he  was  ten.;  I  ofterecl  him  the  JV^S.  of  my 
book  Margaret  Ogi/vy.  '  Oh,  thanks,7  he  said  almost  immedi- 
ately, and  added,  *  Of  course  my  desk  is  awfully  full.'  I 
reminded  him  that  he  couM  take. out  some  of  us  more  ridiculous 
contents.  He  said, c  1  have  reao  it  already  in  the  book.'  This 
I  had  not  known,  and  I  was  secretly  elated,  but  I  said  that  people 
sometimes  liked  to  preserve  tKs  kind  of  thing  as  a  curiosity. 
He  said  4  Oh  '  again.  I  said  tartly  that  he  was  not  compelled 
to  take  it  if  he  didn't  want  it.  He  said,  '  Of  course  I  want  it, 

but  my  desk '     Then  he  wrigblcd  out  of  the  room  and 

came  back  in  a  fcw  minutes  dragging  in  No.  <J  and  announcing 
triumphantly, 4  No.  5  will  have  it.' 

The  rebuffs  I  have  got  from  all  of  you  !  They  were  especi- 
ally crushing  in  those  early  days  vhen  one  by  one  you  came  out 
of  your  belief  in  fairies  and  lowered  on  me  as  the  deceiver.  My 
grandest  triumph,  the  best  thing  in  the  play  of  Peter  Pan 
(though  it  is  not  in  it),  is  that  long  after  No.  4  had  cYascd  to 
believe,  I  brui  ght  him  b^ck  to  the  faith  for  at  least  two  mi/iutes. 
We  were  on  our  way  in  a  boat  to  fish  the  Outer* Hebrides  (where 
we  caught  Mary  Rr>se\  and  though  it  was  a  journey  of  days  he 
wore  his  fishi  ig  basket  on  his  back  all  the  time,  so  as  to  be  able 
to  begin  at  once.  His  one  pain  was  the  absence  of  Johnny 
Mackay,  for  Johnnv  was  the  loved  gillie  of  the  previous  summer 
who  had  taught  him  everything  that  is  worth  knowing  (wliich  is 
a  matter  of  flies)  but  could  not  be  with  us  this  time  as  he  would 
have  had  to  cross  and  re-cross  Scotland  to  reach  us.  As  the  boat 
drew  near  the  Kyle  of  Lochalsh  pier  I  told  Nos.  4  and  5  it  was 
such  a.  famous  wishing  pier  that  they  had  now  but  to  wish  and 
they  should  have.  No.  5  believed  at  once  and  expressed  a  wish 
to  meet  himself  (I  afterwards  found  him  on  the  pier  searching 
faces  confidently),  but  No.  4  thought  it  more  of  my  untimely 
nonsense  and  doggedly  declined  to  humour  me.  4  Whom  do 
you  want  to  see  most,  No.  4  ? '  *  Of  course  I  would  like  most 
to  see  Johnny  Mackay.'  '  Well,  then,  wish  for  him.'  *  Oh, 
rot.'  *  It  can't  do  any  harm  to  wish.'  Contemptuously  he 
wished,  and  as  the  ropes  were  thrown  on  the  pier  he  saw  Johnny 
waiting  for  him,  loaded  with  angling  paraphernalia.  I  know 
no  one  less  like  a  fa;~y  than  Johnny  Mackay,  but  for  two  minutes 
No.  4  was  quivering  in  another  world  than  ours.  When  he 
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to'  he  gave  me*a  smile  wkich  meant  tljat  wfc  understood 
each  otfter,  and  thereafter  neglected  me  for  a  month,  feeing 
always  with  Johnny.  As  1  hjive  said,  this  episode  is  notoin  the 
play  ;  so  thougjh  I  dedicate  Peter  Pan  ,to  you  I  ke^/the  smile, 
with  thne  few  om/?r  broken  fragments  of  immortality  that 
con'ie  my  way 
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night  nursery  of  the  Darling  family,  which  is  the  s^pne  of 
our  opening  Act,  is  at  tl^e  top  of  ^..rather  depVessed  street  in 
BlooiMsbury.  t  WeTiav<?a  right  to  placetit  where  we  will,  and 
the  reason  Bloomsbury  is  chos'en  is  that  Mr.  Roget  once  lived 
there.  So  did  we  in  daj"s  when  hi^  Thesaurus  was  our  only  cpm- 
panion  in  London  ;  and  we  wh(jp  ffe  has  helped*  to  wend  our 
way  through  life  have  always  wanted  to  pay  him  a  little  compli- 
ment. The  Darlings  therefore  lived  fh  Bloomsbury.^ 

It  is  a  corner  house  whose  top  window,  the  important  o^e, 
looks  upon  a»lf  afy  square  from  which  Peter  used  to  fly  up^to  it, 
to  the  delight  ofuiree  children  and  no  doubuthe  irritation  of 
passers-by.  The  street  is  still  there,*  though  the  steaming 
sausage  shop  l^,s  gone  ;  and  apparently  the  same  cards  perch  now 
as  then  over  the  doors,  inviting  homeless  ones  to  come  and  stay 
with  the  hospitable  inhabitants.  Since  the  days  of  the  Darlings, 
however,  a  lick  of  pairft  has  been  applied  ;  and  our  corner  Jioi*6<_ 
in  particular,  whfch  has  swallowed  its'neighbour,  bloom?  with 
awful  freshness  as  if  the  colours  ?iad  been  discharged  upon  it 
through  a  hose.  Its  card  now  s*ays  'No  children,'  meaning 
maybe  that  the  goings-on  of  Wendy  ^nd  her  brothers  have  given 
the  house  a  bad*name.  .  As  for  ourselves,  we  have  not  been  in 
it  since  we  went  back  t&  reclaim  our  old  Thesaurus. 

T£hat  is  wh#t  we  call  the  Darling  house,  but  you  may  dump 
it  down  anywhere  yon  like,  and  if  you  think  it  was  your  house 
you  are  very  probably  right.  It  wanders  about  London  looking 
for  anybody  in  need  of  it,  like  the  little  house  in  the  Nev£r  Land. 

The  blind  (which  is  what  Peter  wojald  jiave  called  the  theatre 
curtain  if  he  had  ever  seen  one)  rises  on  that  top  room,  a  shabby 
little  room  if  Mrs.  Darling  had  not  made  it  the  hub  ot% creation 
by  her  certainty  ths^  such  it  was,  and  adorned  it  to  match  with  a 
loving  heart  and  all  the  scrapings  of  her  purse.  The  door  on 
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it  leads  into  the  day  nuj\»cry,  which  4ie  ha^>  no*  fight  to 
have,  bflt  she  made  it  herself  with  nails  in  her  mouth  and  a  paste- 
pot  in  her  hand.  This  is  thejdoor  th'e  children  will  comp  in  by. 
There  are  three  beds  and  (rkther  odcjly)  a  large  fiog-kennel  . 
two  of  thest  bcds^with  the  kennel?  bchng  on  the  left  and*the 
other  VMI  the  f  iglit.  The  coverlets  of  frke1  beds  (if  visitors  arc 
expected)  arc  made  out  of  Mrs.  Darling's  wedding-gown,  which 
was  such  a  grand  affair  that  it  itill  keeps  them  pinched.  Over 
each  bed  is  a  china  house,  the  size  of  a  lifinet's  nest,  containing  a 
nightllight.  The  fire,  which  is  on  our  right,  is  burning  as  dis- 
creetly as  if  it  were  in  custody,  which'in  a  s^nse  it  is,  for  support;- 
ing  the  mantelshelf  art  two  wooden  soldiers,  Home-riade,*  begun 
by  Mr.  Darling,  finished  by  Mrs.  Darling,  repairfced  (un- 
fortunately) ,by  John  'Dating.  On  the  fire-guard  hang  incom- 
plete parts  of  children's  night*  attire.  The  door  the  parents  will 
come  in  by  is  on  the  left.  At  the  back  is  thp  bathroom  door, 
with  a  cxickoo  clock  over  it  ;  and  'in  the  centre  is  the  window, 
vtfhichVs  at  present  ever  so  staid  and  respectable,  but  half  an  hour 
hcnCe  (namely  at  6.30  p.m.)  will  be  &ble  to  tel>  3  very  strange 
talc  to  the  polick 

The  only  occupant  of  the  room  at  presqnt  is  Nana  the  nurse, 
reclining!  not  as  you  might  expect  on  the  one  soft  chair,  but  on 
the  floor.  She  is  a  Newfoundland  dog,  and  though  this  may 
^shock  the  grandiose,  the  n9t  exactly  affluent  will  make  allow- 
ance^. The  Darlings  .could  not  afforcf  to  have  a  nurse,  they 
could  not  afford  indeed  to,  have  children  ;  and  now  you  are 
beginning  to  understand  j>ow  they  did  ft.  Of  course  Nana  has 
been  trained  by  Mrs.'Dariing,  but  like  all  treasures  she  was  born 
to  it.  In  this  play  we  shyvll  see  her  chiefly  inside  the  hoilsf-,  but 
she  was  just  as  exempla/y  outside,  escorting  fhe  two  elders  to 
school  with  an  umbrella  in  her  mouth,Nfor  instaficcj,  and  butting 
them  back  into  line  if  they  strayed. 

The  cuckoo  clofck  strikes  six,  and  Nana  springs  into  life. 
This  first  moment  in  the  play  is  tremendously  important,  for  if 
the  actor  playing  Nana  does  not  spring  properly  we  are  undone. 
She  wilf  probably  be  played  by  a  boy,  if  one  clever  enough  can 
be  four\d,  and  must  never  be  on  two  legs  except  on  those  rare 
occasions  when  an  ordinary  nurse  would  be  on  four.  This 
Nana  must  go  about  all  her  duties  in  a  most*  ordinary  manner,  so 
th/it  you  know  in  your  bones  that  she  performs  them  just  so 


ACT  I  PfiTlfR    PAW  19 


every  c?fening  at  si*  ;  naturalness  must  be  her  passion  ;  Mil 
it  shcyuld  be  the  aim  of  every  one  m4the  pf«iy,?or  which  slfc  is  now 
setting^  the  pace.  All  tht  characters,  whetlier  grown-ups  or 
babes,  muft^vear  a  child's  outlookton  life  as  their  onJy  important 
adornment.  If  they  cftnngt  help  being  funnjrthejf  are  Pegged 
to  go  away.  A  good  mottqp  forlill  would  ^e  *  The  little  less, 
and  how  much  it  is/ 

Nana,  making  much  use  of  &er  mouth,  '  turns  down^'  the 
beds,  and  carries  the  various  articles  on  the  fire-guard  across  to 
theifi.  'lf  hen  pushing  the  bathroom  door  open,  she  is  seen  afcwork 
on  the  taps  preparing  Michael's  bath  ;  «fter  which  she  enters  from 
the  day  nurjery  v^ith  the*  youngest  of  the  family  on  her  back. 

MICHAEL  (obstreperous}.  I  wonit  go  to^ed,  I  won't,  I  wqji't. 
Nana,  it  isn't  six  o'clocjf  yet.  Tyo  minutes  more,  please,  one 
minute  more  ?  Nana,  I  won't  be  bathed-  I  tell  you  I  will  not 
be  bathed. 


(Here  the  bathroom  door  closes  on  them^  and  MRS. 
who  h&*perhaps  hfttrd  his  cry^  enters  the  nursery.  She  is 
the  lovelie*t*lady  in  Bloomsbury,  with  a  swett  ryockinjr  mouth^ 
and  as  she  is  gofaig  out  to  dinner  to-ntght  she  is  already  wear- 
ing her  Averting  gown  because  she  knows  her  children  like  to 
see  her  in  it.  It  is  a  delicious  confection  made  by  herself  out 
of  nothing  and  other  people's  mistakes.  She  does  not  often 
go  out  to  dinner  i  preferring  wneh  the  children  are  in  bed  to 
sit  beside  tJiem  tidying  up  their  minds^  just  as  if  they*  were 
drawers.  If  wifrJDY  and  the  bops  could  keep  awake  they 
might  see  her  repacking  into  their  proper  places  the  many 
•articles  of  the  mind  that  have  strqyed  during  the  day^  linger- 
ing  humor  9u$ly  over  so?ne  of  their  contents^  wondering  where 
on  earth  £hey  picked  this  thing  ///»,  making  discoveries  sweet 
and  not  .so  sweet  ^  pressing  this  to  her  cheek  and  hurriedly 
stowing  that  out  *of  sight.  When  they*  wake  in  the  morning 
the  naughtinesses  with  which  they  went  to  bed  are  not^  a/as, 
blown  away,  but  they  are  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  drawer  ; 
and  on  the  top,  beautifully  air  ed,.are+their  prettier*  thoughts 
ready  for  the  new  day. 

As  she  enters  the  room  she  is  startled  to  see  a  strange  little 
face  outside  thf  window  and  a  hand  groping  as  if  it 
to  come  in.) 
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*yiRS.  DARLING.  JWho  are  yj(U  ?  (The  unknown  disappears  ; 
she  hurtles  to  the  window.)  No  one  there.  And  yet  I  fed  sure 
I  saw  a  face.  My  children  J  (She  throws  open  the  bcthroom 
door  and  MICHAEL'S  head  appears  gaily  over  the  bath.  He 
splashes  ;  she  tnt\ows  kisses  to  him  and  doses  the  door,  *  Wendy ^ 
'John*  she  crifs,  and  gets  reassuring^answ^s  from  the  day  nursery. 
She  sits  down,  relieved^  on  WENDY'S  bed ;  and  WENDY  and  JOHN 
come  \*iy  looking  their  smallest  six*,  as  children  tend  to  do  to  a  mother 
suddenly  in  fear  for  them.} 

JOHN  (histrionically}.  We  are  doing  an  act  ;  we  are  playing 
at  being  you  and  father.  •-  (He  imitates  the  only  father  who  hqi 
come  under  his  special  notice.}  &  little  less  noy3e<there. 

WJF.NDY.     Now  let  us  pretend  we  have  a  baby. 

JOHN  (goqd-naturedly}^  I  am  happy  to  inform  you,  Mrs. 
Darling,  that  you  are  nowdi  mother.!  (WENDY  gives  way  to 
ecstasy.}  You  have  missed  the  chief  thing  ;  you  haven't  askedr 
4  boy  or^girl  ? ' 

L  WEIRDY.     I  am  so  glad  to  have  one  at  all,  I  don't  care  which 
it  i».- 

JOHI?,  (crwhingly}.  That  is  just  tne  ditterence  between 
gentlemen  and  ladies. '  Now  you  tell  me.,, 

WENDV.  I  am  happy  to  acquaint  you,  Mr/  Darling,  you 
are  now  a  father. 

JOHN.     Boy  or  girl  ? 

W^-NDY  (presenting  herself}.     Girl. 

JOHN.     Tuts. 

WENDY.     You  horrid?l 

JOHN.     Go  on.    rt 

WENDY.  I  am  happy,  to  acquaint  you,  Mr.  *Darlirfg»,  you 
are  again  a  father. 

JOHN.     Boy  or  girl  ? 

WENDY,  Boy.  (JOHN  beams.}  Mummy,  it  V  hateful  of  him. 
(MICHAEL  emerges  from  the  bathroom  in  JOHN'S  old  pyjamas 
and  giving  his  face  a  last  wipe  with  the  towel.} 

MICHAEL  (expanding}.     Now,  John,  have  me. 

JOHN:     We  don't  .want  any  more. 

MICHAEL  (contracting}.     Am  I  not  to  be  born  at  all  ? 

JOHN.     Two  is  enough. 

MICHAEL    (wheedling}.     Come,  John  j  v  boy,   John.     (Ap- 
Nobody  wants  me  ! 
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^DARIMNG.  •   I  do. 

MICHAEL  (with*a  glimmer  of 'hope).     43o)f  or  girl  ? 
MRS%.  DARLING  (with  one^of 'those  Chappy  thoughts  of  hers).     JtJoy. 
Tritqnph  of  MICHAEL  ;  dikomfiture  0/jOHN¥     MR.  DAR- 
LING arrives,  inrjio  mood  unfortunately  fy  ghat  oyer  this 
domestic  scene*  %  He  is  rwlfya  good  malt  as  breadwinners,  go, 
mdit  is  hard'lu&for  htm  to  be  propelled  into  the  room  now, 
when  if  we  had  brought  hirf  in  a  few  minutes  earlier  or  later 
he  might  have  made  a  fairer  impression.     In  the  city  \uhere 
hJ  sits  on  a  stool  ill  day,  as  fixed  as  a  postage  stamp,  fa  is  so 
*ike  all  the  others  on  ^stools  that  ypu  recogniste  him  mt  by  his 
face  but  by  hifstoot,  but  at  home  theyuay  to  gratify  him  is  to 
say  fhat  lie  has  a  distinct  personality.     He  is  very  con- 
scientious, and  in*the  days  yjhen  MRS.  DARLING  gave  up 
keeping  the  house  books  correctlfand  drew  pfctures  instead 
(which  he  called tier  guesses)?he  did  all  the  totting  up  for  her, 
holding  he?  hand  whilfhe  calculated  whether  they  could  have 
Wendy  or  not,  and  coming  down  on  the  right  side*    It  is 
with  rtgrety  therefore,  that  we  introduce  him  as  a  ^ory^do^ 
rushing  intt  the  nursery  in  evening  dress0  but  without  his 
coaty  and  brandishing  in  his  hand  a  recalcitrant  white  tie.) 
MR.  DARLING  (implying  that  he  has  searched  for  her  everywhere 
and  that  the  nursery  is  a  strange  place  in  which  to  find  tier).     Oh, 
here  you  are,  Mary. 

MRS.  DARLING  (khouung  at  once  vdhat  is  the  matter).  V^hal^it 
the  matter,  George  dear  ? 

MR.  DARLING  (as  ifth?  wordweri*mon$trous).  Matter  !  This 
tie,  it  will  not  tie.  (He  waxes  sat'casfa.) .  Not  round  my  neck. 
Roiyyl  the  bed-post,  oh  yes ;  twenty  times  have  I  made  it  up  round 
the  bed-post,  but  round  my  neck,  oh  (fear  no ;  begs  to  be  excused. 
MICHAEL  (in  a  joyous  transport).  Say  it  again,  father,  say  it 
again  ! 

M*R.  DARWNG  (witheringly).  Thank  you.  (Goaded  by  a 
suspiciously  crooked  smile  on  MRS.  DARLING'S  face)  I  warn*  you, 
Mary,  fliat  unless  this  tie  is  round  my  neck  we  don't  go  out  to 
ciThrier  to-night,  and  if  I  don't  go  out^to  dinner  to-night  I  never 
go  to  the  office  again,  and  if  I  don't  go  to  the  office  again  you  and 
1  starve,  and  our  children  will  be  thrown  into  the  streets. 

(The  children  blanch  as  they  grasp  the  gravity  of  the 
situation.) 
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MRS/ DARLING,      i^ct  me  try,. dear. 

(<J»  a  terrible  silence  ttfieir  progeny  ciusier  round  fhem. 

Will  she  succeed  ?     Their  fate  depends  on  it.     She  fails — 

no,  shf  succeeds.     In  another  moment  they  arc  'wildly  gayy 

rompwg  \\iund  the  room  on  eacfc  over's  shoulders.     Father 

,is  even  \i  better  horse  titan  Another.  „  ».  MICH  A  EL  is  dropped 

upon  his  bed,  WENDY  retires  to  prepare  for hers ,  JOHN  runs 

tfrom  NANA,  who  has  reappeared  with  the  bath  towel.) 

JOHN  (rebellious).     I  won't  be  bathed.     You  needn't  tk ink  it. 

MH,  DARLING  (in  the  grand  manner}*.     Go  and  be  'uath&l  at 
once,  sir. 

(With  bent  head  JOHN  follows  WNA  int^  the  bathroom. 

n  MR.  DARLING  SWe/ls.)  * 

MICHAEL  fas  he  is  put  between  the  sheets).      Mother,  how  did 
you  get  to  know  me  ? 

MR.  DARLING.      A  little  less  noise  there. 
MICHAEL   (growing  solemn).     At   what   time   was    I   born, 
mothei;  ? 

iVRS.  DARLING.      At  two  o'clock  i IP  the  night- true,  dearest. 
MICHAEL.  r  Qh,  mother,  I  hope  I  didn't  vtfake  you. 
MRS.   DARLING.     They  arc  rather  sweet,  don't  you  think, 
George  ? 

MR.  DARLING  (doting).     There  is  not  their  equal  on  earth, 
and  they  are  ours,  ours  ! 

(Unfortunately  NATS  A  has  co?ne  frmi  the  bathroom  for  a 
sponge  and  she  collides  with  his  trousers  ^  ihe  first  pair  he  has 
ever  had  with  br&'id  on  them.)  ' 

MR.   DARLING.      lVary>  it  is  too  bad  ;    just  look  at  this  ; 
covered  with  haiis.      Clumsy,  clumsy  ! 

(NANA  goes^  a  drooping  figure.) 
MRS.  DARLING.      Let  me  brush  you/Hear. 

(Once  more  she  is  successful.      They  are  nowjy  the  fir e^  and 
MICHAEL  is  inched  doing  idiotic  things  with  a'teddy  bear.) 
MR.  DARLING  (depressed).     I  sometimes  think,  Mary,  that 
it  is  a  mistake  to  have  a  dog  for  a  nurse. 

MRS.  DARLING      George,  Nana  is  a  treasure. 
MR.  DARLING.     No  doubt  ;   but  I  have  an  uneasy  feeling  at 
times  that  she  looks  upon  the  children  as  puppies. 

MRS.  DARLING  (rather  faintly).     Oh  no,,dear  one,  I  am  sure 
she  knows  they  have  souls. 
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MR.  rt'VRLJNG  (profoundly}.     I  wonder,  1  wonder. 

(  The  opportunity  has  com!  for  het*  to  lell  him  of  something 
that  is  on  her  mind.)* 

MRS.  ortBf.iNG.     George,  we  rilust  keep  Nana,  I^will  tell  you 
.     (Her  seriousnesf  impresses  him.}     My  de^r,  when  J  came 
into  this  room  to-night  I  saw  a  fate  at  the  wlnSow. 

MR.  DARLING  (incredulous).  A  face  at  the  window,  three 
floors  up  ?  Pooh  ! 

MRS.  DARLING.  It  was  the  face  of  a  little  boy  ;  he  was 
tryi/ig  to1  get  in.  Geofge,  this  is  not  the  first  time  I  havp  seen 
that  boy. 

MR,t  DARLING  (beginning  to  think  that  ttys  may  be  a  man*  s  job). 
Oho  ! 

MRS.  DARLING  (matingsure  that  MICHAEL  does  not  hear).  The 
first  time  was  a  week  ago.  It  was  Nina's  night  out,  and  I  had 
been  drowsing  here  by  fhe  fire  when  suddenly  I  felt  a  draught, 
as  if  the  windoW*  were  operr.  I  looked  round  and  I  saw  that 
boy  —  in  the  room. 

MR.  DARLIV^.      In  thetroom  ? 

MRS.   DARLING.*    I  screamed.     Just  then  I^ana  came  back 

and  she  at  once  sprang  at  him.     The  boy  leapt  for  the  window. 

She  pulled  down  the  sash  quickly,  but  was  too  late  to  catch  him. 

MR.  DARLING  (who  knows  he  would  not  have  been  too  late).      I 

thought  so  ! 

MRS.  DARLING.  Wfiit.  The  b?>y-  escaped,  but  his  sl\idon 
had  not  time  to  get  out  ;  down  came"  the  window  and  tut  it 
clean  off.  i 

MR.  DARLING  (heavily).  Mary/  Mary,,  why  didn't  you  keep 
that  shadow  ? 

MRS.  DARLiNGt(#\?m/£).  I  did.  l"rolled  it  up,  George  ;  and 
here-  it  is. 

(She  produces  it  from  a  drawer.  They  unroll  and  examine 
the  flimsy  thing^  .which  is  not  more  material  than  a  puff  of 
smoke^  and  if  let  go  would  probably  float  into  the  c  filing 
Without  discolouring  it.  Yet  it  has  human  shape.  'As  they 
nod  their  heads  over  it  they  present  the  most  satisfying 
picture  on  earth^  two  happy  parents*  conspiring  cosily  by  the 
fire  for  the  good  of  their  children.) 

MR.  DARLING.  £t  is  nobody  I  know,  but  he  does  look  a 
scoundrel. 
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MRS.' DARLING.  5  think  he  comes  back«tc  gej  his,)  shadow, 
George*, 

MR.  DARLING  (ineaning  that  the  miscreant  has  now  a  father  to 
deal  with}.  ,  I  dare  say.     (-Hip  sees  himself  telling  thf  itory  to  the^ 
other  stools  af  the+office.)    There  is  mone'yin  this,  my  love.    I  §hall 
take  it  to  the  «BntK>h  Museufl&i  to-morrow, and  have  it  priced. 
(The  shadow  is  rolled  up  and  replttced-in  the  drawer.) 

MRS.  DARLING  (like  a  guilty  person).  George,  I  have  not  told 
you  all  ;  I  am  afraid  to. 

M%.  DARLING  (who  knows  exactly  the* right  moment  to  trwt  a 
woman  as  a  beloved  child\  Cowardy,  cowardy  custard. 

MRS.  DARLING  (poufing).     No,  I  Wnot.' 

MB.  DARLING.     Oh  yes,  youUre. 

MRS.  DARLING.     George,,!  'm  not.  '- 

MR.  DARLING.  Then'why  not  tell  ?  (Thus  cleverly  soothed 
she  goes  on.) 

MRS.  DARLING.  Th'o  boy  was  not  alone  tliit  first  time.  H<i 
was  accompanied  by — I  don't  know  how  to  describe  it  ;  by  a 
bait  of  light,  not  as  big  as  my  fist,  but,  it  darted  about  the  room 
like  a  living  thipg. 

MR.  'DARLING  (though  open-minded).  That  is  very  unusual. 
It  escaped  with  the  boy  ? 

MRS.  DARLING.  Yes.  (Sliding  her  hand  into  'his.)  George, 
what  can  all  this  mean  ? 

MP.  DARLING  (ever  recd^y).     What  indcl-d  ! 

(This  intimate  scene  is  broken  by  the  return  of  NAN  A  with  a 
bottle  in  her  mouth.)  ••  , 

MRS.  DARLING  (at  once  dissembling).  What  is  that,  Naiu  ? 
Ah,  of  course  ;  Michael,  it  is  your  medicine. 

MICHAEL  (promptly).    "Won't  take  it. 

MR.  DARLING  (recalling  his  youth).     J^e  a  man,  Michael. 

MICHAEL.     Won't. 

MRS  DARLING  (uvatfy).  I  '11  get  you  a  lovely  chocky  to  take 
after  it.  (She  leaves  the  room,  though  her  husband  calls  after  her.) 

MR.  DARLING.  Mary,  don't  pamper  him.  Whfcii  I  was 
your  agt,  Michael,  I  took  medicine  without  a  murmur.  I  £fld 
4  Thank  you,  kind  parents,  for  giving  me  bottles  to  make  me 
well.' 

(WENDY,  who  has  appeared  in  her  night-gown^  hears  this 
and  believes.) 
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WENJ.V.  ^That'medicine  you  sometimes  take  is  much'nasner, 
isn't  it,  father  ? 

MR.. DARLING  (valuing  her  support).     Evef  so  much  nastier. 
And  as  an  example  to  you,  MichaOl,  I  would  take  it  now  (thank- 
fully) if  I  hadn't  lost  thfc  bojtle. 

WENDY  (always  glatf  to  be  tof  service).  I*knofv  where  it-  is, 
father.  I '11  fetch  it.  * 

(She  is  gone  before  he  can  \top  her      He  turns  for  h$lp  to 
•JOHN,  who  has  come  from  the  bathroom  attired  for  bed.) 

Mk.  DARLING.  John,  it  is  the  most  beastly  stuff.  It  i?  that 
sticky  sweet  kind.  >  f , 

''  JOHN  (who  if  perffaps  Still  playing  at  parents).     Never  mind, 
father,  it-wifl  soon  be  over.  • 

(A  spasm  of  ill-wilt  to  JOHN  citfs  through  MR.  DARLING,  qfid 
is  gone.     WENDY  returns  panting.) 

WENDY.     Here  it  is,  father  ;   I  have  been  as  quick  as  I  could. 

MR.  DARLING  (with  a  sarcasm  that  is  Completely  throiyn  away 
on  her).     You  have  been  wonderfully  quick,  precious  qu^k  !« 
(He  is  ntw  at  the  foci  of  MICHAEL'S  bed,  NANA  is  by  its  :Mey 
holding  the  diedicine  spoon  insinuatingly  in  ker  moutfy.) 

WENDY  (proudly ',  as  she  pours  out  MR.'  DARLING'S  medicine). 
Michael,  now  you  will  see  how  father  takes  it. 

MR.  DARLING  (hedging).      Michael  first. 

MICHAEL  (full  of  unworthy  suspicions).     Father  first. 

MR.  DARLING.     ItTwHl  make  me  sick,  you  know. 

JOHN  (lightly).    "Come  on,  father. 

MR.  DARLING.     Hold  -your  tongu£,  sir* 

WENDY  (disturbed).  I  thought'  y«u  took  it  quite  easily, 
father,  /saying1'  Thank  you,  kind  pareyts,  for ' 

MR.  DARLING.  .  That  is  not  the  point ;  the  point  is  that  there 
is  more  in  my  gjass  than  in  Michael's  spoon.  It  isn't  fair,  I 
swear  though  It. were  with  my  last  breath,  it  is  not  fair. 

MICHAEL  (cfridly).     Eather,  I  'm  waiting. 9 

MR.  DARLING.  It 's  all  very  well  to  say  you  are  waiting  ;*  so 
am  I  wafting. 

MICHAEL.     Father  's  a  cowardy  cust<ird.A 

MR.  DARLING.     So  are  you  a  cowardy  custard. 
(They  are  now  glaring  at  each  other.) 

MICHAEL.      I  am  uot  frightened. 

MR.  DARLING.     Neither  am  I  frightened. 
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MICHAEL.     Well,  then,  take  it. 
MR.  LARLING.     Well,  then,  you  take  it. 
WENDY  (butting in  again).     Why  n'ot  take  it  at  the  samp  time  ? 
MR.     DARLING    (haughtityj.     Certainly.     Are  'jfou    ready 
Michael  ?  .  (    '  ' 

WENDY  (as*  nothing  has  happened).     <p?K- — two — three. 

(MICHAEL  partakes,  but  MR.  DARLING  resorts  to  hanky- 
panky.)  1 
JOHN.  Father  hasn't  taken  his  ! 

'  (MICHAEL  howls.) 

WENDY  (inexpressibly  fained).     Oh  father  ! 
MR.  DARLING  (wh&has  been  hiding  tfte  glass  behind  him).*  What 
do  you  mean  by  '  oh  father '  \     Stop  that  row,  Michael.      I 
meant  to  ta,ke  mine  'but  I- -missed  it!     (NANA  shakes  her  head* 
sadly  over  him,  and  goes  tnto^he  bathroom.      They  are  all  looking 
as  if  they  did  not  admire  him,  and  nothing  so  dashes  a  tempera- 
mental wan.)     I  say,  1  have  jusf  thought  of  a  splendid  joke. 
(The^brighten.)     I  shall  pour  my  medicine  into  Nana's  bowl, 
aifc^shc  will  drink  it  thinking  it  is  milk  !     (Thryleasantry  does 
not  appeal,  tytt  <he  prepares  the  joke,  listening'for  appreciation.) 
WENDY.   Poor  darlYng  Nana  ! 

MR.  PURLING.  You  silly  little  things  ;  to  youf  beds  every  one 
of  you  ;   I  am  ashamed  of  you. 

(They  steal  to  their  beds  as  MRS.  DARLING  returns  with  the 
chocolate.) 
MRS.  DARLING.     Well,  is  it  all  over  ? 

MICHAEL.     Father  d\dn't (Father  glares.) 

MR,  DARLING.     All  over,  dear,  quite  satisfactorily.     (NANA, 
comes  back.)     Nana,  gopd  dog,  good  girl  ;    I  have  put  ?,  little 
milk  into  your  bowl.     (The  bowl  is  by  the* kennel,  and  NANA 
begins  to  lap,  only  begins.     She  retreat  into  thet  kennel] 
MRS.  DARLING.     What  is  the  matter,  Nana  ? 
MR.  DARLING  (utieasily).     Nothing,  nothing.  " 
MRS.    DARLING    (smelling   the    bowl).     George,    it    is    your 
medicine  !  "' 

( The  children  break  into  lamentation.     He  give  s  his  wife  an 
imploring  look  ,-  he  is  begging  for  one  smile  y  but  does  not  get 
it.     In  consequence  he  goes  from  bad  to  worse.) 
,  MR.  DARLING.      It  was  only  a  joke.      Much  good  my  wearing 
jnyself  to  the  bone  trying  to  be  funny  in  this  house. 
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I  . 

WENDY   (on   her  knees   by  the   kenwl).  -    Father,   Nai  a   is 

crying. 

MR.  DARJJNG.  Coddle  her  ;  -nobody  coddles  me.  Oh  dear 
no.  I  am  only  the  bread-winner,  why  should  I  be  coddled  ? 
Why,  why,  why  ? 

MRS.  DARLING.  G«orgc,  not  so  loud  ;  the  servants  will  hear 
you. 

(There  is  only  one  maid,  absurdly  small  too,  but  thej  have 
g~t  into  the  way  of  calling  her  the  servants.} 
MR.  DARLING  (defiant}.     Let  them  hear  me-;    bring  in  the 
'  tvholc  world.      (The  desperate  man,  who  has  not  been  in  fresh  air 
for  days*  has  now* lost  all  self-coHrol.}     I  refuse  to  allow  that  dog 
to  lord  it  in  my  nursery  for  one  hour  longer.     (NANA  supplicates 
him.}     In  vain,  in  vain,  the  proper  plpce  for  you  itrthe  yard,'and 
there  you  go  to  be  tied  up  this  instant. 

(NANA  again  retreats  into  the  kernel,  and  the  children  add 
their  prayers  to  hers.} 

MRS.  DARLING  (who  knows  how  contrite  he  will  be  for  this 
presently}.  George,  George,  remember  what  I  told  you  about 
that  boy. 

MR.  DARLING.  Am  I  master  in  this  house  or  is  she  ?  (To 
NANA  fiercely)  Come  along.  (He  thunders  at  her,  but  she  indi- 
cates that  she  has  reasons  not  worth  troubling  him  with  for  remain- 
ing where  she  is.  liejresorts  to  a  false,  bonhomie.}  There,  there, 
did  she  think  he  was  angry  with  her,  poor  Ndna.  ?  (She  wriggles 
a  response  in  the  affirmative.}  G<v>d  Nana,  pretty  Nana.  (She 
has  seldom  been  called  pretty,  and  :t  lias  the  old  effect.  She  plays 
rub-a-dub  with  her  paws,  which  is  how  a  dog  blushes.}  She  will 
come  to  her  kind  master,  won't  she  ?  won't  she  ?  (She  ad- 
vances, retreats,  waggles  her  head,  her  tail,  and  eventually  goes  to 
him.  He  seizes  her  collar  in  an  iron  grip  and  amid  the  cries  of  his 
progeny  drags  her  from  the  room  They  Jisten,  for  her  remon- 
strances are  not  inaudible.} 

MRy.  DARLING.     Be  brave,  my  dears. 
WENDY.     He  is  chaining  Nana  up  ! 

(This  unfortunately  is  what  he  ts  doing,  though  we  cannot  see 
him.  Let  us  hope  that  he  then  retires  to  his  sturfy,  looks  up 
the  word  ( temper  y  in  his  Thesaurus,  and  under  the  in- 
fluence of  tfiose  benign  pages  becomes  a  better  man.  In  the 
meantime  the  children  have  been  put  to  bed  in  unwanted 
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silence^  and  JVfjis.  ^DARLiNrJ  lights  the  night-lights  o*uer  the 
beds.) 

JOHN  (as  the  barking  below  Qtes  on).     She  is  awfullv,  umiappy. 
WENDY.   lThat  is  not  Nana's  unhappy  bark.     That  is  her 
bark  when  slie^sfnelJs  danger. 

MRS.  DARLING  (remembering  theft  boy).\  *  Danger  !     Are  you 
sure,  Wendy  ?  , 

WEfrDY  (the  one  of  the  f amity,  for  there  is  one  in  every  family^ 
who  can  be  trusted  to  knoiv  or  not  to  know)      Oh  yes. 

'(Her  mother  looks  this  way  and  that  from  the  window.) 
JOHN.     Is  anything  the'fe  ? 

MRS.  DARLING.     Afl  quite  quiet  and  still.     Oh,  Kow  I  wish 
I  was  hot  going  out  to,  dinner  to-night. , 

MSCHAEL.  ,  Can  anything  harm  us,  mother,  after  the  night- 
lights  are  lit  ? 

MRS.  DARLING.     Nothing,  precious.     They  are  the  eyes  a 
mother  k'aves  behind  her  to  guard  her  children. 

(Nevertheless  we  may  he  sure  she  means  to  tell  LIZA,  the 
*  little  maid^  to  look  in  on  them  frequently  till  she  comes  home. 
Sh°  goes  frbm  bed  to  bedy  after  her  custom^  tucking  them  in 
and  crooning  a  lullaby.) 

MICHABT,  (drowsily).     Mother,  I  'm  glad  of  yot. 
MRS.  DARLING  (with  a  last  look  round^  her  hand  on  the  switch). 
Dear  night-lights  that  protec*  my  sleeping  babes,  burn  clear  and 
steadfast  to-night. 

(The  nursery  darkens  a?id  she  is  gone,  intentionally  leaving 
the  door  ajar.  So'm  *thing  uncanny  is  going  to  happen,  we 
expect,  for  a  qhiver  has  passed  through  the  room,  just 
sufficient  to  touch  the  -night-lights.  They  blink  three  times 
one  after  the  other  and  go  out^  precisely  as^ children  (whom 
familiarity  has  made  them  resemble]  fall  asleep.  There  is 
another  light  in  the  room  now,  no  larger  than  MRS.  DAR- 
LING'S/rt,  and* in  the  time  we  have  taken  to  say  this  it  has 
been  into  the  drawers  and  wardrobe  and  searched  po^ets^  as 
it  darts  about  looking  for  a  certain  shadow.  Then  the  window 
is  blown  open,  probably  by  the  smallest  and  therefore  most 
mischievous  star,  and  PETER  ?AK  flies  into  the  room.  In  so 
far  as  he  is  dressed  at  all  it  is  in  autumn  leaves  and  cobwebs.) 
R  (in  a  whisper).  Tinker  Bell,  Tirik,  are  you  there  ? 
ts  up.)  Oh,  do  come  out  of  that  jug.  (TINK  flashes 
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hither  and  tnither[)  Do  you  know  where  they  put  it  ?  (The 
answer  comes  as  of  a  tinkle  of  bells ;  it  is  the  fairy  language. 
PETEK  can  speak  it,  but  it 'bores  him.)  Which  big  box  ?  This 
one  ?  Bui  which  drawer  ?  Yes,  do  show  me.  (TINK  pops 
into  the  drawer  where  the  shadow  is,  but  before  PETEP  can  reach  it, 
WENDY  moves  in  htr+*leep.  He  flies  on  to  the  mantelshelf  as  a 
hiding-place.  Then,  as  she  has  not  waked,  he  flutters  over  the  beds 
as  an  easy  way  to  observe  the  occupants,  closes  the  window  softly, 
wafts' himself  to  the  drawer  and  scatters  its  contents  to  the  floor,  as 
kings  on  their  wedding  day  toss  ha9 pence  to  the  crowd.  In  his  joy 
,$t  finding  his  shadow  hefirgets  that. he  has  shut  up  TINK  in  the 
drawer.  He  sift  on  the  floor  with  the  shadow,  confident  that  he 
and  it  will  join  like  drops  of  water.  Then  he  tries  to  stick  it  on 
with  soap  from  the  bathroom,  and  this  failing  also,  he  subsides 
dejectedly  on  the  floor.  This  wakens  WENDY,  who  sits  up,  and  is 
pleasantly  interested  to  see  a  stranger.) 

WENDY  (courteously).     Boy,  why  are  you  crying  ? 

(He  jumps  up,  and  crossing  to  the  foot  of  the  bed  bows  to  her 
in  the*fairy  way.  *  WENDY,  impressed,  bows  to  him  from 
the  bed.) 

PETER.     What  i«  your  name  ? 

WENDY   (well  satisfied).     Wendy    Moira   Angela    Darling. 
What  is  yours  ? 

PETER  (finding  it  lamentably  brief.)     Peter  Pan. 

WENDY.     Is  that  all  ? 

PETER  (biting  )iis  tip).     Yes. 

WENDY  (politely).     1  am  so  sorry  ^ 

PETER.     It  doesn't  matter. 

WENDY.     Where  do  you  live  ?    v 

PETER.     Second  to  the  right  and  then  straight  on  till  morning. 

WENDY.  /  What  a  funny  address  ! 

TEETER.     Mo,  it  isn't. 

WENDY.  *  I  mean,  is  that  what  they  put  on  the  letters  ? 

PETFR.     Don't  get  any  letters. 

WENDY.     But  your  mother  gets  letters  ? 

PETER.     Don't  have  a  mother. 

WENDY.     Peter  ! 

(She  leaps  out  of  bed  to  put  her  arms  round  him,  but  he 
draws  back ',  he  does  not  know  why,  but  he  knows  he  must 
draw  back.) 
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You  mustn't  touch  me. 
Why  ?  * 

PETER.     No  one  must  ever  touch  me. 

WENDY.    .Why? 

PETER.      I  don't  know. 

(He  is  ntver  touched  by  &ny  ofie  in  the  *play.} 

WENDY.     No  wonder  you  were  crying. 

PETER.  1  wasn't  crying.  VJiit  I  can't  get  my  shadow  to 
stick  on 

WEVDY.  It  has  come  off  !  How  awful.  (Looking  at' the 
spot  where  he  had  lam.}  JVter,  you,  have  been  trying  to  sticl^ 
it  on  with  soap  ! 

PETER  (snappily).     Well  then  f? 

WENDY.      It  must  be  sewn,.on. 

PETER.     What  is  *  sewn  '  ?f 

WENDY.     You  are  dreadfully  ignorant. 

PETER^    No,  I  'm  not 

WEN©Y.  I  will  sew  it  on  for  you,  my  little  man.  But  we 
mu9fc  have  more  light.  (She  touchy  something*  and  to  his 

astonishment  the  roo?n  is  illuminated.)     Sit  here.      I  dare  say  it 

•11  i      r     i-  •  i  J 

will  hurt  a  little. 

PETER  (a  recent  remark  of  hers  rankling).  I  ne\{er  cry.  (She 
seems  to  attach  the  shadow.  He  tests  the  combination.)  It  isn't 
quite  itself  yet. 

cWEUDY.  Perhaps  I  should  have  ironed  it  (//  awakes  and 
is  as  gtad  to  be  back  with  him  as  he  to  have  it.  He  and  his  shadow 
dance  together.  He  is  stowing  off  now.  *  He  crows  like  a  cock. 
He  would  fly  in  order  So  impress  Wendy  further  if  he  knew  that 
there  is  anything  unusual  in  jhat.) 

PETER.     Wendy,  look,  look  ;   oh  the  cleverness  of  me  ! 
WENDY.     You  conceit  \   of  course  I  did  nothjng  ! 
PETER.      You  did  a  little. 

WENDY  (wounded):-  A  little  !  If  I  am  no  use  1  can  at  least 
withdraw. 

(With  one  haughty  leap  she  is  again  in  bed  with  tKe  sheet 
oveY  her  face.  Popping  on  to  the  end  of  the  bed  the  artful 
one  appeals.) 

PETER.'  Wendy,  don't  withdraw.  1  can't  help  crowing, 
Wendy,  when  I  'm  pleased  with  myself.  ^Tendy,  one  girl  is 
worth  more  than  twenty  boys. 
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etying  ever  the  sheet).     You  really  think  so,  Petej*  ? 

PETJBR.      Yes,  I  do. 

WENfY.  I  think  it  's  perfectly  sweet  of  yoti,  and  I  shall  get 
yp  again,  \fhey  sit  together  on  thelside  of  the  bed.)  J  shall  give 
you  a  kiss  if  you  like. 

PETER.     Thank  ygu.     (flejiolfa  out  his  hanti.)* 

WENDY  (aghast).     Don't  you  know  what  a  kiss  is  ? 

PETER.  I  shall  know  when  £>u  give  it  me.  (Not  to  hurt 
his  feelings  she  gives  him  her  thimble.)  Now  shall  I  give  you  a 
kiss  ?• 

WENDY  (primly).  If  you  please.  (He  pulls  ah  acorn  button 
off  his  person  and  bestotvs  it*bn  her.  She  is  shpcked  but  considerate.) 
I  will  w<?ir  it  on  this  chain  round  my  neck.  Peter,  how  old 
are  you  ? 

PETER  (blithely).  I  don't  know^  bflt  quite  young,  Wendy. 
I  ran  away  the  day  I  was  born. 

WENDY.     Ran  S.way,  why? 

PETER.  Because  I  heard  father  and  mother  talking  ofcwhat 
I  was  to  be  wh^n  1  became  a  man.  I  want  always  to  be  a  litfcle 
boy  and  to  have  fan  ;  so  I  ran  away  to  Kensington  Gardens 
and  lived  a  long  time  among  the  fairies.  * 

WENDY  (with  greaf  eyes).     You  know  fairies,  Peter  ! 

PETER  (surprised  that  this  should  be  a  recommendation).  Yes, 
but  they  are  nearly  all  dead  now.  (Baldly)  You  see,  Wendy, 
when  the  first  baby  Biughed  for  the  'first  time,  the  laugh  byrok* 
into  a  thousand  pieces  and  they  all  went  slapping  about,  and  that 
was  the  beginning  of  fairies.  And  %now,  when  every  new  baby 
is  born  its  first  laugh  becomes  a  fairjf.  *So  tjicre  ought  to  be  one 
fairy  /c^r  every  boy  or  girl.  % 

WENDY  (breathlessly).     Ought  to  be%?     Isn't  there  ? 

PETER.  Oh  no.  Children  know  such  a  lot  now  Soon 
they  don't  believe  in  fairies,  and  every  time  a  child  says  *  I  don't 
believe  in  fairies  '  therje  is  a  fairy  somewhere  that  falls  down 
dead.  (He  skips  about  heartlessly.) 

WENEr^.     Poor  things  ! 

J?ETER  (to  whom  this  statement  recalls  a  forgotten  frhnd).  I 
can't  think  where  she  has  gone.  Tinker  Bell,  Tink,  where 
are  you  ? 

WENDY  (thrilling)^  Peter,  you  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that 
there  is  a  fairy  in  this  room  ! 
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..PETER  (flitting  about  in  search).     She  came  w*th  ni*\     You 
don't  Irear  anything,  oo  you  ?' 

WENDY.    I  h6ar — the  onlysound  I  hear  is  like  a  tinkle  of  bells. 
PETER.  ,.  That  is  the  fair)  language.     I  hear  it  too. 
WENDY,,     It  seems  to  come  froiji  over  there. 
.  PETER  (wi*h  shameless  glee  j.     jWendj^  I  believe  I  shuc  her  up 
in  that  drawer  ! 

(He  releases  TINK,  who  darts  about  in  a  fury  using  language 
it  is  perhaps  as  well  we  don't  understand.) 
You  needn't  say  that ;  I  'm  very  sorry,  but  how  could  I  know 
you  were  in  the  drawer  ?  „ 

WENDY  (her  eyes  dancing  in  pursuit  of  the  delicious  creature). 
Oh,,  Peter,  if  only  she  would  stand  still  and  let  me  sec  her  ! 
,  PETER  (indifferently).     They  hardly  ever  stand  still. 

(To  show  that  she  can  do  even  this  TINK  pauses  between  two 
ticks  of  the  cuckoo  clock.) 

WEIRDY.     I  see  her,  the  lovely  !  where  is  she  now  ? 
PETER.     She  is  behind  the  clock.     Tink,  this  lady  wishes 
yv/a  were  her  fairy.     (The  answer  c^mes  immediately.) 
WENDY.  f  What  does  she  say  ? 

PETER.  She  is  net  very  polite.  She  says  you  are  a  great 
ugly  girj,,  and  that  she  is  my  fairy.  You  know,  Tink,  you  can't 
be  my  fairy  because  I  am  a  gentleman  and  you  are  a  lady. 

(TINK  replies.) 
-    V;ENDY.     What  did  she  say  ? 

PETER.  She  said  4  You  silly  ass.'  blie  is  quite  a  common 
girl,  you  know.  She,is/  called  Tinker*  Bell  because  she  mends 
the  fairy  pots  and  kettles. 

(They  have  ;  eachefl  a  chair,  WENDY  in  tht  ordinary  way 
and  PETER  through  a  hole  in  the  back.) 
WENDY.     Where  do  you  live  now  ? 
PETER.     With  the  lost  boys. 
WENDY.     Who  are  they  ? 

PETER.  They  are  the  children  who  fall  out  of  their  prams 
when  the  nurse  is  looking  the  other  way.  If  they -are  not 
claimed  in  seven  days  th^y  are  sent  far  away  to  the  Never  Land. 
I  'm  captain. 

WENDY.     What  fun  it  must  be. 

^PETER  (craftily).  Yes,  but  we  are  rather  lonely.  You  see, 
Wendy,  we  have  no  female  companionship. 
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WENJ)/.     'Arc  none  of  the  other  children  girls  ? 

PETER.  Oh  no  ;  girls,  you  'know,  are  much  too  cfever  to 
fall  out  of  their  prams.  • 

WENDY.*  t  Peter,  it  is  perfectly  Rwcly  the  way  yow  talk  about 
girls.  John  there  just  tiesp^ses  us. 

(PETER,  for  the  Jirst  tir^e,  fats  a  good  look  St  JOHN.     He 
then  neatly  tumbles  him  out  of  bed.) 

You  wicked  !  you  are  not  captain  here.  (She  bends  over  her 
brothet  who  is  prone  on  the  floor .}  After  all  he  hasn't  wakened, 
and  *you*meant  to  be  kind.  (Having  now  done  her  duty  she 
forgets  JOHN,  who  blissfully  sleeps  0//..)  Peter,  you  may  give 
me  a  fes. 

YRTER^cytnca/fy).      I  thought  you  would  want  it  back. 
(He  offers  her  the  fhimblc.) 

WENDY  (artfully}.  Oh  dear,  [  <Jidn*t  mean  a  kiss,  Peter.  I 
meant  a  thimble. 

PETER  (only  half  placated}*    What  is  that  ? 

w  ENDY.      It  is  like  this.     (She  leans  forward  to  give  a 
stratioii,  but  something  presents  the  meeting  of  their  faces.) 

PETER  (satisfied}.     Now  shall  1  give  you  a  thimble  ? 

WKNDY.  If  you  jjleasc.  (Before  he  Am  even  draw  near  she 
\crcams.} 

PETER.     What  is  it  ? 

WENDY.       It  was  exactly  as  if  some  one  were  pulling  my  hair  ! 

PETER.  That  must  tiave  been  Tink.%  I  never  knew  Irer  sS 
laughty  before. 

(TINK  speaks.     She  is  in  the  jug  ffgain.) 

WENDY.     What  does  she  say  ? 

PEiTAR.  Site  says  she  will  do  that  .every  time  I  give  you  a 
thimble. 

WENDY.     UuJ  why  ? 

PETER  (equally  nonplussed}.  Why,  Tink  ?  (He  has  to 
translate  the  answer.}  -She  said  '  You  silly  <iss  '  again. 

WENDY.  She  is  very  impertinent.  (They  are  sitting  on' the 
floor  now.)  Peter,  why  did  you  come  to  our  nursery  window  ? 

PETER.    To  try  to  hear  stories.   Noire  of%us  knows  any  stories. 

WENDY.     How  perfectly  awful  ! 

PETER.  Do  you  know  why  swallows  build  in  the  eaves  of 
houses  ?  It  is  to  listen  to  the  stories.  Wendy,  your  mother 
was  telling  you  such  a  lovely  story. 
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IVENDY.     Which  story  was  it  ? 

PETE*.  About  the  prince,  and  he  couldn't  find  the  lady 
who  wore  the  glass  slipper.  j 

WENDY.  That  was  Cinderella.  Peter,  he  found  her  and 
they  were  happy  ever  after. 

•PETER.  1  <am  glad.  (TLy  hope  worked  their  way  along  the 
floor  close  to  each  other  y  but  he  now  jump  i  up.) 

WENDY.     Where  are  you  &>ing  ? 

PETER  (already  on  his  way  to  the  window).  To  tell  th  j  other 
boys.>  ' 

WENDY.  Don't  go.  Peter.  I  know  lots  of  stories.  The 
stories  I  could  tell  teethe  boys  ! 

PETER  (gleaming).     Come  on  !     We  '11  fly. 

.WENDY.     Fly  ?     You  can  fly  ! 

(How  he  would  like  tp  rip  those  stories  out  of  her ;  he  is 
dangerous  now.] 

PETiiju     Wendy,  come  with  nle. 

WENDY.  Oh  dear,  I  mustn't.  Think  of  mother.  Be- 
sides, I  can't  fly. 

PETER.     I  '11  teach  you. 

WENDY.     How  \<s\  ely  to  fly  ! 

PETE^.  I  '11  teach  you  how  to  jump  on  the  wind's  back  and 
then  away  we  go.  Wendy,  when  you  are  sleeping  in  your  silly 
bed  you  might  be  flying  about  with  me,  saying  funny  things  to 
.he  'jtars.  There  are  mermaids,  Wend/,  with  long  tails.  (She 
just  succeeds  in  remaining  on  the  nursery  floor.)  Wendy,  how  we 
should  all  respect  you* 

(At  this  she  strikes  her  colours.) 

WENDY.  Of  course, it's  awfully  fas-cin-a-iing  !  „ Would" 
you  teach  John  and  Michael  to  fly  too  ? 

p F'I  ER  (indifferently).     If  you  like. 

WENDY  (playing  rum-turn  on  JOHN).  John,  wake  up  ;  there 
is  a  boy  here  who  is  to  teach  us  to  fly. 

JOHN.  Is  there  ?  Then  I  shall  get  up.  (He  raises  his  head 
from  the  floor.)  Hullo,  I  am  up  ! 

WENDY.  Michael,  .open  your  eyes.  This  boy  is  to  teach 
us  to  fly. 

(The  sleepers  are  at  once  as  awake  as  their  father's 
razor  ;  but  before  a  question  can  ht  asked  NANA'S  bark  is 
heard.) 
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JOHN.*    O\it  with  the  light,  quick,  hide  . 

(IVhen  the  maid  LIZA,  who  isjo  small  that  when  she9 says  she 
*will  never  see  ten  again  one  can  scarcely  believe  her,  enters 
with  a  firm  hand  on  the  troubled  NANA'S  chain  the  room  is  in 
comparative  darKness^ 

LizA.  There,  you,  suspicious  Brute,  they  are^perfectly  safe, 
aren't  they  ?  Every  one  of  the  little  angels  sound  asleep  in  bed. 
Listen  to  their  gentle  breathing^  (NANA'S  sense  of  smell^  here 
helps  u  her  undoing  instead  of  hindering  it.  She  knows  that  they 
are  in  the  room.  MICHAEL,  who  is  behind  the  curtain  window,  is 
50  encouraged  by  LIZA'S  last  remark  that  he  breathes  too  loudly, 
NANA  itnows^  that  Jtind  of  breathing  and  tries  to  break  from  her 
keeper's  control.)  No  more  of  it,  Nana.  (Wagging  a  Jinger  at 
her)  I  warn  you  if  you  bark  again  1  shall  go  straight  for  master 
and  missus  and  bring  them  home  frpm  the  party,  and  then  won't 
master  whip  you  just  !  Come  along,  you  naughty  dog. 

(The  unhappy  NANA  is  led  away*.     The  children  emerge 
exulting  from  their  various  hiding-places.     In  theif  brief 
absence  j^om  the  scent?  strange  things  have  been  done  to  thrift ; 
but  it  is  not  Jor  us  to  reveal  a  mysterious  s&ref  of  t)]f  stage. 
They  look  just  {he  same.) 
JOHN.     I  s^y,  can  you  really  fly  ? 
PETER.      Look  !     (He  is  now  over  their  heads.) 
WENDY.     Oh,  how  sweet  ! 
PETER.      I  'm  sweet,*oh,  I  am  sweet  \ 

(It  looks  so  easy  that  they  try  it  first  from  the  floor  and  then 
fro?n  their  beds,  vtithout  encouraging  results.) 
JOHN  (rubbing  his  knees).      How  do  you  do  it  ? 
PETER    (discending).     You    just    Jthink1  lovely     wonderful 
thoughts  and  they  ftft  you  up  in  the  air.     (He  is  off  again.) 

JOH  N.  You  fire  so  nS^ppy  at  i t ;  couldn't  you  do  it  very  slowly 
once/  (PETER  does  it  slowly.)  I  Ve  got  it  now,  Wendy.  (He 
tries  ;  no,  he  ftas  not  got  it,  poor  stay-at-home;  though  he  knows •  the 
names  of  all  the  counties  in  England  and  PETER  does  not  know  one.) 
PETER.  I  must  blow  the  fairy  dust  on  you  first.  (Fortun- 
ately his  garments  are  smeared  with  it  andfte  blows  some  dust  on 
each.}  Now,  try ;  try  from  the  bed.  Just  wriggle  your 
shoulders  this  way,  and  then  let  go. 

(The  gallant  MICHAEL  is  the  first  to  let  go,  and  is  borne 
across  the  room.) 
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MICHAEL  (with  a  yell  that  should  have  disturued  LIIA).     1 
flawed  ;i 

(JOHN  lets  go,  and  meets  WENDY  near  the  bathror  n  door 
though  they  had  both  aftnedin  an  opposite  dir&tlon.) 

WENDY.  *   Oh,  lovely  ! 

JOHN  (tending  to  be  upside  down).     How  ripping  ! 

MICHAEL  (playing  whack  on  a  chair).     I  do  like  it  ! 

THE  THREE.     Look  at  me,  took  at  me,  look  at  me  ! 

(They  are  not  nearly  so  elegant  in  the  air  as  PETER,  //.//  their 
heads  have  bumped  the  ceiling,  and  there  is  notning  more 
delicious  than  that,} 

JOHN  (who  can  etien  go  backwards).     1  say,  why  shouldn't 
we  go  out  ? 

•PETER.     There  arc  piratos. 

JOHN.     Pirates  !     (He  g^abs  his  tall  Sunday  hat.)     Let  ut> 
go  at  once  ! 

(CTINK  does  not  like  it.  She  darts  at  their  hair.  From 
'  down  below  in  the  street  the  lighted  window  must  present 
an  unwonted  spectacle  ;  the  shadows  of  children  revolving 
in  the  room  like  a  merry-go-round.  Tnis  is  perhaps  what 
MR.  and  MRS.  DARLING  see  as  they  come  hurrying  home  from 
th*  party,  brought  by  NANA  who,  you  may  be  sure,  has 
broken  her  chain.  PETER'S  accomplice,  the  little  star,  has 
seen  them  coming,  and  again  the  window  blows  open.) 

PtTER  (as  if  he  had  heard  the  star  whisper  '  Cave ').     Now 
come  ! 

(Breaking  the  circle  he  flies  out  of  the  window  over  the  trees 
of  the  square  t:nd  over  the  house-tops,  and  the  others  follow 
like  a  flight J  of  birds.  The  broken-hearted  father  and 
mother  arrive  just  in  time  to  get  a  nip  f rim  TINK  as  she  too 
sets  out  for  the  Never  Land.) 


AGT   II 
THE  NEV*R  LAND 

WHEN  tHe  blind  goes  up  all  is  so  dark  that  you  scarcely  know  it 
has  gone  up.  This  is  because  if  you  were  to  see  the  island  bang 
(as  Pc'rer  W(juld  s^y)  the  wonder  of  it  might  hurt  your  eyes.  If 
you  all  came  in  spectacles  perhaps  you  could  see  it  bang,  but  to 
make  a  rule  of  that  kindVould  be  a  pity. '  The  first  thing  seen 
is  merely  some  whitish  dots  trudging  along  the  sward,  and  you 
can  guess  from  their  tinkling  that  they  are  probably  fairies  of  the 
commoner  sort  going  home  afoot  from  some  party  and  Jiaving  a 
cheery  tiff  by  the  way.  Then  Peter's  star  wakes  up,  anc^in  tfoe 
blink  of  it,  wN'ch  is  much  stronger  than  in  our  stars,  you  vSin 
make  out  masses  of  trees,  and  you  think  you  see  wild  bcajts  steal- 
ing past  to  drink,  thpugh  what  you  see  fs  not  the  beasts  them- 
selves but  only  the  shadows  of  them.  They  are  ijeally  out 
pictorially  to  greet  Peter  in  the  way  they  think  he  would  like 
them  to  greet  him  ;  and  for  the  same  reason  the  mermaids 
basking  in  the  lagoon  beyond  the  trees  are  carefully  combii^ 
their  hair  ;  and  for  the  same  reason  the  pirates  are  landing  in- 
visibly from  the  longboat,  invisibly  to  ypu  but  not  to  the  redskins, 
whom  none  can  see  or  hear  because  they  ere  on  the  war-path. 
The  v,  hole  island,  in  short,  which  ha?  been  having  a  slack  time 
in  Peter's  absence,' is  now  in  a  ferment  because  the  tidings  has 
leaked  out  that  l\e  is  on  I/is  way  back  ;  and  everybody  and  every- 
thing know  that  they  will  catch  it  from  him  if  they  don't  give 
satisfaction.  'While  you  have  been  told  this  the  sun  (another  of 
his  servants)  has  been  bestirring  himself.  Those  of  you  who 
may  have  thought  it  wiser  after  all  to  begin  this  Act  in  spectacles 
may  now  take  them  off.  • 

What  you  sec  is  the  Never  Land.  You  have  often  half  seen 
it  before,  or  even  three-quarters,  after  the  night-lights  were  lit, 
and  you  might  then  have  beached  your  coracle  on  it  if  you  had 
not  always  at  the  great  moment  fallen  asleep.  I  dare  say  y<ju 
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have  chucked  things  on  to  it,  the  things  you  can  t  fimtin  the 
morning.  In  the  daytime  you  think  the  Never  Land  is  only 
make-believe,  and  so  it  is  to  the  likes  6f  you,  but  this  is  the/Never 
Land  come  true.  It  is  an  opeii-air  scene,  a  forest,  \*rlth  a  beauti- 
ful lagoon  bsyond  but  not  really  far  s  wa/,  for  the  Never  Land  is 
very  compact^  not  large  and  spi/awly  ^wich  tedious  distances 
between  one  adventure  and  another,  but  nicely  crammed.  It  is 
summer  time  on  the  trees  and  on  the  lagoon  but  winter  on  the 
river,  which  is  not  remarkable  on  Peter's  island  where  &11  the 
four  seasons  may  pass  while  you  arc  filling  a  jug  at  the  well. 
Peter's  home  is  at  this  very  spot,  but  you  could  not  point  out  the 
way  into  it  even  if  yoti  were  tolc|.  which  is  the  entrance,  not  even 
if  yoir  were  told  that  there  are  seven  of  them.  You  kfiow  now 
because  you, have  just  seen  one  of  the  lost  boys  emerge.  The 
holes  in  these  seven  great  ho^ow  trees  ?re  the  6  doors  '  down  to 
Peter's  home,  and  he  made  seven  because,  despite  his  cleverness, 
he  thought  seven  boys  inust  need  seven  doors. 

.  Thu  boy  who  has  emerged  from  his  tree  is  Slightly,  who  has 
perhaps  been  driven  from  the  abode  Delow  by  CjJImpanions  less 
musicaL.  thaii  himself  Quite  possibly  a  genius,  Slightly  has 
with  him  his  home-mate  whistle  to  which  he  capers  entrancingly, 
with  no  pudience  save  a  Never  ostrich  which  is^.also  musically 
inclined.  Unable  to  imitate  Slightly's  graces  the  bird  falls  so 
low  as  to  burlesque  them  and  is  driven  from  the  entertainment. 
Other  lost  boys  climb  up  the  trunks  or  tfrop  from  branches,  and 
now  we  see  the  six  of  them,  all  in  the  skins  of  animals  they  think 
they  have  shot,  and  so  round  and  furry  In  them  that  if  they  fall 
they  roll.  Tootles  rs  not  the  least  brave  though  the  most  un- 
fortunate of  this  gal  tint  b^nd.  He  has  been  in  fewer  ad  ventures 
than  any  of  them  because  the  big  things  constantly  happen  while 
he  has  stepped  round  the  corner  ;  he  will  go  off,  for  instance,  in 
some  quiet  hour  to  gather  firewood,  and  then  when  he  returns 
the  others  will  be  sweeping  up  the  blood.  Instead  of  souring  his 
nature  this  has  sweetened  it  and  he  is  the  humblest  of  the  band. 
Nibs  is  more  gay  and  debonair,  Slightly  more  conceited. 
Slightly  thinks  he  remembers  the  days  before  he  was  lost,  with 
their  manners  and  customs.  Curly  is  a  pickle,  and  so  often  has 
he  had  to  deliver  up  his  person  when  Peter  said  sternly,  *  Stand 
forth  the  one  who  did  this  thing,'  that  MOW  he  stands  forth 
whether  he  has  done  it  or  not.  The  other  two  are  First  Twin 
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and  Second  1  win,  who  cannot  be  described  because  we'sho;ild 
probably  be  describing  the  wrong  one.  Hunkering  bn  the 
grounc  or  peeping  out  of  their  holes,  the  six  are  not  unlike  village 
gossips  gathered  round  the  pump.  » 

TOOTLES.      Has  Peter  com*  bai!k  yet.  Slightly 

SLIGHTLY  (with  a  solemnity  that  he  thinks  suits  the  occasion). 
No,  Tootles,  no. 

(They  are  like  dogs  waiting  for  the  master  to  tell  them  that 
the  day  has  begun.} 

CURLY  (as  if  Peter  might  be  listening).  I  do  wish  he  would 
come  Kack. 

TOOTLES.  I  am  always  afraid  of  the  pirates  when  Putcr  is 
not  here  to  protect  us. 

SLIGHTLY.  I  am  not  afraid  of  pirates.  Nothing  frightens 
me.  But  I  do  wish  Peter  would  come  back  and  tell  us  whethrr 
he  has  heard  anything  more  about  Cinderella. 

SECOND  TWIN  (with  diffidence}.  Slightly,  I  dreamt  las;  night 
that  the  primx  found  Cinderella. 

FIRST  TWIN  (who  is  intellectually  the  superior  of  the  two}. 
Twin,  I  think  you  should  not  have  dreamt  that,  for  I  didn't,  and 
Peter  may  say  we  oughtn't  to  dream  differently,  bcirjg  twins, 
you  know. 

TOOTLES.      I  am  awfully  anxious  about  Cinderella.      You 
see,  not  knowing  anything  about  my  own  mother  I  am  fond  i  f 
thinking  that  she  was  rather  like  Cinderella. 
(This  is  received  uith  derision.} 

NIBS.  All  I  remember  about  my  mother  is  that  she  often  said 
to  father,  *  Oil,  how  I  wish  I  had  a  cheque  look  of  my  own.'  I 
don't  know  what  *  cheque  book  is,  but  I  should  just  love  to 
give  my  mother  one. 

SLIGHTLY  (as  usual}.  My  mother  was  fonder  of  me  than 
your  mothers  were  of  you.  (Uproar.}  Oh  yes,  she  was. 
Peter  had  to  make  up  names  for  you,  but  my  mother  had  wrote 
my  name  on  the  pinafore  I  was  lost  in.  '  Slightly  Soiled  '  ; 
that 's  my  name. 

(They  fall  upon  him  pugnaciously  ;  not  that  they  are  really 
worrying  about  their  mothers,  who  are  now  as  important  to 
them  as  a  pie~e  of  string,  but  because  any  excuse  is  good 
enough  for  a  shindy.  Not  for  long  is  he  belaboured,  for  a 
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found  is  heard  that  sends  them  scurrying  doifln  thiif  holes  ; 
Hi  a  second  oj  tirt^e  the  scene  is  bereft  of  human  life.  fPhat 
they  have  Rear d  from  near-by  h  a  verse  of  the  dreadful  song 
with  which  on  the  Never  Land  the  pirates  stealthily  trumpet 
their  ^approach — 

Yo  ho,  yo  lio,  f he  piwfte  life. 
The  flag  of  fskull  and  bones, 
A  merry  hoftr,  a  hempen  rope, 
And  hey  for  Davy  Junes  ! 

The  pirates  appear 9 upon  the  frozen  river  dragging  a  raft, 
on  which  reclines  among  cushions  that  'dark  and  fearful  ma*n^ 
CAPTAIN  JAS  HOOK,  ji  more  villainous-looking*  brother- 
hood of  men  nev'er  hungjn  a  row  fin  Execution  dock.  Here, 
his  great  arms  bare9,  pieces  of  eight  in  his  ears  as  ornaments^ 
is  the  handsome  CECCO,  who  cut  his  name  on  the  back  of  the 
governor  of  the  prison  at  Gab.  Heavier  in  the  pull  is  the 
gigantic  black  who  has  had  many  names  since  the  first  one 
terrified  dusky  children  on  the*  banks  of  flie  Guidjo-mo. 
BILL  jUKfS  comes  next)  every  inch  of  hir/l  tattooed,  the  sa?ne 
JUKES  'who  got  s*v  dozen  on  the  Walrus  from  Flint.  Fol- 
lovjing  these  are  COOKSON,  said  to  be  BLACK  MURPHY'S 
brother  (but  this  was  never  proved)  ;  and  GENTLEMAN 
STARKEY,  once  an  usher  in  a  school ;  and  SKYLIGHTS 
(Morgan's  Skylights)' ;  and  NOO&L^R,  whose  hands  are 
fixed  on  backwards  ;  and  the  spectacle  f!  boatswain^  SMEE, 
the  only  Nonconformist' in  HOOK'S  *rew  ;  and  other  ruffians 
long  known  and  feared  on  the  Spanish  main. 

Cruelest  jewel  in  that  dark  setting  is  HOOK  hiwself, 
cadaverous  and  blackavised,  his  hair  drwsed  in  long  CM  Is 
which  look  like  black  candles  about  io  melt,  his  eyes  blue  as  the 
forget-me-not  and  of  a  profound  insensibility,  save  ivhen  he 
claws,  at  which  time  a  red  spot  appears  in  them.  He  has  an 
iron  hook  instead  of  a  right  hand,  and  it  is  with  this  he  claws. 
He  is  never  more  sinister  than  when  he  is  most  polite^  \md  the 
elegance  of  his  dicfion,  the  distinction  of  his  demeanour, 
show  him  one  of  a  different  class  from  his  crew,  a  solitary 
among  uncultured  companions.  This  courtliness  impresses 
even  his  victims  on  the  high  seas,  wh^  note  that  he  always 
says  '  Sorry  '  when  prodding  them  along  the  plank,  ji  man 
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of  indomitable  courage,  the  only  thitg  a\  which  he  flinches  is 
the  sight  of  his  own  blood,  w^ich  is  thick  and  of  an  unusual 
\olour.  At  his  public  schooLthey  said  of  him  that  he  c  bled 
yelloift?  In  dress  9he  apes  the  dandiacal  associated  with 
Charles  //.,  haviftg  hiard  it  said  in  an  farlier  period  of  his 
career  that  he*  hofe  a  Grange  resemblance  }o  the  ill-fated 
Stuarts.  A  holder  of  his  own  contrivance  is  in  his  mouth 
enabling  him  to  smoke  two  Agars  at  once.  Those  y  hovtever^ 
\vho  have  seen  hirq.  in  the  flesh,  which  is  an  inadequate  term 
for  his  earthly  tenement,  agree  that  the  grimmest  fort  of 
him  is  his  iron  flaw. 

rhcy  continue  their  distwtcful  singfag  as  they  disembark — 

A  vast,*  belay,  yo  ho,  huave  to, 
A-pirating  we  go, 
And  if  we  're  parted  by  a  shot 
•We  're  sui*c  to  meet  below  ! 

NIBS,  the  only  one  of  the  boys  who  has  not  sought  safety  in 
his  treefis  seen  for  a  kioment  near  the  lagoon,  //WSTARKE^'S 
pistol  is  at  once  upraised.  The  captain  ttvijjfs  his*hook  in 
him.) 

STARKEY  (abject).      Captain,  let  go  ! 

HOOK.     Put  back  that  pistol,  first. 

STARKEY.  'Twaj  one  of  those  boys  you  hate  ;  I  could  have 
shot  him  dead. 

HOOK.  Ay,  and  the  sound  would  have  brought  Tiger  Lily's 
redskins  on  us.  Do  yoft  want  to  ljse§your  scalp  ? 

SMEE  (wriggling  his  cutlass  pleasantly).  That  is  true.  Shall 
I  after  him,  Captain,  and  tickle  him  ^ith  Johnny  Corkscrew  ? 
Johnny  is  a  silenf  fellow. 

HOOK.  Not  iiow.  He  is  only  one,  and  I  want  to  mischief 
all  tlje  seven.  Scatter  and  look  for  them.  (The  boatswain 
whistles  his  instructions^  and  the  men  disperse  on  their  frightful 
errand.  With  none  to  hear  save  SMEE,  HOOK  becomes  confidential.) 
Most  of  all  I  want  their  captain,  Peter  Pan.  'Twas  h§  cut  off 
my  arm.  I  have  waited  long  to  shake,  his  hand  with  this. 
(Luxuriating]  Oh,  I  '11  tear  him  ! 

SMEE  (ahvays  ready  for  a  chat).  Yet  I  have  oft  heard  you 
say  your  hook  was  wfcrth  a  score  of  hands,  for  combing  the  hair 
and  other  homely  uses. 
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Hook.  If  I  w^s  a  mother  I  would  pray  to  hav*e  mjPfhildren 
born  vJ'ith  this  instead  of  {hat  (his  left  arm  creeps  nervously 
behind  him.  He  has  a  galling  remembrance}.  Smee,  Pa«  flung 
my  arm  to  ti  crocodile  that  happened  Jo  be  passingly. 

SMEE.     I  have  flften  noticed  youf  strange  dread  of  crocodiles. 

HOOK  (pettishly}.  Not  of  fcrocc-diles  byt»of  that  one  crocodile. 
(He  lays  bare  a  lacerated  heart.)  The  brute  liked  my  arm  so 
mucfc,  Smee,  that  he  has  follovied  me  ever  since,  from  sea  to  sea, 
and  from  land  to  land,  licking  his  lips  for  the  rest  of  me. 

SM%£E  (looking  for  the  bright  side).  In  a  way  it  is'  a  soVt  of 
compliment. 

HOOK  (with  dignitf).  1  wai^t  no  such  complimepts  ;  i  want 
Peter  Pan,  who  first  gave  the  brute  his  taste  for  me.  Since,  that 
crocodile  wcjuld  have 'had  me  before  now,  but  by  a  lucky  chance 
he  swallowed  a  clock,  and  it  goes  tick,  tick,  tick,  tick  inside  him  ; 
and  so  before  he  can  reach  me  I  hear  the  tick  and  bolt.  (He 
emits  a*  hollow  rumble9.)  Once  1  heard  it  strike  six  within 
him. 

"SMEE  (sombrely).  Some  day  the  tlock  will  tin  down,  and 
then  he;  '11  get  you. 

HOOK  (a  broken  mat).  Ay,  that  is  th^  fear  that  haunts  me. 
(He  rise^,)  Smee,  this  seat  is  hot  ;  odds,  bobj,  hammer  and 
tongs,  I  am  burning. 

(He  has  been  sitting^  he  thinks ,  on  one  of  the  island  mush- 
rooms y  which  aret  of  enormous  si£e.  But  this  is  a  hand- 
painted  one  placed  here  in  times  of  danger  to  conceal  a 
chimney.  They  remove  it,  an<t  tell-tale  smoke  issues ; 
also,  alas,  thewund  oj  children's  voices.) 

SMEE.     A  chimiley  ! 

HOOK  (avidly).  Listen  !  Smee,  'tis  pfcuti  they  live  here, 
beneath  the  ground.  (He  replaces  the  mushroom.  His  brain 
works  tortuously.) 

SJVIEE  (hopefully).     Unrip  your  plan,  Captain. 

HOOK.  To  return  to  the  boat  and  cook  a  large  rich  cake  of 
jolly  thickness  with  sugar  on  it,  green  sugar.  There  ckfi  be  hut 
one  room  below,  for  fherte  is  but  one  chimney.  The  silly  moles 
had  not  the  sense  to  see  that  they  did  not  need  a  door  apiece. 
We  must  leave  the  cake  on  the  shore  of  the  mermaids'  lagoon. 
These  boys  are  always  swimming  about  there,  trying  to  catch 
tfce  mermaids.  They  will  find  the  cake  and  gobble  it  up, 
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because^  having  no  mother,  they  don't  know  Jiow  dangei'ous  'tis 
to  eat  rich  damp  cake.     They  will  die  ! 

SME*  (fascinated).     It  isr  the  wjckedest,  prettiest  policy  ever 
I  heard  of. 

HOOK  (meaning  well)'*    SJiake  hands  on  't 
SMEJE.     No,  Captaijjj  no. 

(He  has  tf  link  with  the  hook,  but  he  does  not  join  in  the 
song.) 

IIQOK  i    Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  when  I  say  '  paw, 
By  fear  they  're  overtook, 
Naught '«  left,  vfjpon  your  Bones  when  you 
Have  shaken  hands  tvith  Hook  ! 

(Frightened  by  a  tug  at  his  Jiand,  SMEE  is  joining  in  {he 
chorus  when  another  sound  stjlls'them  both.  It  is  a  tick^ 
tick  as  of  a  clock,  whose  significance  HOOK  is,  naturally,  the 
first  to  recognise.  '  The  crocodile  ?  '  he  cries,  an$  totters 
from  the  scene.  SMEE  follows.  A  huge  crocodile,  vf  oye 
thought  impact,  pastes  across,  ticking,  and  oozes  after  them. 
The  wood  isnoiv  so  silent  that  you  may  be  •sure  it  is  full  of 
redskins.  TIGER  LILY  comes  first.  •  She  is  tfie  belle  of  the 
Piccaninny  tribe,  whose  braves  would  all  have  he%  to  wife, 
but  she  wards  them  off  with  a  hatchet.  She  puts  her 
ear  to  the  ground  and  listens^  then  beckons^  and  GREAT  BIG 
LITTLE  PANTHER*  and  the  tribe  are  around  her,  carpeting 
the  ground.  Far  away  some  one  treads  on  a  dry  leaf.) 

TIGER  LILY.     Pirates*!     (They  Jo  nqt  draw  their  knives  ;  the 
knives  slip  into  their  hands.)     Have  urn  scalps  ?     What  you  say  ? 

PANTHER.  *  Scalp  urn,  oho,  velly  qyick.  • 

THE  BRAVES  (/»  wroboration).     Ugh,  ugh,  wah. 

(A  fire  is  /ft  and  they  dance  round  and  over  it  till  they  seem 
part  of  the  leaping  flames.  TIGER  LILY  invokes  Manitou  ; 
the  pipf  of  peace  is  broken  ;  and  they  crawl  off  like  a  long 
snake  that  has  not  fed  for  many  moons.  TOOTLES  peers 
Ajter  the  tail  and  summons  the  other  boys^  who  issue  from 
their  holes.) 

TOOTLES.     They  are  gone. 

SLIGHTLY  (almost  losing  confidence  in  himself).     I  do  wish 
Peter  was  here. 

FIRST  TWIN.     H'sh  !     What  is  that  ?     (He  is  gazing  at  the 
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lagoon  and  shrinks  lack )     It  is  wolves,  and  they  arc*  chasini 
Nibs  !  ' 

(The  baying  wolves  are  iipon  them  quicker  than  any  toy  can 
scuttle  down  his  tree.) 

NIBS  (falttng  anting  his  comrades).  *   Save  me,  save  me  ! 

TOOTLES.     What  should  we  doi  ? 

SECOND  TWIN.     What  would  Peter  do  ? 

SLIGHTLY.  Peter  would  loo>k  at  them  through  his  legs  $  let 
us  do  what  Peter  would  do. 

(The  boys  advance  backwards,  looking  between  ttfeir  legs  at 
the  snarling  red-eyed  enemy  >  who  trot  away  foiled.) 

FIRST  TWIN  (swaggering).  We  have  saveti  you,.Nibsr  Did 
you  see  the  pirates  ? 

NIBS  (sittifig  up,  and  agreeably  aware  that  the  centre  of  interest 
is  now  to  pass  to  him).  N<^  but  I  saw  a  wonderfuller  thing, 
Twin.  (All  mouths  open  for  the  information  to  be  dropped  into 
them.}  High  over  the  lagoon  I  saw  the  loveliest  great  white 
bird.  It  is  flying  this  way.  (They  search  the  firmament.) 

TOOTLES.     What  kind  of  a  bird,  tto  you  think  ? 

NIBS  (awed).  I  don't  know  ;  but  it  looked  so  weary,  and  as 
it  flies  it  moans  *  Poor  Wendy.' 

SLIGHTLY  (instantly).  I  remember  now  there^re  birds  called 
Wendies. 

FIRST  TWIN  (who  has  flown  to  a  high  branch).  See,  it  comes, 
the  Wendy  !  (They  all  see  it  now.)  'How  white  it  is  !  (A 
dot  of  light  is  pursuing  the  bird  malignantly.) 

TOOTLES.  That  is  Tyiker  Bell.  'Fink  is  trying  to  hurt  the* 
Wendy.  (He  makes,  a  cup  of  his  hands  and  calls)  Hullo,  Tink  ! 
(A  response  comes  down  in  the  fairy  language.)  She  says  Peter 
wants  us  to  shoot  the  Wendy. 

NIBS.     Let  us  do  what  Peter  wishes. 

SLIGHTLY.     Ay,  shoot  it ;   quick,  bows  and  arrows. 

TOOTLES  (first  with  his  bow).  Out  of  the  way,  Tink  ;  I  '11 
shoot  it.  (His  bolt  goes  home,  and  WENDY,  who  has  been  fluttering 
among  the  tree-tops  in  her  white  nightgown ,  falls  straight^  eorth. 
No  one  could  be  morq  pnoud  than  TOOTLES.)  I  have  shot^the 
Wendjr  ;  Peter  will  be  so  pleased.  (From  some  tree  on  which 
TINK  is  roosting  comes  the  tinkle  we  can  now  translate,  '  You  silly 
ass?  TOOTLES  falters.)  Why  do  you  say  that  ?  (The  others 
fal  that  he  may  have  blundered,  and  draw  away  from  TOOTLES.) 
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SLIGHTLY  (examining  the  fallen  one  mqre  qninutely).  This  is 
no  bird  ;  I  think  it  must  be  a  lady, 

NiflS  (who  would  have  preferred  it  to  be  a  bird}.  And  Tootles 
has  killed  Mr. 

CURLY.  Now  I  see,0  Peter  was  bringingther  to»us.  (They 
wonder  for  what  objftt*\  ' 

SECOND  TWIN.  To  take  care  of  us  ?  (Undoubtedly  for  some 
diverting  purpose.} 

OMI?ES  (though  every  one  of  them  had  wanted  to  have  a  shot  at 
her):  O'h,  Tootles! 

f  TOOTLES  (gulping)^  I^did  it.  When  ladies  used  to  come  to 
me  in  dreams  I  said  *  Pretty  mother,'  but  Ivhen  she  really  came 
I  shot  fcter  !  (He  perceives  the  necessity  of  a  solitary  life  for 
him.)  Friends,  good-bye. 

SEVERAL  (tiot  very  enthusiastic}.  *  Don't  go. 

POOTLES.      I  njust  ;    I  am  so  afraid  of  Peter. 

(He  has  gone  but  a  step  toward  oblivion  when  he  in  stopped 
by  a  cr -owing  as  of  some  victorious  cock.) 

OMNES.     Ptier  ! 

(They  make  a  paling  of  themselves  in  front  of  WJ^DY  as 
PETER  skims  round  the  tree-tops  arttt  reaches  earth.) 

PETER.  Gijeeting,  boys  !  (Their  silence  chafes  hint)  I  am 
back  ;  why  do  you  not  cheer  ?  Great  news,  boys,  I  have 
brought  at  last  a  mother  for  us  all. 

SLIGHTLY  (vaguely).  *  Ay,  ay. 

PETER.     She  flew  this  way  ;   have  you  not  seen  her  ? 

SECOND  TWIN  (as  P^TER  evidently  thinks  her  important). 
Oh  mournful  day  ! 

TITLES  (making  a  break  in  the  paling).  '  Peter,  I  will  show 
her  to  you. 

THE  OTHERS  (Closing  the  gap).     No,  no. 

TOPTLES  (majestically).     Stand  back  all,  and  let  Peter  see. 
(The  piling  dissolves,  and  PETER  sees  WENDY  prone  onjhe 
ground.) 

P*TKR.  Wendy,  with  an  arrow  in  her  heart  !  (He  plucks  it 
out.)  Wendy  is  dead.  (He  is  not  so  much,  pained  as  puxzled.) 

CURLY.     I  thought  it  was  only  flowers  that  die. 

PETER.  Perhaps  she  is  frightened  at  being  dead  ?  (None  of 
them  can  say  as  to  tha&)  Whose  arrow  ?  ( Not  one  of  them  looks 
at  TOOTLES.) 
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TOOTLES.     MiiTc,  I?eter. 

PETER  (raising  it  as  a  dagger).     Oh  dastard  hand  ! 
TOOTLES  (kneeling  and  baring  his  breast).     Strike,  *f  eter  ; 
strike  true.' 

PETER  (undergoing  a  singular  ex±  erhnce).  I  cannot  strike  ; 
there  is  something  stays  my  handi- 

(In  fact  WENDY'S  arm  has  risen.) 

Niffls.  'Tis  she,  the  Wendy  \ady.     See,  her  arm.     (To  help  a 
friend)  I  think  she  said  6  Poor  Tootles.' 
PE!TER  (investigating).     She  lives  ! 
SLIGHTLY  (authoritatively).     Tho  Wer\dy  lady  lives. 

(The  delightful  feeling  that  they  have  been  cleverer  than  they 
thought  comes  over  them  and  they  applaud  themselves.) 
*PETER  (folding  up  a  button  that  is  attached  to  her  chain).     See, 
the  arrow  struck  against  this.     It  is  3  kiss  I  gave  her  ;    it  has 
saved  her  life. 

SLIGHTLY.  I  remember  kisses  ;  let  me  see  it.  (He  takes  it 
in  his*  hand.)  Ay,  that  is  a  kiss. 

PETER.  Wendy,  get  better  quickly  and  I  'IKcake  you  to  see 
the  mermaids.  *  She  is  awfully  anxious  to  see  a  mermaid. 

(TINKER  BELL,  "who  may  have  been  off  visiting  her  relations^ 
returns  to  the  wood  and,  under  the  impression  that  WENDY 
has  been  got  rid  ofy  is  whist/ing  as  gaily  as  a  canary.  She 
is  not  wholly  heartiest,  but  is  so  small  that  she  has  only  room 
for  one  feeling  at  a  time.) 

CURLY.  Listen  to  Tiijk  rejoicing  because  she  thinks  the 
Wendy  is  dead  !  (RegarjI/ess  of  spoiling  another^  pleasure) 
Tink,  the  Wendy  lives. 

(TINK  gives  expression  to  fury.) 

SECOND  TWIN  (tell-tale).  It  was  she  Who  said  that  you 
wanted  us  to  shoot  the  Wendy. 

PETER.     She  said  that  ?     Then  listen,  Tink,  I  am  your 
frirnd  no  more.     (There  is  a  note  of  acerbity  in  TINK'S  reply  ;  it 
may  mean  €  Who  wants  you  ?  ')     Begone  from  me  for  ever. 
(Now  it  is  a  very  wet  tinkle.} 
CURLY.     She  is  oryirrg. 
TOQTLES.     She  says  she  is  your  fairy. 

PETER  (who  knows  they  are  not  worth  worrying  about).  Oh 
well,  not  for  ever,  but  for  a  whole  week.  - 

(TINK  goes  off  sulking,  no  doubt  with  the  intention  of  giving 
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Of  I  her  friends  an  entirely  false  impression  of  WENDY'S 
appearance.) 

No  v  what  shall  we  do  with  We'ndy  ? 
CURLY.     jLet  us  carry  her  dowil  into  the  house. 
SLIGHTLY.     Ay,  tha£tis  yhat  one  does  withjadies. 
PETER.     No,  you  must  rjot  touch  her1;    itt  wouldn't  be 
sufficiently  respectful. 

SLIGHTLY.     That  is  what  I  vfas  thinking. 
TOC«TLES.     But  if  she  lies  there  she  will  die. 
SL'iGH'iLY.     Ay,  she  will  die.     It  is  a  pity,  but  there.is  no 
way  out. 

f  PETER.  Yes,  theVe  is!  Let  us  build  *  house  around  her  ! 
(Cheers  vgain,  meaning  that  no  difficulty  baffles  PETER.)  1,/eave 
all  to  me.  Bring  the  best  of  whajt  we  h&ve.  Gut  our  house. 
Be  sharp.  (They  race  down  their  trees9.) 

(While  PETER  is  engrossed  in  measuring  WENDY  so  that  the 
house  may  fit  her,  JOHN  and  MICHAEL,  who  have  probably 
landed  on  the  island  with  a  bump,  wander  forzuwd,  so 
draggled  and  tired  tkat  if  you  were  to  ask  MICHAEL  whether 
he  is  awake' or  asleep  he  would  probably  answer  *  I  haven9 1 
tried  yet') 

MICHAEL  (bewildered).  John,  John,  wake  up.  Where  is 
Nana,  John  ?  * 

JOHN  (with  the  help  of  one  eye  but  not  always  the  same  eye).  It 
is  true,  we  did  fly  !  '  (Thankfully)  A*nd  here  is  Peter.  Pei^r,  ip 
this  the  place  ? 

(PETER,  alas,  has  already  forgotten  mem,  as  soon  maybe  he 
will  forget  WENDY.     The  fir  ft  thing  $J\e  should  do  now  that 
she  is  here  is  to  sew  a  handkerchief  for  Jiim,  and  knot  it  as  a 
jog  to  his  niemory.) 
PETER  (curtly).     Yes.« 

MICHAEL.     Where  is  Wendy  ?     (PETER  points.} 
JOHN  (who*still  wears  his  hat).     She  is  asleep. 
MICHAEL.     John,  let  us  wake  her  and  get  her  to  make  supper 
for  us. 

(Some  of  the  boys  emerge,  and  he  pinches  one.) 
John,  look  at  them  ! 

PETER  (still  house-building).     Curly,  see  that  these  bdys  help 
in  the  building  of  th?  house. 
JOHN.     Build  a  house  ? 
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CURI  Y.     For  the  Wendy. 

join*  (feeling  tfiat  $here  must  be  some  mistake  here}.  For 
Wendy  ?  Why,* she  is  onlyea  girl. 

CURLY.     That  is  why  we  *ire  her  servants. 

JOHN  (dazed).     Are  you  Wendy's  servants  ? 

PETER.  Yes,"aftd  you  also-  Away  with  them.  (In  another 
moment  they  are  woodsmen  hacking  at  tr£esy  with  CURLY  as  over- 
seer.) Slightly,  fetch  a  doctor:  (SLIGHTLY  reels  and  goes.  lie 
returns  professionally  in  JOHN'S  hat.)  Please,  sir,  are,  you  a 
doctor  ? 

SLIGHTLY  (trembling  in  his  desire  to  give  satisfaction).  Yes, 
my  little  man. 

PETER.     Please,  sir,  a  lady  lies  very  ill. 

SLIGHTLY  (taking  cnre  not  to  fall  over  her).     Tut,  tut,  where  • 
does  she  lie  V 

PETER.    In  yonder  glade.   (//  is  a  variation  of  a  game  they  play.) 

SLIGHTLY.  I  will  put  a  glass  thing  in  her  mouth.  (He  inL 
serts  qn 'imaginary  thermometer  in  WENDY'S  mouth  and  gives  it  a 
momeitt  to  record  its  verdict.  He  shades  it  and  tben  consults  it.) 

PETER  (anxiously).     How  is  she  ? 

SLIGHTLY.*    Tut,  tyt,  this  has  cured  her. 

PETER  (leaping  joyoi4sly).     I  am  glad. 

SLIGHTLY.  I  will  call  again  in  the  evening.  "Give  her  beef 
tea  out  of  a  cup  with  a  spout  to  it,  tut,  tut. 

(The  boys  are  running  up  with  odd  articles  of  furniture.) 

PETER  (with  an  already  fading  recollection  of  the  Darling 
nursery).  These  are  not  good  enough  for  Wendy.  How  1 
wish  I  knew  the  kind  of  Rouse  she  would  prefer  ! 

FIRST  TWIN.      Peter,  she  is  moving  in  her  sleep. 

TOOTLES  (opening  WENDY'S  mouth  and  g^ng  down  into  the 
depths).  Lovely  ! 

PETER.  Oh,  Wendy,  if  you  could  sing  tKe  kind  of  house 
you  would  like  to  have. 

'     (It  is  as  if  she  had  heard  him.) 

WENDY  (without  opening  her  eyes). 

I  wish  I  had  a  woodland  house, 
The  littlest  ever  seen, 
With  funny  little  red  walls 
And  roof  of  mossy  green. 
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(in  the  time  she  sings  this  and  two,oth$r  verses,  suth  is  the 
urgency  of  PETER'S  silent  orders  that  they  have  knocked 
down  trees,  laid  a  foundation  and  put  up  'the  walls  and  roof, 
so  thct  she  is  now  hidden  from  view.  '  Windows?  cries 
PETER,  and  cuRjl,Yf  rushes  them  /;/,  *  RosfsJ  apd  TOOTLES 
-arrives  breathless  with  a* festoon  for  thl  door.  Thus 
springs  into  existence  the  most  delicious  little  house  for 
beginners.) 

FIRIT  TWIN.      I  think  it  is  nnisneu. 

P£TER.  There  is  no  knocker  on  the  door.  (TOOTLES*  hangs 
up  the  sole  of  his  shoe.)  TJjere  is  no  cjiimney  ;  we  must  have  a 
chimney.  (They  await  his  deliberations  anxiously.} 

JOIIK -(unwisely  critical).      It  certainly  does  need  a  chirruiey. 
(He  is  again  wearing  his  hat^which  J»ETER  seizes^  knocks  the 
top  off  it  and  places  on  the  roof.     In  the  friendliest  way 
smoke  begins  to  come  out  of  the  hat.} 

PETER  (with  his  hand  on  the  knocker)9.      All  look  yojir  best  ; 
the  first  impression  is  awfully  important.     (He  knocks,  ami  aftfr 
a  dreadful  moment  of  suspe,isey  in  which  they  cannot  help  wondering 
if  any  one  is  insiae,  the  door  opens  and  who  should  com*  out  but 
WENDY  !      She  has  evidently  been  tidying  a  little.      She  is  quite 
surprised  to  find  that  she  has  nine  children.) 
WENDY  (genteelly).     Where  am  I  ? 
SLIGHTLY.     Wendy  lady,  for  you  we  built  this  house. 
NIBS  and  TOOTLEIJ.    »Oh5  say  you  are  pleased. 
WENDY  (stroking  the  pretty  thing).      Lovely,  darling  house  ! 
FIRST  TWIN.     And  vre  are  your  *ch  jldren. 
WENDY  (affecting  surprise).     OH  ? 

OPINES  (kneeling^  with  outstretched  arms).  Wendy  lady,  be 
our  mother  !  ( Itfttu  that  they  know  it  /V  pretend  they  acclaim  her 
greedily.) 

WENDY  (not  io  make  herself  too  cheap).  Ought  I  ?  Of 
course  it  is  frightfully  fascinating  ;  but  you  see  I  am  only  a  little 
girl  ;  I  have  no  real  experience. 

OMNiiS.  That  doesn't  matter.  What  we  need  is  just  a  nice 
motherly  person. 

WENDY.     Oh  dear,  I  feel  that  is  jubc  exactly  what  I  am. 
OMNES.     It  is,  it  is,  we  saw  it  at  once. 

WENDY.  Very  well  then,  I  will  do  my  best.  (In  their  glee 
they  go  dancing  obstreperously  round  the  little  house  ^  and  she  sees  she 
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must  be  firm  with  them  as  well  as  kind.)  Come  inside 'gt  once, 
you  nahghty  children,  I  am  sure  your  feet  are  damp.  And 
before  I  put  you 'to  bed  I  have  just 'time  to  finish  the  sfrjry  of 
Cinderella,  v  * 

(They  all  troop  into  the  enchqntiifg  house^  whose  not  least 
remark&ble  feature  is  that  /£  holds  them.  A  vision  of  LIZA 
passes^  not  perhaps  because  she  has  any  right  to  be  there ; 
.  but  she  has  so  few  pleasures  and  is  so  young  that  we  just  let 
her  have  a  peep  at  the  little  house.  By  and  by  PETE*  comes 
out  and  marches  up  and  down  with  drawn  sworV,  ftfr  the 
pirates  can  be  heard  carousing  far  away  on  the  lagoon^  and 
the  wolves  are  \m  the  prowl.  The  little  house^  its  walls* so 
red  and  its  roof  so  mossy  ^  looks  very  cosy  and  safa  with  a 
bright  light  shoeing  through  the  blind^  the  chimney  smoking 
beautifully ',  and  PESTER  on  guard.  On  our  last  sight  of  him 
it  is  so  dark  that  we  just  guess  he  'is  the  little  figure  who  has 
fallen  asleep  by  tffe  door.  D&ts  of  light  come  and  go.  Thefy 
'are  inquisitive  fairies  having  a  look  at  the  house.  Any  other 
child  in  their  way  they  would  mischief ^  but /hey  just  tweak 
PETER'S  xose  and  pass  on.  Fairies^  you*see^  can  touch  him.) 


ACT   III 
THE  MERMA?DS'  LAGOON 

IT  is  the  end  of  a  long  playful  day  on  the  lagoon.  The  sun's 
rays  have  persuaded  him  to  give  them  another  five  minutes,  for 
one  nr  ore  race  over  the  waters  before  he  gathers  them  up  and  lets 
in  the  rr  oon.  There  are  many  mermaids  here,  going  plop -plop, 
and  one  might  attempt  to  count  the  tails 'did  they  not  flash  ^nd 
disappear  so  quickly.  At  times  a  lovely  girl  leaps  in  the  air  seek- 
ing to  get  rid  of  her  excess  of  scales,  which  fall  in  a  silver  shower 
as  she  shakes  them  off.  From  the  cofal  grottoes  bereath  the 
lagoon,  where  are  the  mermaids'  bed-chambers,  comes  fitful 
music. 

One  of  the  most  bewitching  of  these  blue-eyed  creatures  is 
lying  lazily  on  Marooners'  Rock,  combing  her  lohg  tresses  and 
noting  effects  in  a  transparent  shell.  Peter  and  his  bjnd  are  in 
the  water  unseen  behind  the  rock,  whither  they  have  tracked  her 
as  if  she  were  a  trout,  and  at  a  signal  ten  pairs  of  arms  come 
whack  upon  the  mermaid  to  enclose  her.  Alas,  this  b  onl^ 
what  was  meant  to  happen,  for  she  hears  the  signal  (which 
is  the  crow  of  a  cock)  and  slips  through  their  arms  into 
the  water.  It  has  been  such  a  near  thing  that  there  are 
scabs  on  some  of  their  hands.  They  climb  on  to  the  rock 
crestfallen. 

WENDY  (preserving  her  scales  as  carefully  as  if  they  were  rare 
postage  stamps).  I  did  so  want  to  catch  a  mermaid. 

PETER  (getting  rid  of  his).  It  is  awfully  difficult  to  catch  a 
mermaid. 

(The  mermaids  at  times  find  it  just  as  difficult  to  catch  him, 
though  he  sometimes  joins  them  in  their  one  game -,  which  con- 
sists in  lazily  blowing  their  bubbles  into  the  air  and  seeing 
who  can  catc1  them.  The  number  of  bubbles  PETER  has 
flown  away  with  !  When  the  weather  grows  cold 
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maids  migrate  tc^  the  other  side  of  the  world,  and*he  once 
vbent  with  a  great  shoal  of  them  half  the  way.) 
They  are  such  cruel  creatures,  Wendy,  that  they  try  to  pufl  boys 
and  girls  like  you  into  the  water  and  drown  them. 

WENDY  (too  guarded  by  this  time  foasti  what  he  means  precisely 
by  'like  you?* though  she  is  beryvdesiroiffof  knowing).  How 
hateful  ! 

(She  is  slightly  different  *A*  appearance  now,  rather  rounder , 
while  JOHN  and  MICHAEL  are  not  quite  so  round*  The 
•  reason  is  that  when  new  lost  children  arrive  at  fus  under- 
ground home  PETER*  finds  new  trees  for  them  to  go  up  ar^d 
doivn  by,  and  instead  of  fitting  the\ree  to  them  he  makes  them 
fit  the  tree.  Sometimes  it  can  be  done  by  adding  or  removing 
garments,  but  ifyouare^bumpy^  or  the  tree  is  an  odd  shape ,  he 
has  things  done  to  you  ij>ith  a  r oiler ,  and  after  that  you  fit. 

The  other  boys  are  now  playing  King  of  the  Castle,  throw- 
tqg  each  other  into  the  water,  taking  headers  and  so  on  ;  but 
these  two  continue  to  talk.} 

PETER.     Wendy,  this  is  a  fearfully  important*  rock.     It  is 
called  lyiarooners'  Rock.     Sailors  are  marooned,  you  know, 
when  their  captain  leatcs  them  on  a  rock  ?nd  sails  away. 
WENDY.     Leaves  them  on  this  little  rock  to  c^own  ? 
PETER  (lightly).     Oh,  they  don't  live  long.     Their  hands  are 
tied,  so  that  they  can't  swim      When  the  tide  is  full  this  rock  is 

with  water,  and  then  the  sailor  'drowns. 
(WENDY  is  uneasy  as  she  surveys  the  rock,  which  is  the  only 
one  in  the  lagoon  anJ  no  larger  thcfti  a  table.  Since  she  last 
looked  around  *  threatening  change  has  come  over  the  scene. 
The  sun  has  gone,  but  the  moon  has  not  come'.  Whdl  has 
come  is  a  cold  shiver  across  the  waters  vtihich  has  sent  all  the 
wiser  mermaids  to  their  coral  recesses.  They  know  that  evil 
is  creeping  over  the  lagoon.  Of  the  boys  PETER  is  of  course 
the  first  to  scent  it,  and  he  has  leapt  to  his  feet  before  the  words 
strike  the  rock — 

And  if  we  're  parted  by  a  shot 
We  -re  sure  to  meet  below.' 

The  games  on  the  rock  and  around  it  end  so  abruptly  that 
several  divers  are  checked  in  the  ai%.  There  they  hang 
waiting  for  the  word  of  command  from  PETER.  When  thev 
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get  it  they  strike  the  zuater  simultaneously,  and  the  rock  is  at 
once  as  bare  as  if  suddenly  they  had  been  blown  off  it.  Thus 
the  pirates  find  it  deserted  when  their  dinghy  strikes  the  rock 
and  L  nearly  stove  in  by  the  concussion.) 

SMEE.  Luff,  you  spalpeen,  luff  !  (They  are  SMEE  and 
STARKEY,  with  TICK*  LILY,  their  captive^  bound  nand  and  foot.) 
What  we  have  got  to  do  is  to  hoist  the  redskin  on  to  the  rock 
and  leave  her  there  to  drown. 

(To  one  of  her  race  this  is  an  end  darker  than  death  by  fire  or 
torture,  for  it  is  written  in  the  laws  of  the  Piccaninnies  that 
there  is  no  path  through  water  tr  the  happy  hunting  ground. 
Yet  her  face  is  impassive  ;  she  is  the  daughter  of  a  chief  and 
wist  die  as  a  chiefs  daughter  ;  it  is  enough.) 
STARKEY  (chagrined  because  she  does  not  mew/).      No  mewling. 
This  is  your  reward  for  prowling  round  the  ship  with  a  knife  in 
your  mouth. 

TIGER  LILY  (stoically).      Enough  said. 

SMEE  (who  would  have  preferred  a  farewell  palavet  }.  So 
that  's  it  !  O  i  to  the  rock  with  her,  mate. 

STARKEY  (experiencing  for  perhaps  the  last  time  the  stirrings  of 
a  man).     Not  so  rough,  Since  j   roughish,  but  not  so  rough. 
SMEE  (dragging  her  on  to  the  rock).     It  is  the  captain's  orders. 
(A  stave  has  in  some  past  time  been  driven  into  the  rocky 
probably  to  mark  the  burial  place  of  hidden  treasure,  and  to 
this  they  moor  the  dinghy.) 
WENDY  (/'//  the  water).      Poor  Tiger  Lily  ! 
STARKEY.     What  wus  that  ?     (Th*  children  bob.) 
PETER  (who  can  imitate  the  captain's  voice  so  perfectly  that  even 
the  t.uthor  has  a  di^zy  feeling  that  at  times  /*t*  was  really  HOOK). 
Ahoy  there,  you  lubbers  ! 

STARKEY.     I*-  is  the  captain  ;  he  must  be  swimming  out  to  us. 
SMEE   (calling).     We   have  put   the   redskin   on   the  rock, 
Captain. 

PETER.     Set  her  free. 
But,  Captain 


PETER.     Cut  her  bonds,  or  I  '11  plu'ige  my  hook  in  you. 

SMEE.     This  is  queer  ! 

STARKEY  (unmanned).      Let  us  follow  the  captain's  orders. 
(They  undo  th    thongs  and  TIGER  LILY  slides  between  their 
legs  into  the  lagoon^  forgetting  in  her  haste  to  utter  her  war- 
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cry,  but  PETJ^I  utters  it  for  her,  so  naturally  that  even  the 
lost  boys  are  deceived.  It  is  at  this  moment  that  the  voice 
of  the  true  HOOK  is  heard.) 

HOOK.     Boat  ahoy  ! 

SMEE  (relieved).  t.  It  is  the  captairj. 

(HOOK  is  swimming,  andthey^help  hint  to  scale  the  rock.  He 
is  in  gloomy  mood.) 

STVARKEY.     Captain,  is  all  well  ? 

SMEE.     He  sighs. 

STARKEY.     He  sighs  again. 

SMEE  (counting).  And  yet  a  third  time  he  sighs.  (With 
foreboding)  What 's  uy,  Captain^ 

HOOK  (who  has  perhaps  found  the  large  rich  damp  *,uw  un- 
tourhed).  Ifhe  game  is  up.  Those  boys  have  found  a 
mother  ! 

STARKEY.     Oh  evil  day  ! 

SMEE*    What  is  a  mother  ? 

WE^DY  (horrified}.     He  doesn't  know  ! 

HOOK  (sharply).     What  was  that  ?% 

(f  ETER  makes  the  splash  of  a  mermaid'' s  \ail.} 

STARKEY.     One  ofahem  mermaids. 

HOOK4    Dost  not  know,  Smee  ?    A  mother  is- (He finds 

it  more  difficult  to  explain  than  he  had  expect ed>  and  looks  about  him 
for  an  illustration.  Hefindj  one  in  a  great  bird  which  drifts  past 
in  a  west  as  large  as  thf  roomiest  basin.)  '.There  is  a  lesson  in 
mothers  for  you  !  The  nest  must  have  fallen  into  the  water, 
but  would  the  bird  desert  Jier  eggs  ?  (P^TER,  who  is  now  more  or 
less  off  his  head,  make*  the  sound  of  a  bird  answering  in  the  negative. 
The  nest  is  borne  out  of  sight.) 

STARKEY.  Maybe  she  is  hanging  about*  here  to  protect 
Peter  ? 

(HOOK'S  face  clouds  still  further  and PETER  just  manages  not 
to  call  out  that  he  needs  no  protection.) 

SMEE  (not  usually  a  man  of  ideas).  Captain,  could  we  not 
kidnap  these  boys'  mother  and  make  her  our  mother  ? 

HOOK.  Obesity  ^nd  .bunions,  'tis  a  princely  scheme.  We 
will  seize  the  children,  make  them  walk  the  plank,  and  Wendy 
shall  be  our  mother  ! 

WENDY.     Never  !     (Another  splash  from  PETER.) 

HOOK.     What  say  you,  bullies  ? 
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SME&     There  is  my  hand  on't. 

ST^RKEY.     And  mine. 

HOOK.     And  there  is  my  hook. .   Swear.     (All  swear.}     But 
I  had  forgot%;  where  is  tljc  redskin  ? 

SMEE  (shaken).     That  is  *11  right.  Captain,; » we  let  her  go. 

HOOK  (terrible).     'L^t  her  go  ?  * 

SMEE.     'Twas  your  own  orders,  Captain. 

STARKEY  (whimpering).     Yoi?  called  over  the  water  to  ws  to 
let  hei^go. 

HOOK.     Brimstone  and  gall,  what  cozening  is  here  ?    *(Z)/j- 
tufbed  by  their  faithful faces)  Lads,  I  gave  no  such  order. 

SMM.     'Tis  passing  queer. 

HOOK9 (addressing  the  immensities).     Spirit  that  haunts'  this 
dark  lagoon  to-night,  dost  hear  me»? 

PETER  (in  the  same  vojce).     Odcfe,  bobs,  hammer  and  tongs, 
{  hear  you. 

HOOK    (gripping   the   stave  for   support).     Who   ate    you, 
stranger,  speak. 

PETER  (who*  is  only  too9  ready  to  speak).      I  am  Tas  Hook, 
Captain  of  the  Jouy  Roger. 

HOOK  (now  white  ty  the  gills).     No,  n<5,  you  are'not. 

PETER.     Brimstone  and  gall,  say  that  again  and  i  '11  cast 
anchor  in  you. 

HOOK.      If  you  arp  Hook,  come  t?ll  me,  who  am  I  ? 

PETER.     A  codfish,  only  a  codfish. 

HOOK  (aghast).     A  codfish  ? 

SMEE  (drawing  back  ffom  him).      Hwe  we  been  captained  all 
this  time  by  a  codfish  ? 

SURREY.     It 's  lowering  to  our  pride. 

HOOK  (feeling  liiat  his  ego  is  slipping  from  him).     Don't  desert 
me,  bullies. 

PEJFER  (top-heavy).     Paw,  fish,  paw  ! 

(There  *is  a  touch  of  the  feminine  in  HOOK,  as  in  all  f  he 
greatest  pirates^  and  it  prompts  htm  to  try  the  guessing  pame. ) 

FQCflc.     Have  you  another  name  ? 

PETER  (falling  to  the  lure).     Ay,  ay. 

HOOK  (thirstily).     Vegetable  ? 

PETER.     No. 

HOOK.     Mineral 

PETER.     No. 
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HOOK.     Animal  ?  " 

PETER  (after  a  hurried  consultation  with  TOOTLES).      Y*>s. 

HOOK.     Man  ? 

PETER  (ubith  scorn).     No. 

HOOK.    JBoy  ? 

PETER.     Yes. 

HOOK.     Ordinary  boy  ? 

PKTER.       No  ! 

HOOK.     Wonderful  boy  ? 

pE'rER  (to  WENDY'S  distress).     Yes  ! 

HOOK.      Are  you  in  England  ? 

PETER.     No. 

IK70K.      Are  you  here  ? 

•PETER.     Yes. 

HOOK  (beaten,  though  he  fa  »ls  he  has  vrry  nearly  got  it).     Since, 
you  ask  him  some  questions. 

SMEJL  (rummaging  his  brains).      I  can't  think  of  a  thing. 

PET£R.     Can't  guess,  can't  guess  !     (Foundering  in  his  cocki- 
ness) Do  you  give  it  up  ? 

HOOK,  (eagerly).     Yes. 

PETER.     All  of  yoir? 

SMEE  rnd  STARKEY.     Yes. 

PETER  (crowing).     Well,  then,  I  am  Peter  Pan  ! 
(Now  they  have  him.,) 

liwoK.     Pan  !     Into  the  water.  Since.     Starkey,  mind  the 
boat.     Take  him  dead  or  alive  ! 

PETER  (who  still  has  all  *his  baby  teeth).     Boys,  lam  into  the 
pirates  ! 

(For  a  moment  the  only  two  we  can  see  are  in  the  dinghy^ 
where  JOHN  throws  himself  on  s'hVAKEY.  STARKEY 
wriggles  into  the  lagoon  and  JOHN  leaps  sc  quickly  after  him 
that  he  reaches  it  first.  The  impression  left  on  STARKEY  is 
that  he  is  being  attacked  by  the  TWINS.  The  water  becomes 
stained.  The  dinghy  drifts  away.  Here  and  there  a  head 
shoivs  in  the  water ,  and  once  it  is  the  head  of  the  ftos&dile. 
In  the  growing.glosm  some  strike  at  their  friends ,  SLIGHTLY 
getting  TOOTLES  in  the  fourth  rib  while  he  himself  is  pinked 
by  CURLY.  //  looks  as  if  the  boys  were  getting  the  worse  of 
it,  which  is  perhaps  just  as  well  at  thk  point,  because  PETER, 
who  will  be  the  determining  factor  in  the  end,  has  a  perplex- 
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ing  way  of  changing  sides  if  he  is  winnjng  \oo  easily.     HOOK'S 


n  claw  makes  a  circle  of  fylack  water  round  him  from 
\vhich  opponents  flee  lifcefishe*  There  is  only  one  prepared 
to  enteJ'  that  dreadfu^  circle.  His  name  is  PA  N.  '  Strangely^ 
it  is  not  in  the  water  t/wt  they  meet.  HC^OK  hasi'isen  to  the 
rock  to  breathe  ja\id  at  t\e  same  moment  PET^R  scales  it  on 
the  opposite  side.  The  rock  is  now  wet  and  as  slippery  as  a 
ha//,  and  they  have  to  crawi  rather  than  climb.  Suddenly 
liiey  are  face  to  face.  PETER  gnashes  his  pretty  teeth  with 
y'0y,  and  is  gathering  himself  for  the  spring  when  he  sfes  he 
is  higher  up  the  rock  ttian  his  foe*  Courteously  he  waits  ; 
^OOK  sees  his  intention  ^  and  taking  advantage  of  it  claws 
twke.  PETER  is  untouched,  hit  unfairness  is  what  he  ntver 
can  get  used  to,  and  in  his  bewilderment  he  rolls  ffffthe  rock. 
The  crocodile,  whose  tick  has  ^een  drowned  in  the  strife, 
rears  itsjaws^  and  HOOK,  who  has  almost  stepped  into  them, 
is  pur  sued  by  it  to  land.  *  All  is  quiet  on  the  lagoon  mw,  not 
a  sound  save  little  waves  nibbling  at  the  rock,  whfch  i% 
smaller  tlwn  when  w%  last  looked  at  it.  Two  boys  appear 
with  the  dinghy,  and  the  others  despite  their  woundt  dimh 
into  it.  They  sjend  the  cry  '  Petet*  —  Wendy  '  across  the 
waters,  kyt  no  answer  comes.) 

NIBS.     They  must  be  swimming;  home. 

JOHN.     Or  flying. 

FIRST  TWIN.      Yes5  that  is  it.      Let  us  J)e  off  and  call  to  tftem 
as  we  go. 

[The  dinghy  disappears  with  its  had,  whose  hearts  ivou/d 
rink  it  if  they  knew  of  the  peril  of  WENDY  and  her  captain. 
From  near  and  far  away  come  the  crieS  '  Peter  —  If'endy  ' 
'/"//  we  no  lotygfr  hear  them. 

Two  smqll  figures  are  now  on  the  rocky  but  they  have 
fainted.  A  mermaid  who  has  dared  to  come  back  in  the  still- 
ness stretlhes  up  her  arms  and  is  slowly  pulling  WENDY  info 
the  water  to  drown  her.  WENDY  starts  up  just  in  time.} 

WE>n>Y.      Peter  ! 

(He  rouses  himself  and  looks  around  hiyi.} 
Where  are  we.  Peter  ? 

PETER.     We  are  on  the  rock,  but  it  is  getting  smaller.     Soon 
the  water  will  be  oveitit.      Listen  ! 

(They  can  hear  the  wash  of  the  relentless  little  waves.) 
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WENDY.     We  inus  go. 

PETER.       YCS. 

WENDY.     Shall  we  swim  or  fly  r 

PETER.  Wendy,  do  you  think  you  could  swim  or  fly  to  the 
island  without  me  ? 

WENDY.  You  know  I  couldn't,  IVter  ;  I  am  just  a  be- 
ginner. 

PHTER.  Hook  wounded  me  twice.  (He  believes  it ;  he  is  so 
good  at  pretend  that  he  feels  the  pain,  his  ar?ns  hang  limp.)  I  can 
neither  swim  nor  fly. 

WENDY.     Do  you  mean  we  shall  both  be  drowned  ? 
PETER.     Look  how  the  wat?r  is  rising  ! 

(They  cover  their  faces  with  their  hands.  Something 
touches  WENDY  as  lightly  as  a  kiss.) 

PETER  (with  little  interest^.      It  must  be  the  tail  of  the  kite  we 
made  for  Michael  ;  you  remember  it  tore  itself  out  of  his  hands 
and  floiited  away.     (He  looks  up  and  sees  the  kite  sailing  overhead.) 
The  "Jcite  !     Why  shouldn't  it  carry  you  ?     (He  grips  the  tail 
and  pulls,  and  the  kite  responds.) 
WKVDY.     Both  of  us  ! 
PETER.      It  can't  lift  two.      Michael  and  Curly  tried. 

(She  knows  very  well  that  if  it  can  lift  her  it  can  lift  him  also, 
for  she  has  been  told  by  the  boys  as  a  deadly  secret  that  one  of 
the  queer  things  about  him  is  that  he  is  no  weight  at  all. 
But  it  is  a  forbidden  subject.) 

WENDY.  I  won't  go  without  you.  Let  us  draw  lots  which 
is  to  stay  behind. 

PETER.  And  you  a  lady,  never  !  (The  tail  is  in  her  hands^ 
and  the  kite  is  tugging  hard.  She  holds  out  her  mouth  to  PETER, 
but  he  knows  they  cannot  do  that.)  Ready,  v¥endy! 

(The  kite  draws  her  out  of  sight  across  the  lagoon. 

The  waters  are  lapping  over  the  rock  now,  and  PETER 
knows  that  it  will  soon  be  submerged.  Pale  rays  of  light 
mingle  with  the  moving  clouds ',  and  from  the  coral  grottoes  is 
to  be  heard  a  sound,  at  once  the  most  musical  and^sht,  most 
melancholy  in  the  *Never  Land,  the  mermaids  calling  to  the 
moon  to  rise.  PETER  is  afraid  at  last,  and  a  tremor  runs 
through  him,  like  a  shudder  passing  over  the  lagoon  ;  but  on 
the  lagoon  one  shudder  follows  another  till  there  are  hundreds 

nf  thfim    and  IIP  fpph  j/stf  flip  nvip 
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PETER1  (with  a  drum  beating  in  his  breast^s  if  he  were  a  r'fa/  boy 
at  last}.     To  die  will  be  an  awfully  big  adventure. 

(The  blind  rises  again]  and  tfy  lagoon  is  now  suffused  with 
moonlight.  He  is  on%  the  rock  still,  but  the  water9  is  over  his 
feet.  The  nest  is  Itorns  nearer,  and  the  \ird,  a/Per  cooing  a 
message  to  himl  lepves  tt  and  wings  her  way  upwards. 
PETER,  who  knows  the  bird  language,  slips  into  the  nest,  first 
removing  the  two  eggs  and  placing  them  in  STARKEY'S  kat, 
ujhifh  has  been  left  on  the  stave.  The  hat  drifts  away  from 
the  rock,  but  he  uses  the  stave  as  a  mast.  The  wihd  is 
driving  him  tovjard  fix  open  sea*  He  takes  off  his  shirt, 
Which  he  had  forgotten  to  remove  while  bathing,  and  unfurls 
it  <2s  a  sail.  His  vessel  tacks,  and  he  passes  from  sl^ht, 
naked  and  victorious.  The  biftl  returns  and  sits#n  the  h(tt\) 


ACT   IV 
THE  HOME  UNDER  THE  GROUND 

WE  see  simultaneously  the  home  under  the  ground  with  the 
children  in  it  and  the  wood  above  ground  with  the  redskins  on  it. 
Below,  the  children  are  gobbling  their  evening  meal  ;,  above, 
the  redskins  are  squatting  in  their  blankets  near  the  little  house 
guarding  t|je  children  from  the  pirates.  The  only  way  of  com- 
municating between  these  two  parties  is  by  means  of  the  hollow 
trees. 

Th(  home  has  an  earthen  floor,  which  is  handy  for  digging  m 
if  yoy  want  to  go  fishing  ;  and  owing  to  there  being  so  many 
entrances  there  is  not  much  wall  spade.  The  table  at  which  the 
lost  oi?ps  arc  sitting  is  a  board  on  top  of  a  live  tree  trunk,  which 
has  been  cut  flat  but  has  such  growing  pajns  that  the  board  rises 
as  they  ./at,  and  they  have  sometimes  to  pause  in  their  meals  to 
cut  a  bit  more  off  the  trunk.  Their  seats  are  pumpkins  or  the 
large  gay  mushrooms  of  which  we  have  seen  an  imitation  one 
concealing  the  chimney.  There  is  an  enormous  fireplace  which 
is  in  almost  any  part  of  the  room  where  you  care  to  light  it,  and 
across  this  Wendy  hass stretched  strings,  made  of  fibre,  from 
which  she  hangs  her  washing.  There  are  also  various  tomfool, 
things  in  the  room- of  no  use  whatever. 

Michael's  basket  bed 'is  nailed  high  up  oii'tke  wall  as  if  to  pro- 
tect him  from  the  cat,  but  there  is  ilo  indication  at  present  of 
where  the  others  sleep.  At  the  back  between  two  of  the  tree 
trunks  is  a  grindstone,  and  near  it  is  a  lovely  hole,  the  size  of  a 
band-box,  with  a  gay  curtain  drawn  across  so  that  you  cannot  see 
what  is  inside.  This  is  Tink's  withdrawing-room  a*&l  bed- 
chamber, and  it  is  just  as  well  that  you  cannot  see  inside,  tor  it  is 
so  exquisite  in  its  decoration  and  in  the  personal  apparel  spread 
out  on  the  bed  that  you  could  scarcely  resist  making  off  with 
something.  Tink  is  within  at  present,  a»:  one  can  guess  from  u 
glow  showing  through  the  chinks.  It  is  her  own  glow,  for 
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though  Lihe  has  a  chandelier  for  the  look  *\f  tfye  thing,  of  tourse 
she  lights  her  residence  herself.  She  is  probably  wasting  valu- 
able time  just  now  wondering  whctfter  to  put  on  the  smoky  blue 
or  the  apple-Mossom. 

All  the  boys  except  Porer  fire  here,  and  W^ntfy  has  tlie  head 
of  the  table,  smiling  complacently  i!t  their  captivating  ways,  but 
doing  her  best  at  the  same  time  to  see  that  they  keep  the  rules 
about  hands-off- the- table,  no-tworto-speak-at-once,  and  so  ,on. 
She  is  wearing  romantic  woodland  garments,  sewn  by  herself, 
with  i'ed  tferries  in  her  hair  which  go  charmingly  with  her  jrom- 
plcxion,  as  she  knows  ;  indeed  she  searched  for  red  berries  the 
morning  after  she  reached* the  island.  Th£  boys  are  in  pictur- 
esque attire  of  her  contrivance,  and  if  these  don't  always  fit  well 
ihe  fault  is  not  hers  but  the  wearers.',  for  they  constantly  put  on 
each  other's  things  when  they  put  on  anything  at  all.  Michael 
is  in  his  cradle  on  the  waif.  First  Twin  is  apart  on  a  high  stool 
and  wears  a  dunce  s  cap,  another  invention  of  Wendy's,  \\\\.  not 
wholly  successful  because  everybody  wants  to  be  dunce.  <  t 

It  is  a  preteiyl  meal  this' evening,  with  nothing  whatever  on 
the  table,  not  a  mug,  nor  a  crust,  nor  a  spoon.  They  ofteji  have 
these  suppers  and  like  them  on  occasions  aswell  as  thfe  other  kind, 
which  consist  chiefly  of  bread-fruit,  tappa  rolls,  yams,  niammee 
apples  and  banana  splash,  washed  down  with  calabashes  of  poc- 
poe.  The  pretend  meals  are  not  Wendy's  idea  ;  indeed  she 
was  rather  startled  to  find,  on  arriving,  that  Peter  knew  of  no 
other  kind,  and  she  is  not  absolutely  certain  even  now  that  he 
does  eat  the  other  kind,  though  no  onp  appears  to  do  it  more 
heartily.  He  insists  that  the  pretcnU  meals  should  be  partaken 
of  with  gusto,  and  we  see  his  band  doing  their  best  to  obey  orders. 

WENDY  (her  forgers  to  Mr  ears,  for  their  chatter  and  clatter  are 
deafening).  Si-lence  !  Is  your  mug  empty,  Slightly  ? 

SLIGHTLY  (i*)ho  would  not  say  this  if  he  had  a  mug}.  Not 
quite  empty,  thank  you. 

NIB«    Mummy,  he  has  not  even  begun  to  drink  his  poe-poc. 

SLIGHTLY  (seizing  his  chance,  for  this  is  tale-bearing).  I 
complain  of  Nibs  ! 

(JOHN  holds  up  his  hand.) 

WENDY.     Well,  John  ? 

JOHN.     May  I  sit  in  Peter's  chair  as  he  is  not  here  ? 
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WENDY.  In  yo*ir  f  ther's  chair  ?     Certainly  not. 
JOHN.  He  is  not  really  our  father.     He  did  not  even  know 
how  to  be  a  father  till  I  showed  him. 

(This  is  insubordination.) 
SECOND  TWIN.      I  complain  of  John  ! 

(The  gentle  TOOTLES  raises  his  hand.) 

TOOTLES  (who  has  the  poorest  opinion  of  himself).     I  don't 
suppose  Michael  would  let  mi  be  baby  ? 

MICHAEL.       No,  I  Won't. 

TUOTLES.     May  I  be  dunce  ? 

FIRST  TWIN  (from  his  >perch).     No.      It 's  awfully  difficult  to 
be  dunce. 

TOOTLES.     As  I  can't  be  anything  important  would  any  of 
you  like  tc\see  me  do  a  triok  ? 
OMNES.     No. 
TOOTLES  (subsiding).     I  hadn't  really  any  hope. 

The  tale-telling  breaks  out  again.) 
N^BS.     Slightly  is  coughing  on  the  table. 
CURLY.     The  twins  began  with  tappa  rolls. 
SLIGHTLY.  -  I  complain  of  Nibs  ! 
NIBS.     I  complaiir-of  Slightly  ! 

WENc*>Y.     Oh  dear,  I  am  sure  I  sometimes  think  that  spinsters 
are  to  be  envied. 

MICHAEL.     Wendy,  I  am  too  big  for  a  cradle. 
WENDY.     You  are  the  littlest,  and  a  cradle  is  such  a  nice 
homely  thing  to  have  about  a  house.     You  others  can  clear 
away  now.     (She  sits  down  on  a  pumpkin  near  the  fire  to  her 
usual  evening  occupation,  darning.)     Every  heel  with  a  hole  in  i  t  ! , 
(The  boys  dear  away  with  dispatch,  washing  dishes  they 
don't  have  in  a  non-existent  sink  and  stowing  them  in  a  cup- 
board that  isn't  there.     Instead  of  sawing  the  table-leg  to- 
night they  crush  it  into  the  ground  like  a  concertina,  and  are 
now  ready  for  play^  in  which  they  indulge  hilariously. 

A  movement  of  the  Indians  draws  our  attention  to  the 
scene  above.  Hitherto,  with  the  exception  of  PANTHER, 
who  sits  on  guard  on  top  of  the  little  house,  they  have  been 
hunkering  in  their  blankets,  mute  but  picturesque  ;  now  all 
rise  and  prostrate  themselves  before  the  majestic  figure  of 
PETER,  who  approaches  through  th:  forest  carrying  a  gun 
and  game  bag.  It  is  not  exactly  a  gun.  He  often  wanders 
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0isM|7  alone  with  this  weapon,  and  when,  he  comes  ba'ck  you 
are  never  absolutely  certain  whether  he  has  had  an  ad- 
venture or  not.     He  may  have  forgotten  it  so  completely  that 
he  says" nothing  about  it ;  and  then  when  you  go  cut  you  find 
the  body.     On  the  tithe*-  hand  he  may  say  a  great  deal  about 
it,  and  yet  you  never  find  tffa  body.     Sometimes  he  comes 
home  with  his  face  scratched,  and  tells  WENDY,  as  a  thing  of 
no  importance y  that  he  got  these  marks  from  the  little  people 
for  cheeking  them  at  a  fairy  wedding,  and  she  listens  politely, 
1  but* she  is  never  quite  sure,  you  know  ;  indeed  the  only  one 
who  is  sure  about  anything  on  the  Island  is  PETER.) 
PETFrR.     The  Great  White  Father  is  gUd  to  see  the  Picca- 
ninny breves  protecting  his  wigwam  from  the  pirates. 
1     TIGER  LILY.     The  Great  White  Father  ^ave  me  from  pirate?. 
Me  his  velly  nice  friend  now  ;  no  l«jt  pirates  hurt  him. 
BRAVES.     Ugh,  ugh,  wah  ! 
TIGER  LILY.     '1  iger  Lily  Has  spoken.  ' 
PANTHER.    Loola^loola!   Great  Big  Little  Panther  has  spoken. 
PETER.     It  ir  well.     Tlie  Great  White  Father  has  spoken. 
(This  has  a  note  of  finality  about  it,  with  thz  implied^ '  And 
now  shut  up?  which  is  never  far  fr»m  the  coifrteous  recep- 
tions of  well-meaning  inferiors  by  born  leaders  of  mm.     He 
descends  his  tree,  not  unheard  by  WENDY.) 
WENDY.     Children,  I  hear  your  father's  step.     He  likes  you 
to  meet  him  at  the  door.     (PETER  scatters  pretend  nuts  anong 
them  and  watches  sharply  to  see  that  they  crunch  with  relish.) 
Peter,  you  just  spoil  then,  you  know  ! , 

jon  N  (who  would  be  incredulous  ifne  dare).     Any  sport,  Peter? 
PETER.     Two  tigers  and  a  pirate. 
JOHN  (boldly).     Where  are  their  heacis  ? 
PETER  (contracting  his  tittle  brows).      In  the  bag. 
JOHN.      (No,  he  doesn't  say  it.      Fie  backs  away.) 
WENDY  (petping  into  the  bag).     They  are  beauties  !     (She 
has  learned  her  lesson.) 

FIRCT  TWIN.      Mummy,  we  all  want  to  dance. 
WENDY.     The  mother  of  such  an  armful  dance  ! 
SLIGHTLY.     As  it  is  Saturday  night  ? 

(They  have  long  lost  count  of  the  days,  but  always  if  they 
want  to  do  anything  special  they  say  this  is  Saturday  night, 
and  then  they  do  it.) 
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WENDY.  Of  (irniitfc  it  is  Saturday  night,  Peter  ?  (Tie  shrugs 
an  indifferent  assent.)  On  witli  your  nighties  first. 

(They  disappear  into,  various  recesses,  and  PF/I^ER  and 
WENDY  with  her  darning  are  left  by  the  j'ire  to  dodder 
par wtully.  She  emphasises  if.  by  humming  a  verse  of  "John 
Jndet'son  my  JoJ  which  /;*/*  not  the  desired  effect  on  PETER. 
She  is  too  loving  to  be  ignorant  that  he  is  not  loving  enough, 
and  she  hesitates  like  me  who  knows  the  answer  to  her 
question.) 
What  is  wrong.  Peter  ? 

PETER  (scared).  It  is  only  pretend,  isn't  it,  that  1  am  their 
father  ? 

\TENDY  (drooping).      Oh  yes. 

(//if  sigh  of  relief  is  without  consider  at  ion  for  her  feelings.) 
But  they  are  ours,  Peter,  yours  and  mine. 

PETER  (determined  to  get  at  facts \  the  only  things  that  pu-^le 
him).  ,   But  not  really  ? 
,     WENDY.     Not  if  you  don't  wish  it. 
PETER.      I  don't. 

WF,&JDY  (knowing  she  ought  not  to  pi  nbe*  but  driven  to  it  hy 
something  within).     What  are  your  exact  feelings  for  me,  Peter  ? 
PETiyi  (in  the  class-room}.     Those  of  a  devoted  son,  Wetidy. 
WENDY  (turning  away).      I  thought  so. 

PETER.  You  are  so  puzzling.  Tiger  I  /ily  is  just  the  same  ; 
there  is  something  or  other  she  wants  to  be  to  me,  but  she  says 
it  is  not  my  mother. 

WENDY  (with  spirit)^,    'No,  indeed  i-t  isn't. 
PETER.     Then  jvhat  is  'it  ? 
WENDY.      It  isn't  for  a  lady  to  tell. 

(The  curtain  of  t He  fairy  chamber  oprtisi  slightly,  and  TINK, 
who  has  doubtless  been  eavesdropping^  .tinkles  a  laugh  of 
scorn.) 

PETER  (badgered).  1  suppose  she  means  that'-bhe  wants  to  be 
my  mother. 

.(TINIC'S  comment  is  *  You  silly  ass.y) 

WENDY  (who  has.picked  up  some  of  the  fairy  words).  I  almost 
agree  with  her  ! 

(The  arrival  of  the  boys  in  their  nightgowns  turns  WENDY'S 
mind  to  practical  matters^  for  th«  children  have  to  he 
arranged  in  line  and  passed  or  not  passed  for  cleanliness. 
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SLIGHTLY  is  the  worst.  At  last  we  see  how  they  sLep,for 
;«  a  babel  the  great  bed  whict  stands  on  end  by  day  against 
the  wall  is  unloosed  from  cus  ody  and  lowered  tn  the  floor. 
Though  large.  It  is  a  tight  fit  for  so  many  boysy  and  WENDY 
has  made  a  rule  that  there  is  t*  be  no  tin  ning  r»und  until  one 
gives  the  signal y  w!'e?i  all  turn  at  once. 

FIRST  TWIN  is  the  best  dancer  and  performs  mightily  on 
the  bed  and  in  it  and  out  of  it  and  over  it  to  an  accompani- 
men+  of  pillow  fights  by  the  less  agile  ;  and  then  there  is  a 
rush  at  WENDY.) 

NIBS.     Now  tlu*  st  jry  you  promised  to  nil  us  as  soon  as  we 
were  in  bed  ! 

WENDY  (severely}.     As  far  HS  I  can  sec  you  arc  not  in  bed  yet. 
(They  scramble  into  the  /W,  and  th:  effect  is  as  oj  a  boxful  of 
sardines.} 
WENDY  (drawing  up  her   ctool).      We1!,  there  was  once  a 

gentleman 

CURLY.      I  wish  he  had  been  a  lady. 
NIBS,      i  wish  h'*  had  been  a  white  rat. 

WENDY,      t^uiet  !     There  was  a  lady  also.     'Hie  gentle- 
man's uanie  was  Mr.  Darling  and  the  lady's  name  was  Mrs. 

Darling — 

JOHN.     1  knew  them  ! 

MICHAEL  (who  has  l*ecn  allowed  to  join  the  circle).      I  think:  I 
knew  them. 

WENDY.     They  were  married,  you  know  ;   and  what  do  you 
think  they  had  ? 

NIBS.     White  rats  ? 

WENDY.     No,  they  had  three  descen  Jants.     White  rats  are 
descendants  also.      A  linos*  everything  is  a  descendant.     Now 
these  three  children  had  a  faithful  nurse  called  Nana. 
MICHAEL  (alas}.     What  a  funny  name  ! 
WENDY.      Bui    Mr.    Darling — (faltering)    or    was    it    Mis. 
Darling  ? — was  angry  with  her  and  chained  her  up  in  the  yard  ; 
so  all  LUC  children  flew  away.     They  flew  away  to  the  Never 
Land,  where  the  lost  boys  are. 

CURLY.      I  just  thought  they  did  ;    I  don't  know  how'it  is, 
but  I  just  thought  they  did. 

TOOTLES.      Oh,   Wendy,   was  one  of  the   lost   boys   called 
Tootles  ? 
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WEjsDY.      Yes)1  he  Was. 

TOOTLES  (daxzled).  Ani  I  in  a  story  ?  Nibs,  I  a^n  in  a 
story  ! 

PETER  (who  is  by  the  fire  making  Pap's  pipes  witfthis  knife^  and 
is  determined  that  WENDY  shall  ha^e  f&ir  p/ay,  however  beastly  a 
story  he  may  think  it}.  A  little  l(?$s  noijQ  t'nere. 

WENDY  (melting  over  the  beauty  of  her  present  performance ,  but 
without  any  real  qualms}.  Now  I  want  you  to  consider  the 
feelings  of  the  unhappy  parents  with  all  their  chihjreft  flown 
awa^.  Think,  oh  think,  of  the  empty  beds.  (The  heartless 
ones  think  of  them  with  glee.} 

FIRST  TWIN  (cheer  f idly}.     It 's  awfully  sad. 

M/ENDY.      But  our  heroine  knew  that  her  mother  would 
always  leave  the  win'dow  open  for  her  progeny  to  fly  back  by  ; 
so  they  stayed  away  for  years  and  had.a  lovely  time. 
(PETER  is  interested  at  last.} 

FIRS  r  TWIN.      Did  they  ever  go  back  ? 

W>NDY  (comfortably}.     Let  us  now  take  a  peep  into  the  futui  c. 
Years  have  rolled  by,  and  who  is  ttiis  elegant  kdy  of  uncertain 
age  alijhtin^;  at  London  station  ? 
(The  tension  is  Unbearable.) 

NIBS.*'    Oh,  Wendy,  who  is  she  ? 

WENDY  (swelling).  Can  it  be — yes — no — yes,  it  is  the  fair 
Wendy  ! 

TPbOTLES.      I  am  glad. 

WENDY.  Who  are  the /wo  noble  portly  figures  accompany- 
ing her?  Can  they  *be(  John  anj  Michael  ?  They  are. 
(Pride  0/  MICHAEL?)  *  Sex*,  dear  brothcis,'  says  Wendy,  point- 
ing upward,  *  there  is  the  window  standing  open.'  So  up  they 
flew  to  their  loving  patents,  and  pui^cannot "inscribe  the  happy 
scene  over  which  we  draw  a  veil.  (Her  trittmph  is  spoilt  by  a 
groan  from  PETER  and  she  hurries  to  him.)  Peter,  what  is  it  ? 
(Thinking  he  is  i//,  and  looking  lower  than  his  chest)  Where 
is  it  ? 

PETER.  It  isn't  that  kind  of  pain.  Wendy,  you  arowong 
about  mothers.  1,  thought  like  you  about  the  window,  so  I 
stayed  away  for  moons  and  moons,  and  then  1  flew,  back,  but  the 
window  was  barred,  for  my  mother  had  forgotten  all  about  me 
and  there  was  another  little  boy  sleeping  ?n  my  bed. 
(This  is  a  general  damper.) 
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JOHN.'    Wendy,  let  us  go  back  ! 

WEFpy.     Are  you  sure  mothers  gtre  like  that  ? 

PETER.     Yes. 

WENDY.     John,  Michael  !     (She  clasps  them  to  her.} 

FIRST  TWIN  (alarmed).     Ylm  are,not  to  leaw  fls,  Wfcndy  ? 

WENDY.      I  must.   '    . 

NIBS.     Not  to-night  ? 

WENDY.     At  once.     Perhaps  mother  is  in  half-mourningfby 

this  time  \%   Peter,  will  you  make  the  necessary  arrangements  ? 

'(She  asks  it  in  the  steely  tones  women  adopt  when  they  are 

f     prepared  secretly  for  position.) 

PETER  (coolly).      If  you  wish  it.« 

(He  ascends  his  tree  to  give  the  ;  edskins  their  instructions. 
The  lost  boys  gather  threateningly  r.onnd  WENDY*) 

CURLY.     We  won't  let  you  go  ! 

WENDY  (with  oty  of  those  impir  uiiom  %  women  have,  in  an 
emergency  y  to  ?nake  use  of  some  male  who  need  otherwise  hUve  no 
]^pe).  Tootles,  I  appe.il  to  you. 

TOOTLES  (leaping  fo  his  death  if  necessary).      I  am  just  Tooth 
and  nobody  minds  me,  but  the  first  who  docs  ifo£  behswe  to 
Wendy  1  will  blood  him  severely.     (PETE?  returns.) 

PETER  (with  Qwful  serenity).  Wendy,  I  told  the  brSves  to 
guide  you  through  the  wood  as  flying  tires  you  so.  Then 
Tinker  Bell  will  ukc^ou  across  the  sea.  (A  shrill  tinkle  from 
the  boudoir  probably  means  *  and  drop  her  into  it.') 

NIBS  (fingering  the  curtain  which  fa  is  Hot  allowed  to  open}. 
Tink,  you  arc  to  gut  up  artd  take  Wejid\*on  a  journey.  (Star- 
ryed)  She  says  she  won't  ! 

pEiliR  (taking  a  step  toward  that  chamber).  If  you  don't  get 
up,  Tink,  and  drcssfat  once She  is  getting  up  ! 

WENDY  (quivering  now  that  the  time  to  depart  has  come). 
Dear  cyics,  if  you  will  all  come  with  me  I  feel  almost  sure  I  can 
get  my  father  and  mother  to  adopt  you. 

(There  is  joy  at  this,  not  that  they  want  parents,  but  novelty 
:^  their  religion.) 

MRS.      But  won't  they  think  us  rathef  a  handful  ? 

WENDY  (a  swift  reckoner).  Oh  no,  it  will  only  mean  having 
a  few  beds  in  the  drawing-room  ;  they  can  be  hidden  behind 
screens  on  first  Thursdays. 

(Everything  depends  on  PETER.) 
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OMNES.     Petel,  rriay  we  go  ? 

PETER  (carelessly  through  the  pipes  to  which  he  is  giving  p  finish- 
ing touch}.     All  right. 

(They  scurry  off  to  dress  for  the.  adventure.) 
WENDY  (insrntitingly).     pet  ytfur  Clothes,  Peter. 
PETER  (slapping  about  and  pitying  fair f  music  on  his  pipes ,  the 
only  music  he  knows).      1  am  not  going  with  you,  Wendy. 
tWENDY.      Yes,  Peter  ! 
PETER.     No. 

(The  lost  ones  run  back  gaily,  each  carrying  a  stick  with  a 
bundle  on  the  end  of  it.) 
WENDY.      Peter'isn't  coming  ! 

(All  the  faces  go  blank.) 
JOHN  (men  JOHN).    t  Peter  not  coining  ! 
TOOTLES  (overthrown).  <  Why,  Pefcr  ? 

PETER  (his pipes  more  riotous  than  ever).  .  I  just  want  always 
to  be  \*  little  boy  and  to  have  fun. 

(There  is  a  general  fear  that  they  are  perhaps  making  the 
mistake  of  their  Hues.) 

NoWfjthen^no  fuss,  no  blubbering.  (With  dreadful  cynicism)  \ 
hope  you  will  like  *your  mothers  !  Are  you  ready,  Tint  ! 
Then  «*ead  the  way. 

(TINK  darts  up  any  tree,  but  she  is  the  only  one.  The  air 
above  is  suddenly  rjnt  with  shrieks  and  the  clash  of  steel. 
Though  they  cajinot  see,  the  boys  know  that  HOOK,  and  his 
crew  are  upon  the  Indians.  Mouths  open  and  remain  open, 
all  in  ?nute  appeal  to  PETER.  He  is  the  only  boy  on  his  feet 
now,  a  sword  in  his  hand,  the  same  he  slew  Rarbicue  with  ,» 
and  in  his  eye  is  the  lust  of  battle. 

We  can  watch  the  carnage  that  is  invisible  to  the  children. 
HOOK  has  basely  broken  ihc  two  laws  *f  Indian  warfare, 
which  are  that  the  redskins  should  attack  first,  and.  that  it 
should  be  at  dawn.  They  have  known  the  pirate  where- 
abouts since,  early  in  the  night,  one  of  SMEE'S  fingers  crackled. 
The  brushwood  has  closed  behind  their  scouts  as  siletftiy  as  the 
sand  on  the  mole  ,» for  hours  they  have  imitated  the  lonely  call 
of  the  coyote  ;  no  stratagem  has  been  overlooked,  but  alas, 
they  have  trusted  to  the  pale-jace's  honour  to  await  an 
attack  at  dawn,  when  his  courage  is  known  to  be  at  the 
lowest  ebb.  HOWL  falls  upon  them  pell-mell,  and  one  cannot 
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withhold  a  reluctant  admiration  for  tne  wit  that  conceded  so 
subtle  ft  scheme  and  the  fell  genius  with  which  it  is  carried  out. 
If  the  braves  would  rise  quickly  they  might  still  have  time  to 
scalp^  tiut  this  they  afe  forbidden  to  do  by  the  traditions  of 
their  race^  for  it  if  written  ttyat  they  must  never  express 
surprise  in  the  presence  of1  the  pale-face.  For  a  brief  space 
they  remain  recumbent,  not  a  ?nuscle  moving,  as  if  the  foe 
were  here  by  invitation.  Thus  perish  the  flower  of  the 
Piccaninnies,  though  not  unavenged,  for  with  LEAN  WOLF 
'fall  ALF  MASON  and  CANARY  ROBB,  while  other  pirates  to 
bite  dust  are  BL^CK  JII.MOUR  and  ALAN  HERB,  that  same 
KIERB  who  is  still  remembered  at  Manaos  for  playing  skittles 
with  the  mate  of  the  Switch  for  each  other9 s  heads.  CP/AY 
TURLEY,  who  laughed  with  the  ivrong  side  of  Ms  mouth 
(having  no  other),  is  tomahawked  by  PANTHER,  who  eventu- 
ally cuts  a  way  through  the  shambles  with  TIGER  LILY  and  a 
remnant  of  the  tribe. 

This  onslaught  passes  and  is  gone  like  a  fierce  wind.  The 
victors  wipe  their  cutlasses,  and  squint,  ferret-eyed,  at  their 
leader.  He  remains,  as  ever,  aloof  in  spirh  and  im  sub- 
stance. He  signs  to  them  to  descend  fhe  trees,  for  he  is  con- 
vinced thai^  PAN  is  down  there,  and  though  he  has  sm&ed  the 
bees  it  is  the  honey  he  wants.  There  is  something  in  PETER 
that  at  all  times  %oads  this  extraordinary  man  to  frenzy  •  it 
is  the  boy's  cockiness,  which  disturbs  ngoK  like  an  insect.  If 
you  have  seen  a  lion  in  a  cage  futifaly  pursuing  a  sparrow  you 
will  know  what  is  m\>ant.  The  pinates  try  to  do  their  cap- 
tain's bidding,  but  the  apertures  prove  to  be  not  wide  enough 
for  them  ;  he  cannot  even  rum  them  down  with  a  pole.  He 
steals  to  the  ntnuth  of  a  tree  and  listens.} 

PFTER  (prematurely).      All  is  over  ! 

WENDY.      But  who  has  won  ? 

PETER.      Hst'!     If  the  Indians  have  won  they  will  beat  the 
tom-tom  ;   it  is  always  their  signal  of  victory. 

(TTOOK  licks  his  lips  at  this  and  signs  to  SMEE,  who  is  sitting 
on  it,  to  hold  up  the  tom-tom.  He  beats  upon  it  with  his 
claw,  and  listens  for  results.) 

TOOTLES.     The  tom-tom  ! 

PETER  (sheathing  his  sword)*     An  Indian  victory  ! 

(The  cheers  from  below  are  music  to  the  black  hearts  above.) 
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fir  easier  descent  and  egress.  Down'thi'tthe  pirate  iJriggles 
a  passage.  In  the  aperture  below  his  face  emerges  and  goes 
green  as  he  glares  at  the  sleefyng  child.  Does  no  feeling  of 
compassion  disturb  his  sombre  breast  ?  The  Man  is  not 
wholly  evil  :  he  h<is  a  Thesaurus  in  hjs  .cabin^  and  is  no 
mean  performer*  on  the  finite.  What  really  ^arps  him  is  a 
presentiment  that  *he  is  about  to  fail.  This  is  not  unconnected 
with  a  beatific  smile  on  the  face  of  the  sleeper,  whom  he 
cannot  reach  otving  to  being  stuck  at  the  foot  of  the  tree.  He, 
hoibever,  sees  the  medicine  shell  within  easy  reach,  &:id  to 
WENDY'S  draught  he  fdds  from  a  bottle  five  drops  of  poison 
distilled  when  he  was  weeping  from  thtred  in  his  eye.  The 
expression  on  PETER'S  face  merely  implies  that  something 
heavenly  is  going  on.  HOOK  .worms  his  way  up,wards,  arid 
winding  his  cloak  around  himy  a$  if  to  conceal  his  person  from 
the  night  of  which  he  is  the  blackest  part,  he  stalks  moodily 
toward  the  lagoon. 

A  dot  of  light  flashes  past  him  and  darts  down  the  maresf 
tree,  looking  for  PF/I  ER,  only  for  PETER,  quite  indifferent 
about  the  ot  tiers  when  she  finds  him  safe.} 
PETER  (stirring}.     Who  is  that  ?     (TIWM  has  to9  tell  her 


in  one  long  ungrammatical  sentence.}  The  redskins  v*ere  de- 
feated ?  Wendy  and  the  boys  captured  by  the  pirates  !  I  '11 
rescue  her,  I  '11  rescue  her  !  (He  leaps  first  at  his  dagger,  and 
then  at  his  grindstone^  to  sharpen  ii.  TINK  alights  near  the  jhel/, 
and  rings  out  a  warning  cry.}  Oh.  that  is  just  my  medicine. 
Poisoned  ?  Who  could  have  poisoned  ^t  ?  I  promised  Wendy 
to  take  it,  and  I  will  as  soon  as  I  have  sharpened  my  dagger. 
(TINK,  who  sees  its  red  colour  and  remembers  the  red  in  the  pirate's 
eye,  nobly  swallow.*  the  draught  as  PETER:S  hand  is  reaching  for  it.} 
Why,  Tink,  you  have  'drunk  my  medicine  !  (She  flutters 
strangely  about  the  room,  answering  him  now  in  a  very  thin  tinkle.) 
[t  was  poisoned  and  you  drank  it  to  save  my  life  !  Tink,  dear 
Tink,  are  you  dying  ?  (He  has  never  called  her  dear  Tink 
before  and  for  a  moment  she  is  gay  ;  she  alights  on  his  shoulder, 
%ives  his  chin  a  loving  bite,  whispers  *  T£ou  silly  a*sC  and  falls  on 
her  tiny  bed.  The  boudoir,  which  is  lit  by'  her,  flickers  ominously. 
He  is  on  his  knees  by  the  opening.} 

Her  light  is  growing  faint,  and  if  it  goes,  out,  that  means  she  is 
dead  !     Her  voice  is  so  low  I  can  scarcely  tell  what  she  is  saying. 
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She  says — she  sa^s  she  thinks  she  could  get  well  again  i£  children 
belicM  ^d  in  fairies  !  (He  rises  and  throws  out  his  arms  he  knows 
not  to  whom,  perhaps  to  the, boys  and  girls  of  whom  he  is  i*ot  one.} 
Do  you  believe  in  fairies  ?**  Say  quick  that  you,  believe  !  If 
you  believe,  clap  your  hands  !  (Many  clap,  some  don't,  a  few 
hiss.  Then^  perftaps  there  ij  a  rush  of  Nanas  to  the  nurseries  to 
see  what  on  earth  is  happening.  R^i  TINK  is  saved.)  Oh, 
thank  you,  thank  you,  thank  you  !  And  now  to  rescue 
Wendy  ! 

(TINK  is  already  as  merry  and  impudent  as  a  grig,  w*th  not 
a  thought  for  those  who  have  saved  her.  PETER  ascends  his 
tree  as  if  he  were  shot  up  it.  '  What  he  is  feeling  is  *  Hook 
or  me  this  time  !  '  He  is  frightfully  happy.  He  soon  hits 
the  trail,  for  the  smoke  from  the  little  house  has  lingered  he)  c. 
another e  to  guide  him.  He  takes  wing.) 


ACT    V 

SrKNE     I 

THE  PIRATE  SHIP 

THE  stage  directions  for  the  opening  of  this  scene  are  as  follows  : 
— i  Circuit  Amber  checked  to  80  Battens,  all  Amber 
checked,  3  ship's  lanterns  alight.  Arcs  ?  piompt  per^h  I.  Open 
dark  Amber  flooding  bank,  O.  P.  pt-i  ch  ope  n  dark  Amber  flooding 
upper  deck.  Ar^  on  tall  strps  ut  back  of  cabin  to  flood  back 
cloth.  Open  dark  Amber.  Warning  for  slide.  Planfc  ready 
Call  Hook. 

In  the  strange  lighc  thus  described  we  see  wh.it  is  happening 
on  the  deck  of  tlu  'Jtlly  Rtger^  which  is  flying  fhe  slfull  and 
crossbones  and  lus  low  in  the  water.  ']*herc  is  no  need  to  call 
Hook,  for  he  f's  heie  already,  and  indeed  there  is  not'a  pirate 
aboard  who  would  dare  to  call  him.  Most  of  them  are  at 
present  carousing  in,  the  bowels  of  die  vessel,  but  on  the  poop 
Mullins  i**  visible,  in  the  only  great-coat  ©n  the  ship,  raking  with 
his  glass  the  monstrous  rocks  withiiuwhich  the  lagoon  is  cooped. 
Such  a  look-out  is  supererogatoryt  fc?r  the  nirate  craft  floats 
immune  in  the  horror  of  her  name. 

From  Hook's  cabin  at  the  hack  St-irkey  appears  and  leans 
over  the  bulwark,  silently  sin  \  eying  the  sullen  waters.  He  is 
bare-headed  and  is  perhaps  thinking  with  bitterness  of  his  hat, 
which  he  sometimes  sees  still  drifting  past  him  with  the  Never 
bird  sitting  on  it.  The  black  pirate  is  asleep  on  deck,  yet  eren 
in  his  dreams  rolling  mechanically  out  of  the  way  when  Hook 
drawa  near.  The  only  sound  to  be  heard  is  made  by  Smdfe  at  his 
sewing-machine,  which  lends  a  touch  of  domesticity  to  the  night. 

Hook  is  now  leaning  against  the  mast,  now  prowling  the 
deck,  the  double  cigar  in  his  mouth.  With  Peter  surely  at  last 
removed  from  his  path  we,  who  know  how  vain  a  tabernacle  is 
maiu  would  not  be  surprised  to  find  him  bellied  out  by  the  wind: 

c  2 
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i  , 

of  his  success,  but  ?„  is  not  so  ;  he  is  still  uneasy,  looking  long  and 
meaninglessly  at  familiar  objects,  such  as  the  ship's  bell  ,pr  the 
Long  Tom,  like  one  who  r\\ay  shortly  be  a  stranger  to  them. 
It  is  as  if  Pan's  terrible  oath  '  Hook:  or  me  this  'time  !  '  had 
already  boarded  tli£  ship. 

HOOK  (communing  with  his  ego).  How  still  the  night  is  ; 
nothing  sounds  alive.  Now  is  the  hour  when  children  in  their 
homes  are  a-bed  ;  their  lips  bright-browned  with  the  good- 
night chocolate,  and  their  tongues  drowsily  searching  for  belated 
crumbs  housed  insecurely  on  their  seining  cheeks.  Compare 
with  them  the  children  on  thrj  boat  about  to  walk  the1  plank. 
Split  my  infinitives,  but  'tis  my  hour  of  triumph  !  (Clinging  to 
this  fair  prospect  he  dance}  a  few  jubilant  steps,  but  they  fall  below 
his  usual  form.)  And  yet  snme  disky  spirit  compels  me  now  to 
make  my  dying  speech,  lest  when  dying  there  may  be  no  time 
for  it.  All  mortals  envy  me,  yet  better  perhaps  for  Hook  to  have 
had  less  ambition  !  O  fame,  fame,  thou  glittering  bauble,  what 
if  the  very (SMEE,  engrossed  in  his  labour*  at  the  sewing- 
machine,  tears  a  piece  of  calico  with  a  rending  sound  which  makes 
the  Solitary  think  for  a  moment  that  the  untoward  has  happened  to 
his  garr.-ents.}  No  little  children  love  me.  I  am  told  they 
play  at  Peter  Pan,  and  that  the  strongest  always  chooses  to  be 
Peter.  They  would  rather  be  a  Twin  than  Hook  ;  they  force 
the  baby  to  be  Hook.  The  baby  !  that  is  where  the  canker 
gnaws.  (He  contemplates  his  industrious  boatswain.)  'Tis  said 
they  find  Sinee  lovable.  But  an  hour  agone  I  found  him  letting 
the  youngest  of  the., i  try  on  his  spectacles.  Pathetic  Smee,  the 
Nonconformist  pirate,  a  h?ppy  smile  upon  his  face  because  he 
thinks  they  fear  him  !  How  can  I  break  it  to  him  that  they 

think  him  lovable  ?     No,  bi-carbonate  of  Soda,  no,  not  even 

(Another  rending  of  the  calico  disturbs  him,  and  he  has  a  private 
consultation  with  S'IARKEY,  who  turns  him  rouna  and  evidently 
assures  him  that  all  is  well.  The  peroration  of  his  speech  is  never- 
theless for  ever  lost,  as  eight  bells  strikes  and  his  crew  pour  forth 
in  bacchanalian  orgy.  From  the  poop  he  watches  their  dance  till 
it  fret*  him  beyond  bearing.]  Quiet,  you  dogs,  or  I  '11  cast 
anchor  in  you  !  (He  descends  to  a  barrel  on  which  there  are 
playing-cards  y  and  his  crew  stand  waiting^  as  ever,  like  whipped 
curs.)  Are  all  the  prisoners  chained,  so  that  they  can't  fly  away  ? 
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JUKES.     Ay,  ay,  Captain. 

HOOK.     Then  hoist  them  up. 

STARKEY  (raising  the  door  of  he  hold).  Tumble  up,  you 
ungcntlcmanly  lubbers. 

(The  terrified  boys  are  prodded  up  and  tossed  about  the  deck. 
HOOK  seems  to  h->ve  forgotten  them  ;  he  is  sitting  by  the 
barrel  with  his  cards.) 

HOOK  (suddenly).  So  !  Now  then,  you  bullies,  six  of  you 
walk  the  plank  to-night,  but  I  have  room  for  two  cabin-boys. 
Which,  of  you  is  it  to  be  ?  (He  returns  to  his  cards.) 

TOOTLES  (hoping  t)  soothe  him  l>y  putting  the  blame  on  the  only 
person,  vaguely  remembered^  who  is  always  willing  to  act  as  a 
buffer).  You  see,  sir,  I  don't  think  my  mother  would  like  me 
to  be  a  pirate.  Would  your  mother  *like  you  to  oe  a  pirate, 
Slightly  ? 

SUGHTLY  (impl':in?  that  otherwise  it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  him 

•  A 

to  oblige).    I  don't  think  so.    Twin,  would  your  mother  lik^ 

HOOK.  Stow  this  gab.  (To  JOHN)  You  boy,  you  look  as  if 
you  had  a  little  pluck  in  you.  Didst  never  want  to  be  a  pirate, 
my  hearty  ? 

JOHN  (dazzled  by  being  singled  out),  when  I  was  at  school 
1 — what  do  ycu  think,  Michael  ? 

MICHAEL  (stepping  into  prominence}.  What  would  you  call 
me  if  I  joined  ? 

HOOK.      Jilackbcard  Joe. 

MICHAEL.     John,  what  do  you  think  ? 

JOHN.  Stop,  should  we  still  be  respectful  subjects  of  King 
George  ? 

HOOK.  You  would  have  to  SWCT  )own  with  King 
George.' 

JOHN  (grandly j.     Then  1  refuse4  ! 

MICHAEL.      And  1  refuse. 

HOOK.     That  seals  your  doom.      Bring  up  their  mother. 
(WENDY  is  driven  up  from  the  hold  and  thrown  to  him. 
She  sees  at  the  first  glance  that  the  deck  has  not  been  scrubbed 
for  years.) 
So,  my  beauty,  you  arc  to  see  your  children  walk  the  plailk. 

WENDY  (with  noble  calmness).     Are  they  to  die  ? 

HOOK.  They  are.  Silence  all,  for  a  mother's  last  words  to 
her  children. 
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WEKDY.  These  are  my  last  words.  Dear  boys,  I  feel  that 
I  have  a  message  to  you  from  your  real  mothers,  and  it  is  this, 
1  We  hope  our  sons  will  die  ake  English  gentlemen.' 

(The  boys  go  on  fire.) 

TOOTLES.  I  'am  going  to  do  what  my  mother  hopes.  What 
are  you  to  do,  Twin  ? 

FIRST  TWIN.      What  my  mother  hopes.     John,  what  are 

HOOK.     Tie  her  up  !     Get  the  plank  ready. 

(WENDY  is  roped  to  the  mast ;  hut  no  one  regards  her,  for  all 
eyes  are  fixed  upon  the  plank  now  protruding  from  the  poop 
over  the  ship's  side.  A  great 'change,  however,  occurs  in  +he 
time  HOOK  takes  to  raist  his  claw  and  point  to  thi?  deadly 
engine.  No  one  is  now  looking  at  the  plank  :  for  the  tick, 
tick  ftf  the  crocodil*  is  heard.  Yet  it  is  not  1o  bear  on  the 
crocodile  that  all  eyes*llew  round ^it  is  that  they  may  bear  on 
HOOK.  Otherwise  prisoners  and  captors  arc  equally  inert, 
like  actors  in  some  play  who  have  found  themselves  c  on  *  in 
a  scene  in  which  they  are  not  personally  concerned.  Even 
the  iron  claw  hangs  inactive,  as  if  aware  that  the  crocodile  is 
,wt  coming  for  it.  Affection  for  their  captain,  now  cowering 
from  view,  is  not  what  has  given  HOOK  his  dominance  over 
the  crew,  but  as  the  menacing  sound  draws  nearer  they  close 
their  eyes  respectfully. 

There  is  no  crocodile.  It  is  PETER,  who  has  been  circling 
the  pirate  ship,  ticking  as  he  flies  far  more  superbly  than  any 
clock.  He  drops  intc.the  water  and  climbs  aboard,  warning 
the  captives  with  upraised  finger  \but  still  ticking)  not  for  the 
moment  to  give  audible  expression  to  their  natural  admira- 
tion. Only  one  pirate  sees  him,  WHIBBLES  of  the  eye  patch, 
who  comes  up  from  below.  JOHN  claps  a  "hand  on  WHIBBLES 's 
mouth  to  stifle  the  groan  ;  four  boys  hold^him  to  prevent  the 
thud ;  PETER  delivers  the  blow,  and  the  carrion  is  thrown 
overboard.  f  One  !  y  says  SLIGHTLY,  beginning  to  count. 

STARKEY  is  the  fir 'st  pirate  to  open  his  eyes.  The  ship 
seems  to  him  to  be  precisely  as  when  he  closed  thefa.  He 
cannot  interpret  the  sparkle  that  has  come  into  the  faces  of  the 
captives,  who  are  cleverly  pretending  to  be  as  afraid  as  ever. 
He  little  knows  that  the  door  of  the  dark  cabin  has  just 
closed  on  one  more  boy.  Indeed  it  is  for  HOOK  alone  he 
looks,  and  he  is  a  little  surprised  to  see  him.) 
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STAR|CEY  (hoarsely).  It  is  gone,  CapftinJ  'Ihere  '"*  not  a 
sound. 

\The  tenement  that  if  nooKtheaves  tumultuously  and  he  is 
himself  again.) 

HOOK  (now  convinced  that  some  fair  spirit  yuqtches. over  him). 
Then  here  is  to  Johnny  Plank — 

Avast,  belay,  the  English  brig 
We  took  and  quickly  sank, 
And  for  a  warning  to  the  crew 
We  made  them  walk  the  plank  ! 

(ds  he  sings  hf  capws  detestably  along  an  imaginary  plank 
'and  his  copy-cats  do  likewise,  joining  in  the  chorus.) 

Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  the  frisky  cat, 

You  walks  along  it  so,* 

Till  it  gcTes  down  and  you  goes  down 

To  tooral  loolral  lo  ! 

(The  brave  children  try  to  stem  this  monstrous  torrent  iy 
breaking*intg  the  National  Anthem.] 
STARKEY  (paling).      I  don't  like  it,  messmates*! 
HOOK.     Stow  that,  Starkey.      Do  yoif  boys  want  a  touch  of 
the  cat  before  ^ou  walk  the  plank  ?     (He  is  more  piti&ss  than 
ever  now  that  he  believes  he  has  a  charmed  life.}     Fetch  the  cat, 
Jukes  5  it  is  in  the  cgbin. 

JUKES.  Ay,  ay,  sir.  (It  is  one  of  his  Commonest  remarks^  and 
it  is  only  recorded  noiv  because  he  yever  ?nakes  another.  The 
stage  direction  '  Exit  jUKts  '  has  in  this^ase  a  special  significance. 
But  only  the  children  know  that  some  one  is  awaiting  this  unfortun- 
ate ifi  the  cabin,  and  HOOK  tramples  them  down  as  he  resumes  his 
ditty  :) 

Yo  hoj  yo  ho,  the  scratching  cat 

Its  tails  are  nine  you  know, 

Anfl  when  they  're  writ  upon  your  back, 

You  're  fit  to 

(The  last  words  will  ever  remain  $  matter  of  conjecture >jor 
from  the  dark  cabin  comes  a  curdling  screech  which  wails 
through  the  ship  and  dies  away.  It  is  followed  by  a*sound, 
almost  more  eerie  in  the  circumstances,  that  can  only  be 
likened  to  the  crowing  of  a  cock.) 
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HOOK.     What  \  -as  .hat  ? 
SLIGHTLY  (solemnly}.     Two  ! 

(CECCO  swings  into  the  ciJnn,  an  din  a  moment  returnsjiv:d.} 
HOOK  (uith  an  effort}.     \Vliat  is  the  matter  with  Bill  Jukes, 
you  dog  ? 

CECCO.     Tlie  matter  with  Jnim  is  lie  is  dead — stabbed. 
PIRATES.     Bill  Jukes  dead  ! 

CFCCO.     The  cabin  is  as  black  us  a.  pit,  but  there  is  something 
terrible  in  there  :   the  thing  you  heard  a-crowing. 

HOCK   (slowly},     Cecco,  go  back  and   fetch   me  out   that 
doodle-doo. 

CECCO  (unstrung).     No,  Captain,  no.      (*He  supplicates  w  His 
knees,  but  his  master  advances  on  him  implacably.} 

HOOK  (in  his  most  syrupy  voice).      Did  you  siy  von  would  go, 
Cecco  ? 

(CECCO  goes.     A 7/ listen.      There'is  one  screech,  one  crow.) 
SLIGHTLY  (as  if  he  were  a  bell  tolling).     Three  !  >J 

,  HOOK.      'Sdeath  and  oddstish,  who  is  to  bring  nv  out  that 
doodle-doo  ? 

(No  one  s+eps  forward.) 
STARKEY  (injudiciously).     Wait  till  CLCCO  comes  out. 

(The  black  looks  of  some  others  encourage  him.} 
HOOK.      I  think  I  heard  you  volunteer,  Starkev. 
STARKEY  (emphatically}.     No,  by  thunder  ! 
HCOK  (in  that  syrupy  voice  which  might  If  more  wgnging  when 
accompanied  by  his  flute)'.      My  hook  thinks  you  did.      1  wonder 
if  it  would  not  be  advisable,  Surkey,  tojiumour  thr  honk  ? 
STARKEY.      I  Ml  jjwing  before  T  go  in  there. 
HOOK   (gleaming).      Is   it   mutiny  ?     Starkey   is   ringlai'ler. 
Shake  hands,  Starkey. 

(STARKEY  recoils  from  the  claw*.      It  follows  him  till  he 
leaps  overboard.} 
Did  any  other  gentleman  say  mutiny  ? 

(They  indicate    that   they  did  not    even    know   the  late 

STARKEY.) 
SLIGHTLY.       Four  ! 

HOOK.      I  will  brfng  out  that  doodle-doo  myself. 

(He  raises  a  blunderbuss  but  casts  itfro?n  him  with  a  menac- 
ing gesture  which  means  that  he  has  more  faith  in  the  claw. 
With  a  lighted  lantern  in  his  hand  he  enters  the  cabin.  Not 
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A  sound  is  to  be  heard  now  on  the  ship,  w\less  it  be  SLibHTLY 
wetting  his  lips  to  say  '  Five.3     HOOK  staggers  out.) 
HO<5K  (unsteadily).     Something  fclew  out  the  light. 
MULLINS  tyuith  dark  meaning).     Some — thing  ? 
NOODLER.     What  of  X?e<ipo  ? 
HOOK.     He  is  as  dead  as  Ji*kes. 

(They  are  superstitious  like  all  sailorsy  and  MULLINS  has 
planted  a  dire  conception  in  their  minds.) 
COOKSON.     They  do  say  as  the  surest  sign  a  ship  's  accurst  is 
wheif  theTe  is  one  aboard  more  than  can  be  accounted  for. 

NOODLER.  I  've  heard  he  allus  boards  the  pirate  craft  at  last. 
(With^ireadful  significance)  Has  foe  a  tail,  Ciptain  ? 

MULLINS.  They  say  that  when  he  comes  it  is  in  the  likeness 
of  the  wickedest  man  aboard. 

COOKSON  (clinching  it).      Hcis  he  ^  lu?ok,  Captain  * 

(Knives  and  pistol? come  to  hand,  and  there  is  a  general  cry 
4  The  ship  7s  doomed  !  *  But  it  is  not  his  dogs  tfat  can 
frighten  JAS  HOOK.  Hearing  something  like  a  cheer+from 
the  boys  £e  wheels  r&und,  and  his  face  brings  them  to  their 
knees.) 

HOOK.  So  you  like  it,  do  you  !  liy  Caius'and  Balbus, 
bullies,  here  is  a  notion  :  open  the  cabin  door  and  drive  them  in. 
Let  them  fight* the  doodle-doo  for  their  lives.  If  they  kill  him 
we  are  so  much  the  better  ;  if  he  kills  them  we  are  none  the 
worse. 

(This  masterly  stroke  restores  their  confidence  ;  and  the  boys, 
affecting  fear,  art  driven  into  jhc  cabin.  Desperadoes 
though  the  pirates  are>  some  ff  them  hyve  been  boys  them- 
selves,  and  all  turn  their  backs  to  the  cabin  and  listen^  with 
arms  outstretched  to  it  as  if  to  wat\i  off  the  horrors  that  are 
being  enactfd  there. 

Relieved  by  Peter  of  their  manacles^  and  armed  with  such 

weapon*  as  they  can  lay  their  hands  on,  the  boys  steal  out 

softly  as  sncwflakes,  and  under  their  captain's  hushed  order 

9find  hiding-places  on  the  poop.     He  releases  WENDY^;  and 

now  it  would  be  easy  for  them  all  to  fly  aivay,  but  it  is  to  be 

HOOK  or  him  this  time.     He  signs  to  Her  to  join  the  others, 

and  with  awful  grimness  folding  her  cloak  around  htm,  the 

hood  over  his  head,  he  takes  her  place  by  the  mast*  and  crows.} 

MULLINS.     The  doodle-doo  has  killed  them  all  ! 
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SEVERAL.     Thcgshij,  's  bewitched. 

(rhey  tire  snapping  at  HOOK  again.) 

HOOK.     I  Ve  thought  it  ojit,  lads-;   there  is  a  Jonah  aboard. 

SKVKRAL  ^advancing  upon  htm).      Ay,  a  man  with1  a  hook. 
(If  he  were  to  withdraw  one  s*ep  their  knives  would  be  hi 
hint)  but,  he  does  not  flinch.}  ,» 

HOOK  (temporising).  No,  lads,  no,  it 'is  the  girl.  Never  was 
luck^on  a  pirate  ship  wi'  a  woman  aboard.  We  '11  right  the  ship 
when  she  has  gone. 

MUSLINS  (lowering  his  cutlass).      It 's  worth  trying. 

HOOK.     Throw  the  girl  overboard. 

MULLINS  (jeering).     There  i^  none  can  save  you  now,  /pissy. 

PETER.     There  is  one. 

MULLINS^     Who  is  that  ?   , 

PETER  (casting  off  the  cloak}.      Peter  Pan,  the  avenger  ! 
(lie  continues  standing  there  to  let' the  effect  sink  in.) 

HOOK;  (throwing  out  a  suggestion).1     Cleave  him  to  the  brisket.' 
^(But  he  has  a  sinking  that  this  boy  has  no  brisket.) 

NOODLER.     The  ship  's  accurst  ! 

PETER.      Dc^vn,  boys,  and  at  them  ! 

(The  beys  leap  fr^m  their  concealment  and  the  clash  of  arms 
rebounds  through  the  vessel.  Alan  to  man  the  pirates  are 
the  stronger \  but  they  are  unnerved  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
onslaught  and  they  scatter ',  thus  enabling  their  opponents  to 
hunt  in  couples  and  choose  their  quarry.  Some  are  hurled 
into  the  lagoon  ;  others  are  dragged  from  dark  ret  esses. 
There  is  no  boy  who^e  weapon  is  nof  recking  save  SLIGHTLY, 
who  runs  about  with  a  lantern^  counting^  ever  counting.) 

WENDY  (meeting  MICHAEL  /'//  a  moments  lull).  Oh,  Micl\uel, 
stay  with  me,  protect  me-  ! 

MICHAEL  (reeling).     Wendy,  I  've  killed  a  pirate  ! 

WENDY.      It 's  awful,  awful. 

MICHAEL.     No,  it  isn't,  I  like  it,  I  like  it. 

(He  casts  himself  into  the  group  of  boys  who  are  encircling 
HOOK.  Again  and  again  they  clnse  upon  him  and  again 
and  again  he  hews  a  clear  space,) 

HOOK.  Back,  back,  you  mice.  It's  Hook;  do  vou  like 
him  ?  (He  lijts  up  MICHAEL  with  his  claw  and  uses  him  as  a 
buckler.  A  terrible  voice  breaks  in.) 

PETER.      Put  up  your  swords,  boys.     This  man  is  mine. 
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snakes  MICHAEL  off  his  claw  *is  ijlhe  were  a  Srop  of 
water,  and  these  two  antagonists  face  each  other  for  their 
Jinal  bout.  They  measure  s^|ords  at  arms9  lengthy  make  a 
sweephig  motion  with  them,  and  bringing  the  prints  to  the 
deck  rest  their  hands  u$on  the  hilts.} 

HOOK  (with  curling,  lip).     Se,  Pin,  this  is  all  yoftr  doing  ! 

PETER.     Ay,  Jas  Hoot,  it  is  all  my  doing. 

HOOK.      Proud  and  insolent  youth,  prepare  to  meet  thy  dopm. 

PETER.      Dark  and  sinister  man,  have  at  thee. 

(SAne  say  that  he  had  to  ask  TOOTLES  whether  the  word 
was  sinister  or  canister* 

HOOK  or  PETER  this  time,!  TheyfSll  to  without  another 
ivord.  PETER  is  a  rare  swordsman,  and  parries  with 
dazzling  rapidity  ,  sometimes  before  the  other  caji  make  his 
stroke.  HOOK,  if  not  quite  so  nirftble  in  wrist  play,  has  the 
advantage  of  a  yar%d  or  two  in  reach,  but  though  they  close 
he  cannot  give  the  qiaetils  with  his  claw,  which  seemtfofind 
nothing  to  tear  at.  He  does  not,  especially  in  the  •most 
heated  n\fments,  quite  see  PETER,  who  to  his  eyes*  now 
blurred  or  opened  clearly  for  the  first  time,  it  less  like  a  boy 
than  a  mote  of  dust  dancing  in  the  SUK+  By  some  impalpable 
stroke  HOOK'S  sword  is  whipped  from  his  grasp,  atylwhen 
he  stoops*to  raise  it  a  little  foot  is  on  its  blade.  There  is  no 
deep  gash  on  HOOK,  but  he  is  suffering  torment  as  from  in- 
numerable  jag*.') 

HOYS  (exulting).      Now,  Peter,  now  ' 

(PETER  /  aises  the  sword  by  its  fitadt,  and  with  an  inclination 
of  the  head  that  is  perhaps  sltghtly  overdone,  presents  the 
hilt  to  his  enemy.) 

HOOK.      'Tis  sqrue  fiend  fighting  me%!      Pan,  who  and  what 
art  thou  r 

(The  children  listen  eagerly  for  the  answer^  none  quite  so 
eagerly  AS  WENDY.) 

PETER  (at  a  venture).      1  'm  youth,  I  'm  joy,  I  'm  a  little  bird 
that  has  broken  out  of  the  egg. 

HOOK.     To  't  again  ! 

(He  has  now  a  damp  feeling  that  this  boy  is  the  weapon 
which  is  to  strike  him  from  the  lists  of  man  ;  but  the  grandeur 
of  his  mind  still  holds  and,  true  to  the  traditions  of  his  flag^ 
he  fights  on  like  a  human  flail.  PETER  flutters  round  and 


82  r?ETER  PAN  JACT  v 

through  andfyvet  these  gyrations  as  if  the  windofthim  Hew 
)tim  out  of  the  danger  zone,  and  again  and  again  he  darts 
in  and  jags.} 

HOOK  (tfung  to  madness).      I  '11  fire  the  powdtf/  magazine. 
(He  disappears  they  know  not  wheref) 
CHILDREN.*     Peter,  save  u£  ! 

(PETER,  alas,  goes  the  wrong  way  and  HOOK  returns.) 
^OOK  (sitting  on  the  hold  with  gloomy  satisfaction).      In  two 
minutes  the  ship  will  be  blown  to  pieces. 

(They  cast  themselves  before  him  in  entreaty.) 
CHILDREN.      Mercy,  mercy  ! 

HOOK.  Back,  ydu  pewlingtspawn.'  I  11  show  you  n$w  tiie 
road  to  dusty  death.  A  holocaust  of  children,  there  is  some- 
th.ing  grand  in  the  idea  ! 

(PETER  appears  with  a  smoking  bomb  in  his  hand  and  tosses 
it  overboard.  HOOK  has  not  redily  had  much  hope,  and  he 
pushes  at  his  other  persecutors  with  his  Read  down  like  somt 
exasperated  bull  in  the  ring  ;  but  with  bantering  cries  they 
easily  elude  him  }y  flying  among  the  rigging^ 

If'hers  is  PETER  ?  The  incredible  \>oy  has  apparently 
forgotten  the  recent  doings ',  and  is  sitting  on  a  barrel  playing 
upon  his  pipes.  This  may  surprise  others  but  does  not  sur- 
prise HOOK.  Lifting  a  blunderbuss  he  strides  forlornly  not 
at  the  boy  but  at  the  barrel,  which  is  hurled  across  the  deck. 
PETER  remains  sitting  in  the  air  still  playing  upon  his  pipes. 
At  this  sight  the  great  heart  of  HOOK  breaks.  That  not 
wholly  unheroic  fyure  climbs  t^e  bulwarks  murmuring 
Florcat  Ktpna,  «;/A  prostrates  himself  into  the  water , 
where  the  crocodile  is  waiting  for  him  open-mouthed.  I^OOK 
knows  the  purpose  tof  this  yawning  cavity ,  but  after  what  he 
has  gone  through  he  enters  it  likfone  greeting  a  friend. 

The  curtain  rises  to  show  PETER  a  very  Napoleon  on  his 
ship.  It  must  not  rise  again  lest  we  see  him  on  the  poop  in 
HOOK'S  hat  and  cigarsy  and  with  a  small  iron  claw.] 
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SCENE  2 
THE*  NURSERY  AND  THE  TREE-TOPS 

THE  old  nursery  appears  again«witn  everything  jusft  as  it  was  at 
the  beginning  of  the  pla£,  except  that  the  kennel  has  gone  and 
that  the  window  is  standing  open.  So  Peter  was  wrong  abput 
mothers  ;  indeed  there  is  no  subject  on  which  he  is  so  likely 
to  be  wrofig. 

Mrs.  Darling  is  asleep  oiua  chair  near  the  window,  her  eyes 
tircfd  with  searching  the  heavens.  t  Nana  is  b^tretched  out  listless 
on  the  floor.  She  is  the  cynical  one,  and  though  custom  .has 
made  her  hang  the  children's  night  .things  on  the  fir^-guard  for 
an  airing,  she  surveys  them  not  hojjefiflly  but  with  some  self- 


MRS.  DARLING  (starting  up  as  if  we  had  whispered  to 
her  brats  are  coyiing  back).  •  Wendy,  John,  Michael  !  (NANA 
lifts  a  ^sympathetic  plw  to  the  poor  soul's  lap.)  I  se*  you  h^j/e  put 
their  night  things  out  ag«iin,  Nana  '  lutouches  fny  heart  to 
watch  you  do  that  night  after  night.  Bui  they  will  nevor  come 
back 

(In  trouble  the  difference  of  station  can  be  completely  ignored, 
and  it  is  not  strange  to  see  these  two  using  the  same  hand- 
kerchief. Enter  LIZA,  who  in  the  gentleness  with  which 
the  house  has  been  t  //;/  of  late  is  perhaps  a  little  more  master- 
ful than  of  yore.) 

LI^A  (feeling  herself  degraded  by  the  announcement}.     Nairn's 
uiimcr  is  served. 

(NANA,  why  quite  understand;  what  are  LIZA'S  feelings, 
departs  for  the  dining-room  with  nur  exasperating  leisure- 
*  tin  ess,  instead  of  running,  as  we  would  all  do  if\ve  followed 
our  instincts.) 

LIZ^.     To  think  I  have  a  master  as  have  changed  places 
with  his  dog  ! 

MRS.  DARLING  (gently).     Out  of  remorse,  Liza. 
LIZA  (surely  exaggerating).      1  am  a  married  -woman  myself. 
I  don't  think  it  's  respectable  to  go  to  his  oiHce  in  a  kennel,  with 
the  street  boys  running  alongside  cheering.      (Even  this  does  not 
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rouse  hfr  mistress,  ivhith  may  have  been  the  honourable  intention.) 
There,  that  is  the  cab  fetching  him  back  !  (Amid  interested 
cheers  from  the  street  the  ken  nel  is  conveyed  to  its  old  place  by  a 
cabby  and  friend,  and  MR.  DARLING  scrambles  out  of  it  in  his  office 
clothes.} 

MR.  DARLING  (giving  her  his  }'at  loftily}.      If  you  will  be  so 

good,  Liza.     (The  cheering  is  resumed.)     It  is  very  gratifying  ! 

LJZA  (contemptuous).     Lot  of  little  boys. 

MR.  DARLING  (with  the  new  sweetness  of  one  who  has  sworn 

never 'to  lose  his  temper  again].    There  were  several  adults  to-day. 

(She  goes  off  scornfully  with  th»  hat  and  the  two  men^  but  he 

has  not  a  word  of  reproach  for  her.     It  ought  to  melt  us 

when  we  see  how  humbly  grateful  he  is  for  a  kiss  from  his 

wife  jo  much  more  thar  he  feels  he  deserves.     One  may  think 

he  is  wrong  to  exchange  into  the  kennel,  but  sorrow  has  taught 

him  that  he  is  the  kind  of  man  who  'whatever  he  does  contritely 

be  must  do  to  excess ;  otherwise  he  soon  abandons  doing  it.) 

MRS.   DARLING  (who  has  known  this  for  quite  a  long  time}. 

What  sort  of  a  day  have  you  had,  George  ? 

(He  is  sitting  on  the  floor  by  the  kennel.) 

MR.  DARLING.  There  were  never  less  than  a  hundred  run- 
ning ny,md  the  cab  cheering,  and  when  we  passed  the  Stock 
Exchange  the  members  came  out  and  waved. 

(He  is  exultant  Lut  uncertavi  of  himself  ,  and  with  a  word 
she  could  dispirit  him  utterly.) 

MRS.  DARLING  (bravely).      I  am  so  proud,  George. 
MR.   DARLING  (commendation  from  the  dearest  quarter  ever 
going  to  his  head}.   ,,I  have  been  put  on  a  picture  postcard,  dear. 
MRS.  DARLING  (nobly).     Never  ! 

MR.  DARLING  (thoughtlessly).  Ah,  Mary,  %  we  should  not  be 
such  celebrities  if  the  children  hadn't  down  away. 

MRS.  DARLING  (startled).  George,  you  are  sure  you  are  not 
enjoying  it  ? 

MR.  DARLING  (anxiously).  Enjoying  it  !  See  my  punish- 
ment :  living  in  a  kennel 

MRS.  DARLING.     Forgive  me,  dear  one. 
MR.  DARLING.      It  is  I  who  need  forgiveness,  always  I,  never 
you.     And  now  I  feel  drowsy.     (He  retires  into  the  kennel.) 
Won't  you  play  me  to  sleep  on  the  nursery  piano  ?     And  shut 
that  window,  Mary  dearest  ;   I  feel  a  draught. 
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MRS.  DARLING.     Oh,  George,  never  ask  irie  to  do  that*    The 
window  must  always  be  left  open  for  them,  always,  always. 

(She  goes  into  the  day  nttrser^  from  which  we  presently  hear 
her  playing  the  sad  song  of  Margaret.  She  littte  knows  that 
her  last  remark  has  bfen  overheard  by  tfiboy  crouching  at  the 
window.  He  steals  infb  the  room  accompanied  by  a  ball  of 
light.) 

PETER.  Tink,  where  are  you  ?  Quick,  close  the  window. 
(It  closes.^  Bar  it.  (The  bar  slams  down.]  Now  when  Wendy 
comes  she  will  think  her  mother  has  barred  her  out,  and  sfie  will 
h^ve  to  come  back  tame  i  '  (TINKER  BELL  gdks.}  Now,  Tink, 
you  afcd  I  must  go  out  by  the  dbor.  (Doors,  however,  are  con- 
fusing things  to  those  who  are  used  to  windows,  and  he  is  puzzled 
when  he  finds  that  this  one  does  not  *open%on  to  the  firmament.  He 
tries  the  other,  and  sees  th$  piano  playw.)  It  is  Wendy's  mother  ! 
^TINK.  pops  on  to  his  shoulder  and  they  peep  together.)  She  is  a 
pretty  lady,  but  not  so  pretty  as  my  mother.  (This  if  a  pure 
guess.)  She  is  making  the  box  say  '  Come  home,  W£ndy.' 
You  will  neve^seg  Wendy  again,  lady,  for  the  window  is  barred  ! 
(He  flutters  about  the  room  joyously  like  a  bird,  but'has  to  return  to 
that  door.}  She  has  laid  her  head  down  dh  the  box*.  There  are 
two  wet  tiling  sitting  on  her  eyes.  As  soon  as  they  'go  away 
another  two  come  and  sit  on  her  eyes.  (She  is  heard  moaning 
'  Wendy,  Wendy,  Wendy.''}  She  wants  me  to  unbar  the  window. 
I  won't  !  She  is  awfully  fond  of  Weivdy.  I  am  fond  o¥  her 
too.  We  can't  both  have  her,  lady  !  (A  funny  feeling  comes 
over  him.)  Come  on,  Tink  ;  we  don*t  want  any  silly  mothers. 
(He  opens  the  window  and  they  fly  out* 

It  is  thus  that  the  truants  find  entrance  easy  ivhen  they 
alight  on  thl  sill>  jopN  to  his  credifhaving  the  tired  MICHAEL 
on  his  shoulders.  They  have  nothing  else  to  their  credit ; 
no  compunction  for  what  they  have  doney  not  the  tiniest  fear 
that  aTiy  just  person  may  be  awaiting  them  with  a  stick. 
The  youngest  is  in  a  daze,  but  the  two  others  are  shining 
virtuously  like  holy  people  who  are  about  to  give  ti&o  other 
people  a  treat.) 

MICHAEL  (looking  about  him).     I   think  I  have  been  here 
before. 

JOHN.     It 's  your  home,  you  stupid. 
WENDY.     There  is  your  old  bed,  Michael. 
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MIC  IAEL.      I  had  nearly  forgotten. 
JOHN.     I  say,  the  kennel  ! 
WENDY.      Perhaps  Nana  &  in  it. 
JOHN  (peering).     There  is  a  man  aJeep  in  it 
WENDY  (remembering  him  fy  th<*  bald  patch}.      It 's  father  ! 
JOHN.     So  it  is  ! 

MICHAEL.      Let  me  see  father.      (Disappointed)  He  is  not  as 
big''as  the  pirate  I  killed. 

JOHN  (perplexed).     Wendy,  surely  father  didn't  ire  to  sleep 
in  the  kennel  ? 

WENDY  (with  mi'givings).     Perhaps  wC  don't  remember  /"he 
old  life  as  well  as  we  thought  ^fce  did.  <r 

JOHN  (chilled).     It  is  very  careless  of  mother  not  to  be  here 
when  we  come  back. 

(The  piano  is  heard  a^ain.} 

WENDY.      H'sli  !      (She  goes  to. the  door  art  peeps.)     That  fc 
her  placing  !      (They  all  have  a  peep.] 
MICHAEL.      WIio  is  that  lady  ? 
JOHN.   H'sh  !     It 's  mother. 

MICMAEJ,.    rrrhcn  are  you  not  really  our  mother,  Wendy  ? 
WENDY  (with  conviction).    Oh  clear,  it  is  quite  time  to  be  back  ! 
JOHN1.      Let  us  creep  in  and  put  our  hands  OV.T  her  eyes. 
WENDY  (more  considerate).     No,  let  us  break  it  to  her  gently. 
(She  slips  between  the  sheets  of  her  bed ;    and  the  other 's, 
seeing  the  idea  at  once,  get  into  their  beds.      Then  when  the 
music  stops  they  cover  their  heads.      There  are  now  three 
distinct  bumps  in  fhe  beds.     MRS.'  DARLING  sees  the  bu?/ips 
cis  soon  as  she  comes  /X  but  she  docs  not  believe  she  sees 
them.} 

MRS.  DARLING.  I  see  them  in  tl»jcir  beds  so  often  in  my 
dreams  that  I  seem  still  to  sec  them  when  J  aVn  awake  !  I  '11 
not  look  again.  (She  sits  down  find  turns  away  her  face  from  the 
bumps,  though  of  course  they  are  still  reflected  in  her  mind.)  So 
often  their  silver  voices  call  me,  my  little  children  whom  I  'II 
see  no  more. 

(Silver  voices- is  a  good  one,  especially  about  JOHN  ;    but 
the  heads  pop  up.) 

WENDY  (perhaps  rather  silvery).      Mother  ! 
MRS.  DARLING  (without  moving).     That  is  Wendy. 
JOHN  (quite  gruff).     Mother  ! 
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MRS.  DARLING.       Now  it  IS  John. 

MICHAEL  (no  better  than  a  squeak).     Mother  ! 
MRS.   DARLING.     Now  MichacS.     And  when  they  call   I 
stretch  out  my  arms  to  them,  but  they  never  come,  they  never 
come  ! 

(This  timey  however,  they  come,  and  there  is  joy  once  more 
in  the  Darling  household.  The  little  boy  who  is  crouching 
at  the  window  sees  the  joke  of  the  bumps  in  the  beds*  but 
can&ot  understand  what  all  the  rest  of  the  fuss  is  about \ 

The  scene  ch&nges/rom  the  inside  oftbe  house  to  the  outside, 
Iznd  we  see  MR.  DARLING  fcmping  in  at  the  door,  with  the 
lost  boys  hanging  gaily  to  his  coat-tails.  So  we  may  conclude 
that  WENDY  has  told  them  to  "wait*  outside  until  fhe  explaihs 
the  situation  to  her  mother y  win  has  then  sent  MR.  DARLING 
down  to  tell.thcm  that  they  are  adopted.  Of  course  they 
could  have  flown  in  by  the  window  like  a  covey  of  birds^  but 
they  think  it  better  £un  to  enter  by  a  door.  There*  is  ft 
moment*  P  trouble  about  SLIGHTLY,  who  somehoiu  gets  shut 
out.  Fortunately  LIZA  finds  him.] 

LIZA.     What  is  the  matter,  boy  ? 

SLIGHTLY.    «They  have  all  got  a  mother  except  me. 

LIZA  (starting  back}.      Is  your  name  Slightly  ? 

SLIGHTLY.       Ycs'lll. 

LIZA.     Then  I  am  your  mother. 

SLIGHTLY.      How  do  you  know  ? 

LIZA  (the  good-natured  creature).    ,  I  /eel  it  in  my  bones. 

(They  go  into  the  home  and  there  is  nonl  happier  now  than 
SLIGHTLY,  unless  it  be  NAN  A  as  she  passes  with  the  import- 
ance of  a  liurse  who  will  never  have  another  day  off. 
WENDY  loo%s  out  at  the  nursery  window  and  sees  a  friend 
below  y  who  is  hovering  in  the  air  knocking  off  tall  hats  with 
his  feet."  The  ^vearers  don't  see  him.  They  are  too  oM. 
You  carft  see  PETER  if  you  are  old.  They  think  he  is  a 
Draught  at  the  corner.) 

WENDY.      Peter  ! 

PETER  (looking  up  casually).      Hullo,  Wendy. 

(She  flies  down  to  him,  to  the  horror  of  her  mother,  who 
rushes  to  the  window.) 

WENDY  (making  a  last  attempt).     You  don't  feel  you  would 
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like  t;  say  anything  to  my  parents,  Peter,  about  a  very  sweet 
subject  ? 

PETER.     No,  Wendy. 

WENDY.      About  me,  Peter  ? 

PETER.  No.  '  (He  gets  #ut  h'rt  pipes,  which  she  knows  is  a 
very  bad  sign.  She  appeals  with  her  arms  to  MRS.  DARLING,  who 
is  probably  thinking  that  these  children  will  all  need  to  be  tied  to 
their  beds  at  night.} 

MRS.  DARLING  (from  the  window).  Peter,  whcrq  are  you  ? 
Let  me  adopt  you  too. 

(She  is  the  loneliest  age  for  a  woyian^  but  too  old  to  see  PE'^ER 
clearly.} 

PETER.     Would  you  send  me  to  school  ? 

MRS.  DARLING  (obligingly}.      Yes. 

PETER.     And  then  to  a^  office  ? 

MRS.  DARLING.        I  Suppose  SO. 

PETER.     Soon  I  should  be  a  man  r 

MRS.  DARLING.     Very  soon. 

PETER  (passionately).      I  don't  want  to  go  to  odiool  and  learn 
solcirua  things.     No  one  is  going  to  catch  me,  lady,  and  make 
me  a  man.      I  want  Always  to  be  a  little  boy  and  to  have  fun. 
(So  perhaps  he  thinks ,  but  it  is  only  his  greatest  pretend.) 

MRS.  DARLING  (shivering  every  lime  WRNDY  pursues  him  in 
the  air).  Where  are  you  to  live,  Peter  ? 

PETER.  In  the  house  we  built  for  Wendy.  The  fairies  are 
to  put  it  high  up  among  th~  tree-top^  where  they  sleep  at  night. 

WENDY  (rapturously}:     To  think  of  it  ! 

MRS.  DARLING.      1  thought  all  the  fairies  were  dead. 

WENDY  (almost  reprovingly).  No  indeed  !  Their  m6thcrs 
drop  the  babies  into  tiie  Never  bird§'  nests,*  all  mixed  up  with 
the  eggs,  and  the  mauve  fairies  are  boys  and  the  white  ones  are 
girls,  and  there  are  some  colours  who  don't  know  what  they  are. 
The  row  the  children  and  the  birds  make  at  bavth  time  is  posi- 
tively deafening. 

PETER.      I  throw  things  at  them. 

WENDY.     You  will  lie  rather  lonely  in  the  evenings,  Peter. 

PETER.     I  shall  have  Tink. 

WENDY  (flying  up  to  the  window).     Mother,  may  1  go  ? 

MRS.   DARLING  (gripping  her  for  ever).     Certainly  not. 
have  got  you  home  again,  and  I  mean  to  keep  you. 
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WEIRDY.      But  he  does  so  need  a  mouicr. 

MRS.  DARLING.     So  do  you,  my  love. 

PETER.     Oh,  all  right. 

MRS.  DAWNING  (magnanimously}!  But,  Peter,  I  shall  let  her 
go  to  you  once  a  year  for  a  ^eek  to  do  your  sj>ri;ig  cleaning. 

(WENDY  revels  in  this,  fait  /ETER,  who  has  HO  notion  what 
a  spring  cleaning  ft,  waves  a  rather  careless  thanks.) 

MRS.  DARLING.     Say  good-night,  Wendy. 

WENDY.      I  couldn't  go  down  just  for  a  minute  ? 

MRS.  ETARLING.       No. 

WENDY.      Good-night,  Peter  ! 
•EXETER.     Good-night,  Wendy r ! 

WENDY.  Peter,  you  won't  forget  me,  will  you,  before  spring- 
cleaning  time  comes  ? 

(There  is  no  answer ,  for  he  is  already  soaring  high.     For  a 
moment  after  he  fs  gone  we* still  hear  the  pipes.     MRS. 
'ties  and  bars  the  window  ) 

* 
^  now  of  the  Never  Land  a  year  later.    *  It  is 

bed-time  on  the  isJand,  and  the  blind  goes  up  to  the  whispers  of 
the  lovely  Never  music.  The  blue  haze;  that  makes  the  wood 
below  magical  by  day  comes  up  to  the  tree-tops  to  sleep,  and 
through  it  we  <>ee  numberless  nests  all  lit  up,  fairies  and  birds 
quarrelling  for  possession,  others  flying  around  just  for  the  fun 
of  the  thing  and  perhaps  making  bets  about  where  the  little  house 
will  appear  to-night.  It  always  comes  and  snuggles  on  some 
tree-top,  but  you  can  never  be  sure  whiqh  ;  here  it  is  again,  you 
sec  John's  hat  first  as  up  conns  the  house  so  softly  that  it  knocks 
some  gossips  off  their  perch.  When  it  has  settled  comfortably 
it  lights  up,  and  oyt  come  Peter  and  W~ndy. 

Wendy  looks  a  little  older,  but  Peter  is  just  the  same.  She  is 
cloaked  for  a  journey,  and  a  sad  confession  must  be  made  about 
her  ;  'she  flies,$o  badly  now  that  she  has  to  use  a  broomstick. 

WENDY  (who  knows  better  this  time  than  to  be  demonstrative  at 
partings).  Well,  good-bye,  Peter  ;  and  remember  not  to  bite 
your  nails. 

PETER.      Good-bye,  Wendy. 

WENDY.  I  '11  tell  mother  all  about  the  spring  cleaning  and 
the  house. 
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FETTER  (who  soteettmes  forgets  that  she  has  been  here  vefore}. 
You  ao  like  the  house  ? 

WENDY.  Of  course  it  i(\  small:  But  most  people  of  our 
size  wouldn't  have  a  house  at  all.  (She  should  not  have  men- 
tioned size,  for  he  If  as  already  expreyed  displeasure  at  her  growth. 
Another  thin^  one  he  has  scarcely  noticed,  though  it  disturbs  her, 
is  that  she  does  not  see  him  quite  so  clearly  now  as  she  used  to  do.} 
Wfren  you  come  for  me  next  year,  Peter — you  will  come,  won't 
you  ? 

ptf  FER.     Yes.     (Gloating)  To  hear  stories  about  me  ! 
WENDY.      It  is  so  queer  that  the  stories  you  like  best  should 
be  the  ones  about  yourself. 
RETER  (touchy}.     Well,  then 

WENDY^  Fancy  your  forgetting  the  lost  boys,  and  even 
Captain  Hook  ! 

PETER.     Well,  then  ? 
WEWDY.     I  haven't  seen  Tink  this  time. 
PATER.     Who  ? 

WENDY.  Oh  dear  !  I  suppose*  it  is  because  you  have  so 
many  Adventures. 

PETER  (relieved}.      Course  it  is. 

WEH^Y.      If  another  little   girl  —  if  one  younger   than  I 

am (She  can't  go  on.}     Oh,  Peter,  how  I  wish  I  could  take 

you  up  and  squdge  you  !  (He  draws  back.}  Yes,  I  know. 
(Shi  gets  astride  her  broomstick.}  Home  !  (//  carries  her  from 
him  over  the  tree-tops. 

In  a  sort  of  way  %he  understands-  what  she  means  by  Tes, 
I  know?  bukin  most  Sorts  of  ways  he  doesnyt.  It  hvs  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  riddle  of  his  being.  If  he  could  get  the 
hang  of  the  thing  this  cry  might  become  £  tT0  live  would  be  an 
awfully  big  adventure  !  '  but  *he  can  n#ver  quite  get  the 
hang  of  it,  and  so  no  one  is  as  gay  as  he.  IVith  rapturous 
face  he  produces  his  pipes,  and  the  Never*  birds  and  the 
fairies  gather  closer \  till  the  roof  of  the  little  house  is  so  thick 
with  his  admirers  that  some  of  them  fall  down  the  chimney 
He  plays  on  and  on  till  we  wake  up. } 
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ACT   I 
THE  BLUE  AND  WHITE  ROOM 

The  scene  is  the  blue  and  white  room  in  the  house  of  the  Misses 
Su$an  and  Phoebe  Thros^'in  Quality  Street  ;  and  in  this  little 
country  town  there  is  a  satisfaction  about  living  in  Quality 
Street  which  even  religion  cannot  give.  Through  the^bowed 
window  at  the  back  we  have  a  glimpse  of  the  street.  It  is 
pleasantly  broad  and  gn>ss-grown/&nd  is  linked  to  the  outer 
^orld  by  one  demure  shop,  whose  door  rings  a  bell  every  time  it 
opens  and  shuts.  Thus  by  merely  peeping,  every  one  in  Quality 
Street  can  know  at  once  vyho  has  been  buying  a  Whimsy'cake, 
and  usually  wTiy^  This  bell  is  the  most  familiar  sound  of 
Quality  Street.  Now  and  again  ladies  pass  in  th^ir  pattens,  a 
maid  perhaps  protecting  them  with  an  umbrella,  for  flakes  of 
snow  are  fallirg  discreetly.  Gentlemen  in  the  street  are  an 
event  ;  but,  see,  just  as  we  raise  the  curtain,  there  goes  the 
recruiting  sergeant  to  remind  us  that  we  are  in  the  period  of  the 
Napoleonic  wars.  If  he  were  to  look  in  at  the  window  of  the 
blue  and  white  room  all  the  ladies  there  assembled  would  draw 
themselves  up  ;  they  know  him  for,  a  rude  fellow  who  smiles  at 
the  approacli  of  maiden  ladies  and  continues*  to  smile  after  they 
have1  passed.  However,  he  lowers  his  head  to-day  so  that  they 
shrill  not  sec  him',  his  present  design  b^eing  converse  with  the 
Misses.  Throssel'b  maid. 

The  room  is  one  seldom  profaned  by  the  foot  of  man,  and 
everything  ir/'it  is  white  or  blue.  Miss  Phoebe  is  not  present, 
hut  here  are  Miss  Susan,  Miss  Willoughby  and  her  sister  Miss 
Kanny,  and  Miss  Henrietta  Turnbull.  Miss  Susan  and  Miss 
Willoughby,  alas,  already  wear  caps  ;  hut  rfll  the  four  arc  dear 
ladies,  so  refined  that  we  ought  not  to  be  discussing  them  without 
a  more  formal  introduction.  There  seems  no  sufficient  reason 
why  we  should  choose  Miss  Phoebe  as  our  heroine  rather  than 
any  one  of  the  others,  except,  perhaps,  that  we  like  her  name 


94  /DUALITY  STREET  [ACT  i. 

best,  <3ut  we  gave  ner  the  name,  so  we  must  support  our  choice 
and  say  that  she  is  slightly  the  nicest^  unless,  indeed,  Miss.Susan 
is  nicer. 

Miss  Fanny  is  reading  aloud  from •  a  library  book  while  the 
others  sew  or  knit.  They  are  making  garments  for  our  brave 
soldiers  now  far  away  fighting  the  Corsiam  Ogre. 

ivfiss  FANNY.       .  .  .  And  so  the  day  passed  and  evening 
came^  black,  mysterious,  and  ghost-like.     The  wind  mqaned 
unceasingly  like  a  shivering  spirit,  and  the  vegetation  rustled 
uneasily  as  if  something  weird  and  •terrifying  were  about,  to 
happen.     Suddenly  out  of  the  ftarkness  there  emerged  a  Man. 
(She  says  the  last  word  tremu/ous/y  but  without  looking  up. 
The  listeners  knit  wore*  quickly.) 

The  unhappy  Camilla  ^as  standing  lost  in  reverie  when, 
without  pausing  to  advertise  her  of  his  intentions,  he  took  both 
her  hanus  in  his. 

(By  this  time  the  knitting  has  shopped,  and  all  are  listening 
as  if  mesmerised. ) 
Slowly*he  gat-Kered  her  in  his  arms — 

(MISS  biJSAN  gives  an  excited  little  cry.) 

MISS  IANNY.      And  rained  hot,  burning 

MISS  WILLOUGIIBY.     Sister  ! 

MISS  FANNY  (greedily).      4  On  eyes,  mouth ' 

MISS  WILLOUGIIBY  •  (sternly).  Stop.  Miss  Susan,  I  am 
indeed  surprised  you  should  bring  such  an  amazing,  indelicate 
tale  from  the  library. 

MISS  SUSAN  (with  a  slight  shudder).      I  deeply  regret,  Miss 

Willoughby (Sees  MISS  FANNY  reading  quickly  to  her* elf.) 

Oh,  Fanny  !      If  you  {ftease,  my  dear, 
(Takes  the  book  gently  from  her.) 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY.      I  thank  you. 

(She  knits  severely.) 
MISS  FANNY  (a  little  rebel).      Miss  Susan  is  looking  at  the  end. 

•(MISS  SUSAN  closes  the  book  guiltily.) 

MISS    SUSAN     (apologetically).     Forgive    my    partiality    for 
romance,  Mary.      I  fear  'tis  the  mark  of  an  old  maid. 
MISS  WILLOUGIIBY.     Susan,  that  word  ! 
MISS  SUSAN   (sweetly).     'Tis   what   I   am.      And  you  also, 
Marv.  mv  dear. 
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MISS  FANNY  (defending  her  sister}.     Miss  Susan,  I  pro'&t. 
MISS^WILLOUGHBY  (sternly  truthful).     Nay,  sister,  'tis  true. 
We  are  known  everywhere  now,  Susan,  you  and  I,  as  the  old 
maids  of  Quality  Street.     {General  discomfort.) 

MISS  SUSAN.      I  am  haf)py«Phoety  will  not  be  an  old  maid. 
MISS  HENRIETTA  (tuistfaJfy).*    Do  you  refer,  Miss  Susan,  to 
V.  B.  ? 

(MISS  SUSAN  smiles  happily  to  herself.) 

MISS  SU^AN.      Miss  Phoebe  of  the  ringlets  as  he  has  called 
her. 

MISS   FANNY.     Other   females   besides   IVIiss    Phoebe   have 
ringlets*  f 

MISS  SUSAN.     But  you  and  Miss  Henrietta  have  to  employ 
papers,  my  dear.      (Proudly)  Phoebe,  ne^ver. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (in  defence  of  Frvny).     I  do  not  approve  of 
Miss  Phoebe  at  all. 

*  MISS  SUSAN  (flushing).  Mary,  had  Phoebe  been  dyin£  you 
would  have  called  her  an  angel,  but  that  is  ever  the  way.  iT "is 
all  jealousy  to  the  bride  and  good  wishes  to  the  corpse.  (Her 
guests  rise,  hurt.)  My  love,  I  beg  your  pardon. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.     With  your  permission,  Mfss  Si.—,  I 
shall  put  on  my  Battens. 

(MISS  SUSAN  gives  permission  almost  haughtily,  and  the 
ladies  retire  to  the  bedroom,  MISS  FANNY  remaining  behind 
a  moment  to  ask  a  question.) 

MISS  FANNY.      A  bride  ?     Miss  Susan,  do  you  mean  that 
V.  B.  has  declared  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.      Fanny,  1  expect  it  hourly. 

•  (MISS  SUSAN,  left  alone,  is  agitated  by  the  terrible  scene  with 

MISS  WlI.LOUfcHBY.  ^l 

Enter  PHOEBE  in  her  bonnet,  and  we  see  at  once  that  she 
feally  is  the  nicest.  She  it  so  flushed  with  delightful  news 
that  she  Almost  forgets  to  take  off 'her  pattens  before  crossing 
the  blue  and  white  room,) 

MISS  .SUSAN.      You  seem  strangely  excited,  Phoebe. 
PHOEBE.     Susan,  1  have  met  a  certairr  individual. 
MISS  SUSAN.      V.  B.  ?    (PHOEBE  nods  several  times,  and*  her 
gleaming  eyes  tell  MISS  SUSAN  as  much  as  if  they  were  a  romance 
from  the  library.)     My  dear,  you  arc  trembling. 
PHOEBE  (bravely).      No — oh  no. 
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MISS  SUSAN.     You  put  your  hand  to  your  heart. 

PHOEBE.     Did  I  ? 

MISS  SUSAN  (in  a  whisper}.     My  love,  has  he  o^ercd  ? 

PHOEBE  (appalled).     Oh,  Susan. 

(EnteK.  MISS  wiLLOUGtfBY,  partly  cloaked.} 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  How  do  you  Jo,  Miss  Phoebe.  (Por- 
tentously] Susan,  I  have  no  wish  to  alarm  you,  but  I  am  of 
opinion  that  there  is  a  man  in  the  house.  I  suddenly  felt  it 
while  putting  on  my  pattens. 

Miss  SUSAN.  You  mean — a  follower — in  the  kitchen  ? 
(She  courageously  rtngs  the  bell,  but  htr  voice  falters.)  I  am  just 
a  little  afraid  of  Patty. 

(Enter  PATTY,  a  buxom  young  woman,  who  loves  her 
misiresses  and  sm:les  at  them,  and  knows  how  to  terrorise 
them.) 

Patty,  I  hope  we  may  not  hurt  your  feelings,  but 

PATTY  (sternly).  Arc  you  implicating,  ma'am,  that  I  have  a 
tbllctver  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh  no,  Patty. 

PA'ITY.    ,So  be  it. 

MISS  SUSAN  (ashamed).  Patty,  come  back.  (Humbly)  I  told 
a  falsehood  just  now  ;  1  am  ashamed  of  myself. 

PATTY  (severely).      As  well  you  might  be,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE  (so  roused  that  she  would  look  heroic  if  she  did 
not  spoil  the  effect  by  wagging  her  finger  at  PATTY).  How 
dare  you.  There  is  a  man  in  the  kitchen.  To  the  door  with 
him. 

PATTY.      A  glorious  soldier  to  be  so  treated  ! 

PHOEBE      The  door. 

PATTY.      And  if  he  refuses  ? 
(They  look  perplexed.) 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh  dear  ! 

PHOEBE.      If  he  refuses  scud  him  here  to  me. 

(Exit  PATTY.) 

MISS  SUSAN.      Lion-hearted  Phoebe. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  A  soldier  ?  (Nervously)  I  wish  it  may 
not  be  that  impertinent  recruiting  sergeant.  I  passed  him  in  the 
street  to-day.  He  closed  one  of  his  eyes  at  me  and  then  quickly 
opened  it.  I  knew  what  he  meant. 

PHOEBE.      He  does  not  come. 
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MISS  SUSAN.     1  think  I  hear  their  voices  in  dispute. 

(She  is  listening  through  the  floor.  They  all  stoop  or  go  on 
their  kvcs  to  listen,  and  when'they  are  in  this  position  the 
RECRUITING  SERGEANT  enters  unobserved.  He  chuckles 
aloud.  In  a  moment  PHOEBE  is  alone  with  hint.) 

SERGEANT  (with  an  Irish  accent}.     Your  servant,  ma'am 

PHOEBE  (advancing  sternly  on  him}.  Sir (She  is  per- 
plexed ,  as  he  seems  undismayed.}  Sergeant (She  sees  mud 

from  his  bwts  on  the  carpet.}  Oh  !  oh  !  (Brushes  carpet.} 
Sergeant,  I  am  wishful  to  scold  you,  but  would  you  be  so 
obliging  as  to  stand  on'this  paper  while  I  do  il  ? 

SERGEANT.     With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE  (forgetting  to  be  angry}.  Sergeant,  have  you  killed 
people  ? 

SERGEANT.      Dozens,  nvi'am,  dozens. 

PHOEBE.  How  terrible.  Oh,  sir,  I  pray  every  night  that 
the  Lord  in  His  loving-kindness  will  root  the  enemy  up.  *I^  it 
true  that  the  Corsican  Ogre  eats  babies  ? 

SERGEANT.  I1  h?,vc  spoken  with  them  as  have  seen  him  do 
it,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE.  The  Man  of  Sin.  Have  you  ever  seen  a  vivan- 
diere,  sir  ?  (Wistfully}  I  have  sometimes  wished  therc'werc 
vivandieres  in  the  British  Army.  (For  a  ?no?nent  she  sees  herself 
as  one.}  Oh,  Sergeant,  a  shudder  goes  through  me  when  I  s^ee 
you  in  the  streets  enticing  those  poor  young  men. 

SERGEANT.      If  you  were  one  of  tbfcm.  ma'am,  and  death  or 
glory  was  the  call,  you  would  take  th«g  shilling,  ma'am. 
1     PHOEBE.     Oh,  not  for  that. 

SERGEANT.     For  King  and  Country,  ma'am  ? 

PHOEBE  (grandly^.     Yes,  yes,  for  that. 

SERGEANT  (candtdly}.  Not  that  it  is  all  fighting.  The  sack 
of  captured  towns — the  loot. 

PHOEBE  (proudly}.  An  English  soldier  never  sacks  nor 
loots. 

SERGEANT.     No,  ma'am.     And  then — the  girls. 

PHOEBE.     What  girls  ? 

SERGEANT.      In  the  towns  that — that  we  don't  sack 

PHOEBE.     How  they  must  hate  the  haughty  conqueror. 

SERGEANT.     We  are  not  so  haughty  as  all  that. 

PHOEBE    (sadly}.      I    think    1    understand.      I    am    afraid, 
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Sergeant,  you  do  not  tell  those  poor  young  men  the  noble  things 
I  thought  you  told  them. 

SERGEANT.  Ma  am,  I  must  e'en  tell  them  \jdiat  they  are 
wishful  to  hear.  There  ha'  been  five,  ma'am,  all  this  week, 
listening  to  me  and  then  shelving  me  their  heels,  but  by  a  grand 
stroke  of  luck  I  have  them  at  last. 

PHOEBE.     Luck  ? 

(MISS  SUSAN  opens  door  slightly  and  listens.) 

SERGEANT.     The  luck,  ma'am,  is  that  a  gentleman  of  the 
town  has  enlisted.     That  gave  them  the  push  forward. 
(MISS  SUSAN.*';  excited.) 

PHOEBE.  A  gentleman  or  this  town  enlisted  ?  (Eagerly) 
Sergeant,  who  ? 

SERGEANT.     Nay,  nja'am,  I  think  it  be  a  scciet  as  yet. 

PHOEBE.  But  a  gentleman  !  'Tis  the  most  amazing, 
exciting  thing.  Sergeant,  be  so  obliging. 

SEUGEANT.     Nay,  ma'am,  I  can't. 

A:ISS  SUSAN  (at  door,  carried  away  by  excitement).  But  you 
must,  you  must  ! 

SERGEANT  (turning  to  the  door).     You  see,  ma'am 

(The  door  is  hurriedly  closed.) 

PHOEBE  (ashamed).  Sergeant,  I  have  not  been  saying  the 
things  I  meant  to  say  to  you.  Will  you  please  excuse  my 
turning  you  out  of  the  house  somewhat  violently. 

SERGEANT.      I  am  used  to  it,  ma  am. 

PHOEBE.     I  won't  really  hurt  you. 

SERGEANT.     Thank  you  kindly,  ma  am. 

PHOEBE  (observing  the  bedroom  door  opening  a  little,  and  speak- 
ing in  a  loud  voice).  I  protest,  sir  ;  we  shall  permit  no  followers 
in  this  house.  Should  I  discover  you  in  my  kitchen  again  I 
shall  pitch  you  out — neck  and  crop.  Begone,  sir. 

(The  SERGEANT  retires  affably.  All  the  ladies  except  MISS 
HENRIETTA  co?ne  out,  admiring  PHOEBE.  The  WIL- 
LOUGHBYS  tire  attired  for  their  journey  across  the  street.) 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  Miss  Phoebe,  we  could  not  but  admire 
you. 

(PHOEBE,  alasy  knows  that  she  is  not  admirable.) 

PHOEBE.     But  the  gentleman  recruit  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  Perhaps  they  will  know  who  he  is  at  the 
woollen-draper's. 
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MISS  FANNY.     Let  us  inquire. 

(But  before  they  go  MISS  WILLOUGHBY/^  j  a  duty  to  perform.} 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  I  wish  to  apologise.  Miss  Phoebe,  you 
arc  a  dear,  good  girl.  If  I  have  made  remarks  about  her  ringlets, 
Susan,  it  was  jealousy.  (PHC^EE  atyi  MISS  SUSAN  wlfh  to  embrace 
her,  but  she  is  not  in  the  nyod  for  It.}  Come,  sister. 

MISS  FANNY  (the  dear  woman  that  she  is).  Phoebe,  dear,  I 
wish  you  very  happy. 

(PHVEBE  presses  her  hand.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA  (entering,  and  not  to  be  outdone).  Miss 
Phoebe,  1  give  you  jo/. 

(The  three  ladies  go,  the  twd  younger  ones  a  little  tearfully^ 
and  we  sec  them  pass  ihc  window.)  * 

PHOEBE  (pained).  Susan,  you  have, been  talking  to  them 
about  V.  B. 

MISS  SUSAN.  I  could  not  help  it.  (Eagerly)  Now,  Phnpfae, 
what  is  it  you  have  to  tell  me  ? 

PHOEBE  (in  a  low  voice).  Dear,  I  think  it  is  too  holy  t(f 
speak  of. 

MISS  SUSAN.     To  your  sister  ? 

PHOEBE.  Susan,  as  you  know,  I  was  sitting  witti  an  unhappy 
woman  whose  husband  has  fallen  in  the  war.  When  l*came 
out  of  the  cottage  he  was  passing. 

MISS  SUSAN.        Yes  ? 

PHOEBE.  He  offered  me  his  escort.  -At  tirst  he  was  very 
silent — as  he  has  often  been  of  late. 

MISS  SUSAN.      We  know  why. 

PHOEBE.  Please  not  to  say  that  Tknow  why.  Suddenly  he 
stopped  and  swung  his  cane.  You  know  how  gallantly  he 
swings  his  cane. 

MISS  SUSAN.      Yes,  indeed. 

PHQEBE.  He  said  :  *  I  have  something  1  am  wishful  to  tell 
you,  Miss  Phoebe  ;  perhaps  you  can  guess  what  it  is.' 

MISS  SUSAN.     Go  on  ! 

PHOJRBE.  To  say  I  could  guess,  sister,  would  have  been  un- 
ladylike. I  said  :  '  Please  not  to  tell  meln  the  public  thorough- 
fare '  ;  to  which  he  instantly  replied  :  *  Then  I  shall  call* and 
tell  you  this  afternoon.' 

MISS  SUSAN.     Phoebe  ! 

(They  are  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  PATTY  with  tea. 
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They  see  that  she  has  brought  three  cups,  and  know  that  this 
is  her  impertinent  way  of  implying  that  mistresses,  as  well 
as  maids ,  may  have  a  f  follower.'  When  she.  has  gone  they 
smile  at  the  daring  of  the  wom<M9  and  sit  down  to  tea.) 

PHOEBE.  Susrfn,  to  think  that  it  has  all  happened  in  a  single 
year. 

MISS  SUSAN.  Such  a  genteel  competency  as  he  can  offer  ; 
sudi  a  desirable  establishment. 

PHOEBE.  I  had  no  thought  of  that,  dear.  I  was  recalling 
our  first  meeting  at  Mrs.  Fotheringay's  quadrille  party. 

MISS  SUSAN.  We  had  quite  forgotten  that  our  respected  Jocal 
physician  was  growing  elderly. 

PHOEBE.  Until  he  said  :  *  Allow  me  to  present  my  new 
partner,  Mr.  Valentine  Brown. 

Miss  SUSAN.  Phoebe,  rfo  you  remember  how  at  the  tea-table 
he  facetiously  passed  the  cake-basket  with  nothing  in  it  ! 

PHOEBE.  He  was  so  amusing  from  the  first.  J  am  thankful, 
Susr.n,  that  I  too  have  a  sense  of  humour.  1  am  exceedingly 
funny  at  times  ;  am  I  not,  Susan  ? 

M&S  SUSAN.  Yes,  indeed.  But  he  sees  humour  in  the  most 
unexpected  things.  I  say  something  so  ordinary  about  loving, 
for  instance,  to  have  everything  either  blue  *>r  white  in  this 
room,  and  I  know  not  why  he  laughs,  but  it  makes  me  feel  quite 
witty. 

PHOEBE  (a  little  anxiously).  I  hope  he  sees  nothing  odd  or 
quaint  about  us. 

MISS  SUSAN.     My  dear,  I  am  sure  he  cannot. 

PHOEBE.     Susan,  the  picnics  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.  Phoebe,  the  day  when  he  first  drank  tea  in  this 
house  ! 

PHOEBE.     He  invited  himself. 

MISS  SUSAN.  He  merely  laughed  when  I  said  it  would  cause 
such  talk* 

PHOEBE.  He  is  absolutely  fearless.  Susan,  he  has  smoked 
his  pipe  in  this  room. 

(They  are  both  a  little  scared.) 

Misst  SUSAN.     Smoking  is  indeed  a  dreadful  habit. 

PHOEBE.     But  there  is  something  so  dashing  about  it. 

MISS  SUSAN  (with  melancholy).  And  now  I  am  to  be  left 
alone. 
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PHOEBE.     No. 

MISS  SUSAN.  My  dear,  I  could  not  leave  this  room.  My 
lovely  blue  and  white  room.  It  is  my  husband. 

PHOEBE  (who  has  become  agitated.}  Susan,  you  must  make 
my  house  your  home.  I  ha**e  something  distressing  to  tell  you. 

MISS  SUSAN.      You  alarm  me.  l 

PHOEBE.  You  know  Mr.  Brown  advised  us  how  to  invest 
half  of  our  money. 

MISS  SUSAN.  I  know  it  gives  us  eight  per  cent,  though  why 
it  should  do  so  I  cannot  understand,  but  very  obliging,  I  am  &ure. 

PHOEBE.  Susan,  ajl  that  money  is  lost  ;  I  had  the  letter 
several  'lays  ago. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Lost  ? 

PHOEBE.     Something  burst,  dear,  and  then  they  abcconueu. 

MISS  SUSAN.     But  Mr.  Brown 

PHOEBE.  I  have  not  advertised  him  of  it  yet,  for  he  will  think 
it  was  his  fault.  But  I  shall  tell  him  to-day. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Phoebe,  how  much  have  we  left  ? 

PHOEBE.  Only  sixty  pounds  a  year,  so  you  see  you  must  live 
with  us,  dearest. 

MISS  SUSAN.     But  Mr.  Brown — he — 

PHOEBE  (grandly).  He  is  a  man  of  means,  and  if  he  -is  not 
proud  to  have  my  Susan  I  shall  say  at  once  :  4  Mr.  Brown — 
the:  door/ 

(She  presses  her  cheek  to  MISS  SUSAN'S.) 

MISS  SUSAN  (softly).     Phoebe,  I  have  a  wedding  gift  for  you. 

PHOEBE.     Not  yet  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  It  has  been  ready  for  a  long  time.  I  began  it 
when  you  were  not  ten  years  old  and  I  was  a  young  woman.  I 
meant  it  for  myself,  Phoebe.  I  had  hoped  that  he — his  name 
was  William — bur,  I  think  I  must  have  been  too  unattractive, 
my  love. 

p  H  O*E  B  E.     S».  veetcst — dearest 

MISS  SUSAN.  I  always  associate  it  with  a  sprigged  poplin  I 
was  wearing  that  summer,  with  a  breadth  of  coloured  silk  in  it, 
being  a  naval  officer  ;  but  something  happened,  a  Miss  Cicely 
Pemberton,  and  they  are  quite  big  boys  now.  So  long  #go, 
Phoebe — he  was  very  tall,  with  brown  hair — it  was  most  foolish 
of  me,  but  I  was  always  so  fond  of  sewing — with  long  straight 
legs  and  such  a  pleasant  expression. 
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PHOEBE.     Susan,  what  was  it  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  It  was  a  wedding-gown,  my  dear.  Even  plain 
women,  Phoebe,  we  can't  help  it ;  'when  we  are  young  We  have 
romantic 'ideas  just  as  if  we  were  pretty.  And  sof  the  wedding- 
gown  was  never  <ised.  Long  before  it  was  finished  I  knew  he 
would  not  6ffer,  but  I  finished*  it,  and  then  I  put  it  away.  I 
have  always  hidden  it  from  you,  PHoebe,  but  of  late  I  have 
brought  it  out  again,  and  altered  it. 

(She  goes  to  ottoman  and  unlocks  it.) 

PHOEBE.  Susan,  I  could  not  wear  it.  (MISS  SUSAN  brings  the 
wedding-gown.)  Oh  !  how  sweet,  how  Beautiful  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.  You  will  wfcar  it,  my  love,  won't  youg?  "And 
th?  tears  it  was  sewn  with  long  ago  will  all  turn  into  smiles  on 
my  PhoeJ>e\  wedding-day. 

(They  are  tearfully  Chappy  when  a  knock  is  heard  on  the 
street  door.) 

PHOEBE.     That  knock. 
MISS  SUSAN.     So  dashing. 

PHOEBE.     So    imperious.     (She"  is   suddenly  panic-stricken.) 
Susa^i,  I  think  he  kissed  me  once. 
MISS  SUSUN  (starthd).     You  think  ? 

PHOEBE.      I   know   he  did.     That  evening — a  week  ago, 
when  he  was  squiring  me  home  from  the  concert.      It  was 
raining,  and  my  face  was  wet  ;   he  said  that  was  why  he  did  it. 
•MISS  SUSAN.     Because  your  face  was  wet  ? 
PHOEBE.      It  does  not  seem  a  sufficient  excuse  now. 
MISS  SUSAN  (appalled).  *  Oh,  Phoebe,  before  he  had  offered  ? 
PHOEBE  (in  distress).     1  fear  me  it  was  most  unladylike. 

(VALENTINE  BROWN  is  shown  in.  He  is  a  frank  ..genial 
young  man  of  twenty-five  who  honestly  admires  the  ladies, 
though  he  is  amused  by  their  quaintne^s.  He  is  modestly 
aware  that  it  is  in  the  blue  and  white  room  alone  that  he  is 
esteemed  a  wit.) 

BROWN.  Miss  Susan,  how  do  you  do,  ma'am  ?  Nay,  Miss 
Phoebe,  though  we  have  met  to-day  already  I  insist  on  shaking 
hands  with  you  again. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Always  so  dashing. 

(VALENTINE  laughs  and  the  ladies  exchange  delighted  smiles.) 

VALENTINF.   (to   MISS   SUSAN).       And    my   other   friends,    I 

hooe   I    find    them    in   health  ?     The  spinet,  ma'am,  seems 
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quite  herself   to-day ;    I    trust   the   ottoman   passed   aj/good 
night  ? 

MISS'SUSAN  (beaming).     We  are  all  quite  well,  sir. 

VALENTIN!*.  May  I  sit  on  this  chair,  Miss  Phoebe  ?  I 
know  Miss  Susan  likes  nic*t<j  break  her  chairs^ 

MISS  SUSAN.  Indeed,  sir,  Itdofnot  Phoebe,  4iow  strange 
that  he  should  think  so.  % 

PHOEBE  (instantly).     The  remark  was  humorous,  was  it  nj>t  ? 

VALENTINE.      How  you  see  through  me,  Miss  Phoebe. 

•(T/fr  sisters  again  exchange  delighted  smiles.     VALENTINE 
is  about  to  take  a  seat.) 

ivtiss^susAN  (thinking  aloM).  Qh  dear,  I  r'eel  sure  he  is  going 
to  roll  the  coverlet  into  a  ball  and  then  sit  on  it. 

(VALENTINE,  who  has  been  on  the  point  of  doing  sjy,  abstains 
and  sits  guiltily.) 

VALENTINE.  So  I  am  dashing,  Miss  Susan  ?  Am  I  dashing, 
Miss  Phoebe  ? 

PHOEBE.     A — little,  I  think. 

VALENTINE.  Well,  but*I  have  something  to  tell  you  tcT-day 
which  I  really  think  is  rather  dashing.  (MISS  SUSAN  gathers  her 
knitting,  looks  at  PHOEBE,  and  is  preparingjo  go.)  Jf  ou  a*re  not 
going,  ma'am,  before  you  know  what  it  is  ? 

Mrss  SUSAN.  I — I — indeed — to  be  sure — I — I  know,  Mr. 
Brown. 

PHOEBE.     Susan  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.  I  mean  I  do  not  know.  "I  mean  I  can  guess — 
I  mean Phoebe,  my  love,  explain,.  (She  goes  out.) 

VALENTINE  (rather  disappointed)*  The  explanation  being, 
I  suppose,  that  you  both  know,  and  I  had  flattered  myself  'twas 
such  a  secret.  Aqi  I  then  to  understand  that  you  had  foreseen 
it  all,  Miss  Phoebe  ? 

PHOEBE.     Nay,  sir,  you  must  not  ask  that. 

VAlENTiNE,  1  believe  in  any  case  'twas  you  who  first  put 
it  into  my  head. 

PHOEBE  (aghast).     Oh,  I  hope  not. 

VALENTINE.  Your  demure  eyes  flashed  so  every  time  the 
war  was  mentioned  ;  the  little  (Quaker  suddenly  looked  like  a 
gallant  boy  in  ringlets. 

(A  dread  comes  over  PHOEBE,  but  it  is  in  her  heart  alone  ; 
it  shows  neither  in  face  nor  'voice.) 
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PHOEBE.     Mr.  Brown,  what  is  it  you  have  to  tell  life  ? 

VALENTINE.  That  I  have  enlisted.  Miss  Phoebe.  Did  you 
surmise  it  was  something  else  ? 

PHOEBE.  You  are  goin£  to  the  wars  ?  Mr/  Brown,  is  it 
a  jest  ? 

VALENTINE.  It  would  lie  a^sorry  jest,  ma'am.  I  thought 
you  knew.  I  concluded  that  the1  recruiting  sergeant  had 
talked. 

PHOEBE.     The  recruiting  sergeant  ?     I  see. 

VALENTINE.  These  stirring  times,  Miss  Phoebe-1— he. is  but 
half  a  man  who  stays  at  home.  I  have  chafed  for  months.  I 
want  to  see  whether  I  have  any  courage,  and  as  to  be  jjn  arrmy 
surgeon  does  not  appeal  to  me,  it  was  enlist  or  remain  behind. 
To-day  I  found  that  there  were  five  waverers.  I  asked  them 
would  they  take  the  shilling  if  I  took  it,  and  they  assented.  Miss 
Phoebe,  it  is  not  one  man11!  give  to  the  King,  but  six. 

PHOEBE  (brightly}.     I  think  you  have  done  bravely. 

VALENTINE.  We  leave  shortly  for  the  Petersburgh  barracks, 
and'I  go  to  London  to-morrow  ;  so  this  is  good-bye. 

PHOEBE.  I  shall  pray  that  you  may  be  preserved  in  battle, 
Mr.  Brownt 

VALENTINE.  And  you  and  Miss  Susan  will  write  to  me  when 
occasion  offers  ? 

PHOEBE.     If  you  wish  it. 

^ALENTINE  (smiling).  With  all  the  stirring  news  of  Quality 
Street. 

PHOEBE.  It  seems  sfirring  to  us  ;  it  must  have  been  merely 
laughable  to  you,  who  came  here  from  a  great  city. 

VALENTINE.  Dear  Quality  Street — that  thought  me  dash- 
ing !  But  I  made  friends  in  it,  Miss  Phpebe,  of  two  very 
sweet  ladies. 

PHOEBE  (timidly).  Mr.  Brown,  I  wonder  why  you  have  been 
so  kind  to  my  sister  and  me  ? 

VALENTINE.  The  kindness  was  yours.  If  at  first  Miss 

Susan  amused  me (Chuckling)  To  see  her  on  her  knees 

decorating  the  little  legs  of  the  couch  with  frills  as  if  it  were  a 
child  !  But  it  was  her  sterling  qualities  that  impressed  me 
presehtly. 

PHOEBE.      And  did — did  I  amuse  you  also  ? 

VALENTINE.     Prodigiously,    Miss    Phoebe.     Those    other 
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ladies,  they  were  always  scolding  you,  your  youthfulness  ^flocked 
them;     I  believe  they  thought  you  dashing. 

PHOEBE  ^nervously).  I  have  sometimes  feared  that  I  was 
perhaps  too  dashing.  w  * 

VALENTINE  (laughing  at*this).  ,  You  delirious  Miss  Phoebe. 
You  were  too  quiet.  J[  felt  %orry  that  one  so  sw'eet  and  young 
should  live  so  grey  a  life.  I  wondered  whether  I  could  put  any 
little  pleasures  into  it. 

PHOEBE.     The  picnics  ?     It  was  very  good  of  you. 

VALENTINE.  That  was  only  how  it  began,  for  soon  f  knew 
that  it  was  I  who  got  t£ic  pleasures  and  ^ou  who  gave  them. 
Youiiave  been  to  me,  Miss  Phtoebe,  like  a  quiet,  old-fashioned 
garden  full  of  the  flowers  that  Knglishmen  love  best  betause 
they  have  known  them  longest  :  the  daisy,  that  stands  for 
innocence,  and  the  hyacinth  for  cor^tancy,  and  the  modest  violet 
and  the  rose.  When  I  *am  far  away,  ma'am,  I  shall  often  think 
of  Miss  Phoebe's  pretty  soul,  which  is  her  garden,  and  Shut  my 
eyes  and  walk  in  it. 

(She  is  smiling  gallantly  through  her  pain  when  MISS  SUSAN 
returns.) 

Miss  SUSAN.      Have  you — is  it — you  Seem  so  calm,  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE  (pressing  her  sister's  hand  warningly  and  imploringly). 
Susan,  what  Mr.  Brown  is  so  obliging  as  to  inform  us  of  is  not 
what  we  expected — not  that  at  all.  My  dear,  he  is  the  gentle- 
man who  has  enlisted,  and  he  came  tot  tell  us  that  and  fo  say 
good-bye. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Going  away  ? 

PHOEBE.      Yes,  dear. 

VALENTINE.  Am  I  not  the  ideal  recruit,  ma'am  :  a  man 
without  a  wife  or  a  mother  or  a  sweetteart  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.   »No  sweetheart  ? 

VALENTINE.      Have  you  one  for  me,  Miss  Susan  ? 

PHOEBE  (hastily,  lest  her  sister's  face  should  betray  the  tru>h). 
Susan,  we  shall  have  to  tell  him  now.  You  dreadful  man,  you 
will  laugh  and  say  it  is  just  like  Quality  Street.  But  "indeed 
since  I  met  you  to-day  and  you  told  me  you  had  something  to 
communicate  we  have  been  puzzling  what  it  could  be,  and  we 
concluded  that  you  were  going  to  be  married, 

VALENTINE.     Ha  !   ha  !   ha  !     Was  that  it ! 

PHOEBE.     So  like  women,   you   know.     We  thought   we 
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perhafy     .cnew   her.     (Glancing  at   the   wedding-gown.)     We 
were  even  discussing  what  we  should  wear  at  the  wedding. 

VALENTINE.  Ha  !  ha  !  ,  I  shall  often  think  of  tliis,  I 
wonder  who  would  have  me,  Miss,  Susan?  (itising.)  But 
I  must  be  off  ;  and  God  bless  you  Loth. 

MISS  SUSA>!J  (forlorn).     You  art-  going  ! 

VALENTINE.  No  more  mud  on  your  carpet,  Miss  Susan  ;  no 
more  coverlets  rolled  into  balls.  A  good  riddance.  Miss 
Phoebe,  a  last  look  at  the  garden. 

*  (Taking  her  hand  and  looking  into  her  face.) 

PHOEBE.     We  shall  miss  you  very  much,  Mr.  Brown. 

VALENTINE.  There  is  oiie»littlc  matter.  That  invcfcnicnt 
I  advised  you  to  make,  I  am  happy  it  has  turned  out  so  well. 

PHOEBE  Checking  MISS  SUSAN,  who  is  about  to  tell  of  the  loss  of 
the  money)  It  was  good  $f  you  to  take  all  that  trouble,  sir. 
Accept  our  grateful  thanks. 

VALLNTINE.  Indeed  I  am  glad  that  you  arc  so  comfortably 
le*t  jj]  I  am  your  big  brother.  Good-bye  again.  (Looks  round.) 
This  little  blue  and  white  room  and  fits  dear  imr  ites,  may  they 
be  unchanged  when  I  come  back.  Good-bye. 

(He  goes.     MISS«SUSAN  looks  forlornly  at  PHOEBE,  who  smile* 
ptifully.) 

PHOEBE.  A  misunderstanding ;  just  a  mistake.  (She 
shudders,  lifts  the  wedding-gown  and  puts  it  back  in  the  ottoman. 
MISSCSUSAN  sinks  sobbing  into  a  chair.)  Don't,  dear,  don't — we 
can  live  it  down. 

MISS  SUSAN  (fiercely).  *  He  is  a  iicnd  in  human  form. 

PHOEBE.  Nay,. you  hurfmc,  sister.  lie  is  a  brave  gentle- 
man. 

MISS  SUSAN.     The  money  ;  why  did  you  nc,t  let  me  tell  him  ? 

PHOEBE  (flushing).  So  that  he  might  offer  to  me  out  of  pity, 
Susan  ? 

.  MISS  SUSAN.  Phoebe,  how  are  we  to  live,  with  the  quartern 
loaf  at  one  and  tenpence  ? 

PHGEBE.     Brother  James 

MISS  SUSAN..  YQU  know  very  well  that  brother  James  will 
do  nothing  for  us. 

PHOEBE.  I  think,  Susan,  we  could  keep  a  little  school — 
for  genteel  children  only,  of  course.  I  would  do  most  of  the 
teaching. 
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-? 
MISS  SUSAN.     You  a  schoolmistress — Phoebe  of  the  ririglets  ; 

every  ojne  would  laugh. 

PHOEBE.  ,1  shall  hide  the  ringlets  away  in  a  cap  Ijke  yours, 
Susan,  and  people  will  soon  forget  them.  And  I  shall  try  to 
look  staid  and  to  grow  old  q'uicklji  It  will  not  bp  so  hard  to 
me  as  you  think,  dear. 

MISS  SUSAN.  'I 'here  were  other  gentlemen  who  were 
attracted  by  you,  Phoebe,  and  you  turned  from  them. 

PIIOEBF*     1  did  not  want  them. 

MISS  SUSAN.     They  will  come  again,  and  others. 

PHOEBE.  No,  dear  ;  never  speak  of  tha>  to  me  any  more. 
(///  wof)  I  let  him  kiss  me.  f 

MISS  SUSAN.     You  could  not  prevent  him. 

PHOEBE.  Yes,  I. could.  I  know  I*:ould  now.  rl  wanted 
him  to  do  it.  Oh,  nevfjr  speak  t<*  me  of  others  after  that. 
Perhaps  he  saw  I  wanted  it  and  did  it  to  please  me.  But  I 
meant — indeed  I  did — that  I  gave  it  to  him  with  all  my* love. 
Sister,  I  could  bear  all  the  rqst  ;  but  I  have  been  unladylike* 

(The  curthinjalls)  and  we  do  not  see  the  sisters  again  for 
ten  years ) 


ACT   II 
THE  SCHOOL 

TEN  years  later.  It  is  the  blue  and  white  room  still,  but  many 
of  Miss  Susan's  b« lutiful  things  havp  gone,  some  of  them  never 
to  return  ;  others  are  storcl!  upstairs.  Their  place  fe  taken 
by*'grim  scholastic  furniture  :  forms,  a  desk,  a  globe,  a  black- 
board, heartless  maps,  [t  is  here  that  Miss  Phoebe  keeps  school. 
Miss  Susan  teaches  in  the  room  opening  off  it,  once  the  spare  bed- 
room, where  there  is  a  smaller  blackboard  (for  easier  sums)  but 
no  gl'obe,  as  Miss  Susan  is  easily  alarmed.  Here  arc  the  younger 
'pupils  unless  they  have  grown  defiant,  when  they  are  promoted 
to  the  blue  and  white  room  to  be  under  JVJiss'-'Phoebe's  braver 
rule.  They  really  frighten  Miss  Phoebe  also,  but  she  does  not 
let  her  sister  know  this. 

It  is  noon  on  a  day  in  August,  and  through  the  window  we 
can  see  that  Quality  Street  is  decorated  with  flags.  We  also 
hear  at  times  martial  music  from  another  street.  Miss  Phoebe 
is  giving  a  dancing  lecson  to  half  a  dozen  pupils,  and  is  doing  her 
very  best  ;  now  she  is  at  the  spinet  while  they  dance,  arid  again 
she  is  showing  them  the  new  step.  We  know  it  is  Miss  Phoebe 
because  some  of 'her  pretty  airs  and  graces  still  cling  to  her  in  ii» 
forlorn  way,  but  she  is  much  changed.  Her  curls  arc  out  of 
sight  under  a  cap,  her  manner  is  prim,  the  light  has  gone  from 
her  eyes  and  buoyancy  from  her  figure  ;  she'looks  not  ten  years 
older  but  twenty,  and  not  an  easy  twenty.  When  the  children 
'Are  not  looking  at  her  we  know  that  she  has  the  headache. 

P^HOEBE  (who  is  sometimes  at  the  spinet  and  sometimes  dancing}. 
Toes  out.  So.  Chest  out,  Georgy.  Point  your  toes,  Miss 
Beveridge — so.  So — keep  in  line  ;  and  young  ladies,  re- 
member your  toes.  (GEORGY  In  his  desire  to  please  has  pro- 
truded the  wrong  part  of  his  person.  She  writes  a  C  on  his  chest 
with  chalk.)  C  stands  for  chest,  Georgy.  This  is  S. 
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(MISS  SUSAN  darts  out  of  the  other  room.     She  is  lesi  worn 
than  MISS  PHOEBE.) 

MISS  SUSAJ*  (whispering  so  that,  the  pupils  may  not  hear}. 
Phoebe,  how  many  are  fourteen  and  seventeen  ? 

PHOEBE  (almost  instantly). T  Thifty-one. 

MISS  SUSAN.     I  thankiyou.  f  (She  darts  off.) 

PHOEBE.  That  will  do,  ladies  and  gentlemen.  You  may  go. 
(They  bow  or  curtsey,  and  retire  to  MISS  SUSAN'S  room,idith 
the  ^exception  of  ARTHUR  WELLESLEY  TOMSON,  who  is 
'standing  in  disgrace  in  a  corner  with  the  cap  of  shame  on  his 
head,  #W  ISABELLA,  q  forbidding-looking  learned  little  girl. 
ISABELLA  holds  up  her  hanafor  permission  to  speak.) 

ISABELLA.  Please,  ma'am,  father  wishes  me  to  acqilire 
algebra. 

PHOEBE  (with  a  sinking).  Algrbia  !  Tr — it  is  not  a  very 
ladylike  study,  Isabella. 

ISABELLA.     Father  says,  will  you  or  won't  you  ? 

PHOEBE.  And  you  are  thin.  It  will  make  you  tmrdiei* 
my  dear. 

ISABELLA.     Father  says  I  am  thin  but  wiry. 

PHOEBE.  Yes,  you  are.  (With  feeling)  You  are  veiy  wiry, 
Isabella. 

ISABELLA.  Father  says,  either  I  acquire  algebra  or  I  go  to 
Miss  Prothero's  establishment. 

PHOEBE.     Very  well,  I — I  will  do  my, best.     You  may  |o. 
(ISABELLA  goes  and  PHOEBE  sitbwearily.) 

ARTHUR  (fingering  his  cap).  Please*,  Vna'am,  may  I  take  it 
off  now  ? 

PHOEBE.      Certainly    not.      Unhappy    boy (ARTHUR 

grins.)     Come  her?.     Are  you  ashamed  nf  yourself  ? 

ARTHUR  (blithely).     No,  ma'am. 

PIIQEBE  (in  a  terrible  'voice).  Arthur  Wcllcsley  Tomson, 
fetch  me  the  irtiplement.  (ARTHUR  goes  briskly  for  the  cane,  anA 
she  hits  the  desk  with  it.)  Arthur,  surely  that  terrifies  you  ? 

ARTHUR.     No,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE.     Arthur,  why  did  you  fighfwitl>  that  street  boy  ? 

ARTHUR.  'Cos  he  said  that  when  you  caned  you  did*  not 
draw  blood. 

PHOEBE.     But  I  don't,  do  I  ? 

ARTHUR.     No,  ma'am. 
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PiitEBE.  Then  why  fight  him  ?  (Remembering  how  strange 
boys  are]  Was  it  for  the  honour  of  the  school  ? 

ARTHUR.     Yes,  ma'am.  « 

PHOEBE.     Say  you  are  sorry,  Arthur,  and  I  won't  punish  you. 
(He  bursts  Into  tears.)  c 

ARTHUR.  f  You  promised  to  Jane  nte,  and  now  you  are  not 
going  to  do  it. 

I'HOEBE  (incredulous).      Do  you  wish  to  be  caned  ? 

ARTHUR  (holding  out  his  hand  eagerly).  If  you  pl/*ase?  Miss 
Phoebe. 

PHOEBE.     Unnatural  boy.     (She  fanes  him  in  a  very  unpro- 
fessional manner,)     Poor  dear*  boy. 
(She  kisses  the  hand.) 

ARTHUk  (gloomily).  Oh,  ma'am,  you  will  never  be  able  to 
cane  if  you  hold  it  like  thai  You  should  hold  it  like  this,  Miss 
Phoebe,  and  give  it  a  wriggle  like  that. 

(She  is  too  soft-hearted  to  follow  his  instructions.) 

PHOEBE  (almost  in  tears).     Go  away. 

ARTHUR  (remembering  that  women  are  strange).  Don't  cry, 
ma'am  ,  I  love  you,  Miss  Phoebe. 

(She  'seats  him*bn  her  knee,  and  he  thinks  of  a  way  to  please 
her.) 

If  any  boy  says  you  can't  cane  I  will  blood  him,  Miss  Phoebe. 
(PHOEBE  shudders,  and  MISS  SUSAN  again  darts  in.     She 
signs  to  PHOEBR  to  send  ARTHUR  away.) 

MISS  SUSAN  (as  soon  as  ARTHUR  has  gone).  Phoebe,  if  a  her- 
ring and  a  half  cost  thrte  ha'pence,  how  many  for  elevenpence  ? 

PHOEBE  (instantly).     Eleven. 

MISS  SUSAN.  William  Smith  says  it  is  fifteen  ;  and  he  i&  such 
a  big  boy,  do  you  think  I  ought  to  contradicf  him  ?  May  I  say 
there  are  differences  of  opinion  about  it  ?  Nv>  one  can  be  really 
sure,  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE.  It  is  eleven.  I  once  worked  itcout  with  real 
herrings.  (Stoutly)  Susan,  we  must  never  let  the  big  boys  know 
thatVe  are  afraid  of  them.  To  awe  them,  stamp  with  the  foot, 
speak  in  a  ferocious  voice,  and  look  them  unflinchingly  in  the 
face?  (Then  she  pales.)  Oh,  Susan,  Isabella's  father  insists  on 
her  acquiring  algebra. 

MISS  SUSAN.  What  is  algebra  exactly  ;  is  it  those  three- 
cornered  things  ? 
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PHOEBE.  It  is  x  minus  j>  equals  %  plus  y  and  things  like  that. 
And  all  the  time  you  are  saying  they  are  equal,  you  feel  in  your 
heart,  why  should  they  be. 

(The  music  of  the  hind  swells  here,  and  both  ladies  put  their 
hands  to  their  ears.} 

It  is  the  band  for  to-night's  ball.  We  must  not  grudge  their 
rejoicings,  Susan.  It  is  not  every  year  that  there  is  a  Waterloo 
to  celebrate. 

MISS  JJUSAN.  I  was  not  thinking  of  that.  I  was  thinking 
that  he  is  to  be  at  the  ball  to-night  ;  and  we  have  not  seen  him 
for  ten  years.  , 

PHOEBE  (calmly).  Yes,  ten  years.  We  shall  be  glad  to 
welcome  our  old  friend  buck,  Sus.ni.  I  am  going  into  your 
room  now  to  take  the  Lutin  class.  t 

(A  soldier  with  a  virl  passes- -a  yokel  follows  angrily.) 
MISS  SUSAN.     Oh,  that  weary  Latin,  1  wish  I  had  the  whip- 
ping of  the  man  who  invented  it. 

(She  returns  to  her  room,  and  the  sound  of  the  mufy  :^es 
away.      MISS    PHOEBE,   who  is  not  a   very   accomplished 
classical  scholar,  is  taking  a  final  peep  at  the  declensions 
when  MISS  SUSAN  reappears  excitedly.) 
PHOEBE.     JVhat  is  it  ? 

MISS  SUSAN  (tragically).     William  Smith  !      Phoebe,  I  tried 
to  look  ferocious,  indeed  I  did,  but  he  saw  I  was  afraid,  and  Before 
the  whole  school  he  put  out  his  tongue  at  me. 
PHOEBE.     Susan  ! 

(She  is  lion-hearted ;  she  remembers  ARTHUR'S  instructions^ 
and  practises  with  the  cane.] 

iviiss  SUSVN  (frightened).  Phoebe,  he  is  much  too  big.  Let 
it  pass. 

PHOEBE.     If»I  let  it  pass  I  am  a  stumbling-block  in  the  way 
of  true  education. 
MISS  SUSAN.     Sister ! 
PHOEBE  (grandly).     Susan,  stand  aside. 

(Giving  the  cane  ARTHUR'S  most  telling  flick,  she  Marches 
into  the  other  room.  Then,  while  MISS  SUSAN  is  listening 
nervously,  CAPTAIN  VALENTINE  BROWN  is  ushered  in  by 
PATTY.  He  is  bronzed  and  soldierly.  He  wears  the 
whiskers  of  the  period,  and  is  in  uniform.  He  has  lost  his 
left  hand,  but  this  is  nnt  at  first  noticeable.} 
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PAT-R.Y.     Miss  Susan,  'us  Captain  Brown  ! 
MISS  SUSAN.     Captain  Brown  ! 

VALENTINE  (greeting  her  wqrmly).     Reports  himself  at  home 
again. 

MISS  SUSAN  (gratified').     Yqu  call 'this' home  ? 

VALENTINE.'     When  the  other* men  Balked  of  their  homes. 

Miss  Susan,  I  thought  of  this  room.      (Looking  about  him) 

Mapc — desks — heigho  !     But  still  it  is  the  same  dear  room.     I 

have  often  dreamt,  Miss  Susan,  that  I  came  back  to  it  ip  muddy 

shoes,  *  (Seeing  her  alarm)  I  have  not,  you  know  !     Miss  Susan, 

I  rejoice  to  find  no  Change  in  you  ;  jind  Miss  Phoebe — Miss 

Phoebe  of  the  ringlets — I  hopenhere  be  as  little  change  iiffner  ? 

MfdS    SUSAN    (painfully).     Phoebe    of   the    ringlets  !     Ah, 

Captain  Brawn,  you  need  not  expect  to  see  her. 

VALKNTINF.     She  is  not  hfr're  ?     1  vow  it  spoils  all  my  home- 
coming. 

({At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  other  room  is  flung  open  and 
'PHOEBE  rushes  out,  followed  by  WILLIAM  SMITH,  who  is 
brandishing  the  cane.     VALENTINE  takes  in>the  situation, 
a^d  without  looking  at  PHOEBE  seizes  WILLIAM  ly  the  collar 
and  marches  him^out  of  the  school.) 
MISS  srosAN.     Phoebe,  did  you  see  who  it  is  ?    $ 
PHOEBE.      I  saw.     (In  a  sudden  tremor)  Susan,  I  have  lost  all 
my  looks. 

(The  pupils  are  crowding  in  from  MISS  SUSAN'S  room,  and 
she  orders  them  back  jind  goes  with  them.  VALENTINE 
returns,  and  speakl  ar  he  enters,  not  recognising  PHOEBE, 
whose  lack  is  to  him.) 

VALENTINE.     A  young  reprobate,  madam,  but  I  have  de- 
posited him  on  the  causeway.     I  fear 

(He  stops,  puxzled  because  the  lady  has  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands.) 

PHOEBE.     Captain  Brown. 
VALENTINE.     Miss  Phoebe,  it  is  you  ? 

(He  goes  to  her,  but  he  cannot  help  showing  that  her  appear- 
ance is  a  shock  do  hivn.) 

PHOEBE  (without  bitterness).     Yes,  I  have  changed  very  much, 
I  have  not  worn  well,  Captain  Brown. 

VALENTINE  (awkwardly).     We — we  are  both  older,  Miss 
Phoebe. 
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(Tie  holds  out  his  hand  warmly,  tuith  affected  high  sp.rits.) 

PHOFBE  (smiling reproachfully}.  It  was  both  hands  when  you 
went  away.  (He  has  to  show  that  his  left  hand  is  gone  ;  she  is 
overcome.)  I  did  not  kno'v.  (She  presses  the  empty  sleeve  in 
remorse.)  You  never  mentioned  it  in  your  letters. 

VALENTINE  (now  grown  rather  stern).  Miss  Pfioebe,  what 
did  you  omit  from  your  letters  ?  that  you  had  such  young  black- 
guards as  that  to  terrify  you. 

PHOEBE..  He  is  the  only  one.  Most  of  them  are  dear 
children  ;  and  this  is  the  last  day  of  the  term. 

VALENTINE.  Ah,  ma'anj,  if  only  you  had  invested  all  your 
money  **s  you  laid  out  part  by  my  advice.  What  a  monstrous 
pity  you  did  not. 

PHOEBE.     We  never  thought  of  it. 

VALENTINE.      You  look  so  tired. 

PHOEBE.      I  have  the  headache-  to-d<iy. 

VALENTINE.  You  did  not  use  to  luivc  the  headache.  Curse 
those  dear  children. 

PHOEBE  (bra<bjly).  Nay,  do  not  distress  yourself  about  me. 
Tell  me  of  yourself.  We  are  so  proud  of  the  way  in  which,  you 
won  your  commission.  Will  you  leave  th£  army  now  ? 

VALENTINE.  Yes  ;  and  I  have  some  intention  of  pursuing 
again  the  old  life  in  (Duality  Street.  (He  is  not  a  ?nan  who  has 
reflected  much.  He  has  come  back  thinking  that  all  the  adventures 
have  been  his,  and  that  the  old  life  in  Quality,  Street  has  waited? as 
in  a  sleep ,  to  be  resumed  on  the  day  ofhif  return.)  I  came  here  in 
such  high  spirits,  Miss  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE  (with  a  ^vry  smile).     The  change  in  me  depresses  you. 

VALENTINE.  I  was  in  liopcs  that  you  and  Miss  Susan  would 
be  going  to  the  balfc  I  had  brought  cards  for  you  with  me  to 
make  sure. 

(She  is  pleased  and  means  to  accept.     He  sighs,  and  she 
understands  that  he  thinks  her  too  old.) 

PHOEBE.      But  now  you  see  that  my  dancing  days  are  done. 

VALENTINE  (uncomfortably).     Ah,  no. 

PHOEBE  (taking  care  he  shall  not  see  thafhe  hrs  hurt  her).  But 
you  will  find  many  charming  partners.  Some  of  them  have 
been  my  pupils.  There  was  even  a  pupil  of  mine  who  fought 
at  Waterloo. 

VALENTINE.     Young  Blades  ;  I  have  heard  him  on  it,     (She 
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putter  hand  wearily  to  her  head.)     Miss  Phoebe — what  a  dull 
grey  world  it  is  ! 

(She  turns  away  to  .hide  her  emotion^  and  MI**  &USAN 
comes  in.) 

MISS  SUSAN.     •Phoebe,  I  Jiave  skid  that  you  will  not  take  the 
Latin  class  to-day,  and  I  am  disfaissinj,  them. 
VALENTINE.     Latin  ? 

•PHOEBE  (rather  defiantly}.      I  am  proud  to  teach  it.     (Break- 
ing down)  Susan — his  arm — have  you  seen  ? 

(MISS  SUSAN  also  is  overcome,  but  recovers  as  the  children 
crowd  in.) 

MISS  SUSAN.  Hats  off,  gditlemen  salute,  ladies  curfecy — to 
thfc  brave  Captain  Brown. 

(CAPTAIN  BROWN  whites  them  awkwardly^  and  they  cheer 
hhn,  to  his  great  diswmfort,  as  tjiey  pass  out.) 
VALENTINE  (when  they  have  gone).     A  terrible  ordeal,  ma  am. 
(The  old  friends  look  at  each  other ',  and  there  is  a  silence. 
VALENTINE  fee/s  that  all  the  fine  tales  and  merry  jests  he  has 
brought  back  for  the  ladies  nave  tunied'into  dead  things. 
He  wants  to  go  away  and  think.) 
PHOEBE/     I  wishcyou  very  happy  at  the  ball. 
VAIENTINE  (sighing).     Miss  Susan,  cannot  \ve  turn  all  these 
maps  and  horrors  out  till  the  vacation  is  over  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  Indeed,  sir,  we  always  do.  By  to-morrow  this 
wnl  be  my  dear  blusand  white  room  again,  and  that  my  sweet 
spare  bedroom. 

PHOEBE.     For  five  weeks  ! 

VALENTINE  (muking  vain  belief).     And  then — the — the  dash- 
ing Mr.  Brown  will  drop  in  as  of  old,  and,  behold,  Miss*Susan 
on  her  knees  once  nv>re  putting  tucks  into* my  little  friend  the 
ottoman,  and  Miss  Phoebe — Miss  Phoebe-* — 
PHOEBE.      Phoebe  of  the  ringlets  ! 

(She  goes  out  quietly.") 

VALENTINE  (miserably).     Miss  Susan,  what  a  shame  it  is. 
Miss  SUSAN  (hotly).     Yes,  it  is  a  shame. 

VALENTINE  (suddenly  become  more  of  a  man).  The  brave 
Captain  Brown  !  Good  God,  ma'am,  how  much  more  brave 
are  the  ladies  who  keep  a  school. 

(PATTY  shows  in  two  visitors^  MISS  CHARLOTTE  PARRATT 
and  ENSIGN  BLADES.     CHARLOTTE  is  a  pretty  minx  who 
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we  are  glad  to  say  does  not  reside  in  Quality  Stnft,  and 
.BLADES  is  a  callow  youth)  inviting  admiration.} 

CHARLO-J^TE  (as  they  salute}.  But  I  did  not  know  you  had 
company.  Miss  Susan.  • 

MISS  SUSAN.     'Tis  Gkpta^n  Bniwn — Miss*  Charlotte  Parratt. 

CHARLOTTE  (gushtng\     TJie  heroic  Brown  ? 

VALENTINE.     Alas,  no,  ma'am,  the  other  one. 

CHARLOTTE.  Miss  Susan,  do  you  see  who  accompanies 
me  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.      I  cannot  quite  recall 

BLADES.  A  few  years.ago,  ma'am,  there  sat  in  this  room  a 
scrubtiy,  inky  little  boy — I  was  that  boy. 

MISS  SUSAN.      Can  it  be  our  old  pupil — Ensign  Blades  ? 
(She  thinks  him  very  fine,  and  he%  lows,  well  phased.) 

BLADES.  Once  a  litjle  boy  airi  now  your  most  obedient, 
ma'am. 

MISS  SUSAN.      You  have  come  to  recall  old  memories 

BLADES.     Not  precisely  ;    I — Charlotte,  explain. 

CHARLOTTE*  J^nsigii  blades  wishes  me  to  say  that  it  must 
seem  highly  romantic  to  you  to  have  had  n  pupil  who  has«fought 
at  Waterloo. 

MISS  SUSAN,  Not  exactly  romantic.  I  trust,  sir,  th4t  when 
you  speak  of  having  been  our  pupil  you  are  also  so  obliging  as  to 
mention  that  it  was  during  our  first  year.  Otherwise  it  makes 
us  seem  so  elderly. 

(He  bows  again,  in  what  he  believes  to  be  a  quizzical 
manner.) 

CHARLOTTE.  Ensign  Blades  would  DC  phased  to  hear,  Miss 
Susan,  what  you  think  of  him  as  a  whole. 

MISS  SUSAN.  Indeed,  sir,  I  think  y/Mi  are  monstrous  fine. 
(Innocently)  It  quite  awes  me  to  remember  that  we  used  to  whip 
him, 

VALENTIN!-  (delighted).  Whipped  him,  Miss  Susan  !  (•/;/ 
solemn  burlesque  of  CHARLOTTE)  Ensign  Blades  wishes  to  indicate 
that  it  was  more  than  Buonaparte  could  do.  We  shall  meet 
again,  bright  boy. 

(He  makes  his  adieux  and  goes.) 

BLADES.      Do  you  think  he  was  quizzing  me  ? 

MISS  SUSAN  (simply).      I  cannot  think  so. 

BLADES.      He  said  *  bright  boy,'  ma'am. 
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Missvsi/SAN.     I  am  sure,  sir,  he  did  not  mean  it. 

(PHOEBE  returns.) 

PHOEBE,  Charlotte,  I  am  happy  to  sec  you.  You  look 
delicious,  my  dear — so  young  and  fresh. 

CHARLOTTE.     l!a  !      Do  ypu  thilik  s^,  Miss  Phoebe  ? 
BLADES.     Miss  Phoebe,  your  <3bedie^t. 
PHOEBE.      It  is  Ensign  Blades  !     But  how  kind  of  you,  sir, 
to  rovisit  the  old  school.     Please  to  sit  down. 

CHARLOTTE.  Kiisign  Blades  has  a  favour  to  ask  of  \joii,  Miss 
Phoebe. 

BLADES.  I  learfy  ma'am,  that  Captain  Brown  has  obtained 
a  card  for  you  for  the  ball,  and  Tarn  here  to  solicit  for  the  libnour 
of  standing  up  with  you. 

(For*the  moment  PJIOEBE  is  flattered*  Here,  she  believes, 
is  some  one  who  does&ot  think  her  loo  old  for  the  dance. 
Then  she  perceives  a  meaning  smile  puss  between  CHARLOTTE 
And  the  ENSIGN.) 

»"ill>EBE  (paling).      Is  it  that  you  desire  to  make  sport  of  me  ? 
BLADES  (honestly  distressed}.     Oh  no,  ma'am,  4  vow — but  I 
— I  am  such  a  quiz,  ma'am. 
MISS  SUSAN.     Sister*! 

PHOEBE.  1  am  sorry,  sir,  to  have  to  deprive  you  of  some 
entertainment,  but  I  am  not  going  to  the  ball. 

MISS  SUSAN  (haughtily).     Ensign  Blades,  I  bid  you  my  adieux. 
BL'ADES  (ashamed).    .If  I  have  hurt  Miss  Phoebe's  feelings  I 
beg  to  apologise. 

MISS  SUSAN.  If  you  Miave  hurt  them.  Oh,  sir,  how  is  it 
possible  for  any  one  to  be  as  silly  as  you  seem  to  be. 

BLADts  (who  cannot  find  the  answer).     Charlotte — explaiti. 
(But  CHARLOTTP;  considers  that  their  ftisit  has  not  been 
sufficiently  esteemed  and  departs  with  a  coid  curtsey,  taking 
him  ivith  her. 

MISS  SUSAN  turns  sympathetically  to  PHOEBE',  but  PHOEBE, 
fighting  with  her  pain,  sits  down  at  the  spinet  and  plays  at 
*first  excitedly  a  gay  tune,  then  slowly,  then  comes  to  a  stop 
with  her  head  bowed.  Soon  she  jumps  up  courageously, 
•brushes  away  her  distress,  gets  an  algebra  book  from  the  desk 
and  sits  down  to  study  it.  Miss  SUSAN  is  at  the  window, 
where  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  noiu  seen  passing  in  ball 
attire.) 
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MISS  SUSAN.     What  book  is  it,  Phoebe  ? 

PHOEBE.     It  is  an  algebra. 

MISS  SUS^N.  They  are  going  by  to  the  ball  (In  anger)  My 
Phoebe  should  be  going  to  the  ball,  too. 

PHOEBE.  You  jest'Sus^n.  fynss  susArt  watches  her  read. 
PHOEBE  has  to  wipe  av\y  a  tfar  ;  soon  she  rises  and  gives  way  to 
the  emotion  she  has  been  suppressing  ever  since  the  entrance  of 
VALENTINE.)  Susan,  I  hate  him.  Oli,  Susan,  I  could  hatohim 
if  it  wer^  not  for  his  poor  hand. 

MISS  SUSAN.     My  dear. 

PHOEBE.  He  thought,!  was  old,  because;  I  am  weary,  and  he 
shouM  not  have  forgotten.  I  aiti  only  thirty.  Susan,  why  does 
thirty  seem  so  much  more  than  twenty-nine  ?  (A*  if  VALEN- 
TINE were  present)  Oh,  sir,  how  darefyou  look  so  pityingly  at 
me  ?  Because  I  have  had  to  work^o  hard, — is  it  a  crime  when 
a  woman  works  ?  Because  I  have  tried  to  be  courageous — 
nave  I  been  courageous,  Susan  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     God  knows  you  have. 

PHOEBE.  But  it  has  gfven  me  the  headache,  it  has  tired  my 
eyes.  Alas,  Miss  Phoebe,  all  your  charm  has  gone,  for  you 
have  the  headache,  and  your  eyes  are  tired.  He  is' dancing  with 
Charlotte  Payatt  now,  Susan.  4 1  vow,  Miss  Charkmc,  you 
are  selfish  atid  silly,  but  you  are  sweet  eighteen.'  '  Oh  la, 
Captain  Brown,  what  a  quiz  you  arc.'  That  delights  him, 
Susan  ;  see  how  he  waggles  his  silly  heajJ. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Charlotte  Parratt  is  a  goose. 

PHOEBE.  'Tis  what  gentlemen  prefer.  If  there  were  a 
sufficient  number  of  geese  to  go  found,  Swsan,  no  woman  of 
sense  would  ever  get  a  husband.  '  Charming  Miss  Charlotte, 
you  are  like  a  garden  5  Miss  Phoebe  wa^  like  a  garden  once,  but 
'tis  a  faded  garden  now.' 

MJLSS  SUSAN.      If  to  be  ladylike 

PHOEBE.  Susan,  I  am  tired  of  being  ladylike.  I  am*  a 
young  woman  still,  and  to  be  ladylike  is  not  enough.  I 
wish  to  be  bright  and  thoughtless  and  merry.  It  is*  every 
woman's  birthright  to  be  petted  and  admired  ;  I  wish  to 
be  petted  and  admired.  Was  I  born  to  be  confined  within 
these  four  walls  ?  Are  they  the  world,  Susan,  or  is  there 
anything  beyond  them  ?  I  want  to  know.  My  eyes  are 
tired  because  for  ten  years  they  have  seen  nothing  but  maps 
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and  &sks.  Ten  years  !  Ten  years  ago  I  went  to  bed  a 
young  girl  and  I  woke  with  this  cap  on  my  head.  It  is  not 
fair.  This  is  not  me,  Susan,  this  is  J^MIIC  other  person,  I  want 
to  be  myself. 

MISS  SUSAN.  P?ioebe,  Phoebe,  ybu  v^lio  have  always  been  so 
patient  ! 

PHOEBE.  Uh  no,  not  always.  If  you  only  knew  how  I 
have  rebelled  at  times,  you  would  turn  from  me  in  horror. 
Susan,  I  have  a  picture  of  myself  as  I  used  to  be  ;  I  sometimes 
look  at  it.  I  sometimes  kiss  it,  and  say,  4  Poor  girl,  they  have 
all  forgotten  you.  ,But  I  remember.' 

MISS  SUSAN.      I  cannot  recaH  it. 

PHOEBE.  I  keep  it  locked  away  in  my  loom.  Would  you 
like  to  see-  it  ?  I  shall  bring  it  down.  My  room  !  Oh, 
Susan,  it  is  there  that  the  Bhoebt  you  think  so  patient  has  the 
hardest  fight  with  herself,  for  there  I  have  seemed  to  hear  and 
see  the'' Phoebe  of  whom  this  (looking  at  herself)  is  but  an  image 
iiv-i  distorted  glass.  I  have  heard  her  singing  as  if  she  thought 
she  was  still  a  girl.  I  have  heard  her  weeping  ; «  perhaps  it  was 
only  I  -who  was  weeping  ;  but  she  seemed  to  cry  to  me,  '  Let 
me  out  of  this  prison;  give  me  back  the  years  you  have  taken 
from  mu.  Oh,  where  are  my  pretty  curls  ?  '  she  cried.  *  Where 
is  my  youth,  my  youth  ! ' 

(She goes  out,  leaving  MISS  SUSAN  woeful.     Presently  SUSAN 
1    takes  up  the  algebra  book  and  reads.) 

MISS  SUSAN.  4  A  stroke  B  multiplied  by  13  stroke  C  equal 
AB  stroke  a  little  2  ;  stroke  AC  add  BC.'  Poor  Phoebe  ! 
4  Multiply  by  C  stroke  A  and  we  get ' — Poor  Phoebe  !  '  C  a  B 
stroke  a  little  2  stroke  AC  little  2  add  BC.'  Oh,  I  caimot 
believe  it  !  *  Stroke  a  little  2  again,  add  AB  -little  2  add  a  little 
2  C  stroke  a  BC.'  .  .  . 

(PATTY  comes  in  with  the  lamp.) 

PATTY.  Hurting  your  poor  eyes  reading  without  a  lamp. 
Think  shame,  Miss  Susan. 

MISS  SUSAN  (with  spirit).  Patty,  I  will  not  be  dictated  to. 
(PATTY  looks  out  at  window.)  Draw  the  curtains  at  once.  I 
cannot  allow  you  to  stand  gazing  at  the  foolish  creatures  who 
crowd  to  a  ball. 

PATTY  (closing  curtains).  I  am  not  gazing  at  them,  ma'am  ; 
I  am  gazing  at  my  sweetheart. 
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MISS  SUSAN.  Your  sweetheart  f  (Softly]  I  did  not  fjhow 
you  had  one. 

PATTY.  l^Tor  have  I,  ma'am,  as  yet.  But  I  looks  out,  and 
thinks  T  to  myself,  at  any  moment  he  may  turn  the  corner.  I 
ha'  been  looking  out  at  windows  vyaiting  forliim  to  oblige  by 
turning  the  corner  this  fifteen  /ears. 

MISS  SUSAN.      Fifteen  years,  and  still  you  are  hopeful  ? 

PATTY.  There  is  not  a  more  hopeful  woman  in  all  the  king's 
dominions. 

MISS  SUSAN.     You  who  are  so  much  older  than  Miss  Phoebe. 

PATTY.  Yes,  ma'am,  \  ha'  the  advantage  of  her  by  ten 
years* 

MISS  SUSAN.  It  would  be  idle  to  pretend  that  you  are  specially 
comely. 

PATTY.      That  may  be,  but  my  fac^ /  own,  and  the  more 

I  see  it  in  the  glass  the  more  it  pleases  me.      \  never  look  at  it 
bift  I  say  to  myself,  *  Who  is  to  be  the  lucky  man  ?  ' 

MISS  SUSAN.     'Tis  wonderful. 

PATTY.  Thi*  will  be  a'  great  year  for  females,  ma'am. 
Think  how  many  of  the  men  that  marched  away  strutting  to  the 
wars  have  come  back  limping.  Who  is  to  tfike  off  their  wooden 
legs  of  an  evening,  Miss  Susan  ?  You,  ma'am,  or  me  ? 

MISS  SITS  AN.      Patty  ! 

PATTY  (doggedly).  Or  Miss  Phoebe  ?  (IWth  feeling)  The 
pretty  thing  that  she  was,  Miss  Susan. 

MISS  SUSAN.  Do  you  remember,  Patty  ?  I  think  there 
is  no  other  person  who  remembers  unless  it  be  the  Misses 
Willoughby  and  Miss  Henrietta. 

PA-STY  (eagerly).  Give  her  a  chance,  ma'am,  and  take  her  to 
the  balls.  There  b^  three  of  them  this  w.eck,  and  the  last  ball 
will  be  the  best,  for  'tis  to  be  at  the  barracks,  and  you  will  need 
a  carriage  to  take  you  there,  and  there  will  be  the  packing  of  you 
into  it  by  gallant  squires  and  the  unpacking  of  you  out,  and  other 
devilries. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Patty  ! 

PATTY.  If  Miss  Phoebe  were  to  dress  young  again  and  put 
candles  in  her  eyes  that  used  to  be  so  bright,  and  coax  back  Jicr 

curls 

(PHOEBE  returns^  and  a  great  change  has  come  over  her. 
She  is  young  and  pretty  again.     She  is  wearing  the  wedding- 
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gown  of  ACT  i.,  her  ringlets  are  glorious,  her  figure  youthful  y 
her  face  flushed  and  animated.     PATTY  is  the  first  to  see  her, 
and  is  astounded.     PHOERE  signs  to  her  to  go.) 
PHOEBE  (when  PATTY  has  gone)..    Susan.     (MISS  SUSAN  sees 
and  is  speech/cssS)     Susan,  this  is  the  picture  of  my  old  self  that 
1  keep  locked  away  in  my  room,  ancj  sometimes  take  out  of  its 
box  to  look  at.     This  is  the  girl  who  kisses  herself  in  the  glass 
ar.d  sings  and  dances  with  glee  until  I  put  her  away  frightened 
lest  you  should  hear  her. 

Kiiss  SUSAN.      How  marvellous  !      Oh,  Phoebe  ! 
PHOEBE.     Perhaps  1  should  not  do  it,  but  it  is  so  easy.     1 
have  but  to  put  on  the  old  bedding-gown  and  tumble  my  curls 
oflt  of  the  cap.     (Passionately)  Sister,  am  1  as  changed  as  he  says 
I  am  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     You  almost  frighten  me. 

(The  band  is  heard.) 

KIOEBE.  The  music  is  calling  to  us.  Susan,  I  will  celebrate 
Waterloo  in  a  little  ball  of  my  own.  See,  my  curls  have  begun 
to  dance,  they  are  so  anxious  to  dance.  Ona  dance,  Susan,  to 
Phoebe  of  the  ringlets,  and  then  1  will  put' her  away  in  her  box 
and  never  iook  at  her  again.  Ma'am,  may  I  have  the  honour  ? 
Nayy  then  I  shall  dance  alone.  (She  dances.)  Oh,  Susan,  I 
almost  wish  I  were  a  goose. 

(Presently  PATTY  returns.  She  gaz.cs  at  MISS  PHOEBE 
dancing.} 

PATTY.     Miss  Phoebe  ! 

PHOEBE  (still  dancing).  Not  Miss  Phoebe,  Patty.  I  am  not 
myself  to-night,*I  am — let  me  see,  I  am  my  niece. 

PATTY  (in  a  whisper  to  SUSAN).  But  Miss  Susan,  'tis  Captain 
Brown. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh,  stop,  Phoebe,  stop  ! 
PATTY.      Nay,  let  him  see  her  ! 

(MISS  SUSAN  hurries  scandalised  into  thk  other  room  as 
VALENTINE  enters.) 

VALENTINE.    I  ventured  to  come  back  because (PHOEBE 

turns  to  him— he  ftops  abruptly,  bewildered.)     I  beg  your  pardon, 
madam,  I  thought  it  was  Miss  Susan  or  Miss  Phoebe. 

(His  mistake  surprises  her,  but  she  is  in  a  wild  mood  and 
curtseys,  then  turns  away  and  smiles.  He  stares  as  if  half- 
convinced.) 
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PATTY  (with  an  inspiration].  'Tis  my  mistresses'  niecf  J[  air  ; 
she  is  on  a.  visit  here. 

(He  is  deceived.     He  bows  gallantly,  then  remembers  the 
object\f  his  visit.     He  produces  a  bottle  of  medicine.) 
VALENTINE.     Patty,  I  oVftaincd  this  at  the  apothecary's  for 
Miss  Phoebe's  headachtl      It  should  be  taken  at  caice. 
PATTY.     Miss  Phoebe  is  lying  down,  sir. 

VALENTINE.        Is  she  asleep  ? 

PATTY  (demurely).     No,  sir,  I  think  she  be  wide  awake, 

VAiEN-fiNE.     It  may  soothe  her. 

PHOEBE.      Patty,  take  it  to  Aunt  Phoebe  at  once. 
*  ^PATTY  goes  out  seda'tely  with  the  medicine.) 

VALENTINE  (after  a  little  awkwardness,  which  PHOEBE  enjoys). 
Perhaps  1  may  venture  to  present  myself,  Miss — Mi^ ? 

PHOEBE.     Miss — Livvy,  sir. 

VALENTINE.  I  am  Captain  Brown,  Miss  Livvy,  an  old  friend 
of  both  your  aunts. 

PHOEBE  (curtseying).  I  have  heard  them  speak  of  a  dashing 
Mr.  Brown.  JJut  I  think»it  cannot  be  the  same. 

VALENTINE  (a  little  chagrined).     Why  not,  ma'am  ? 

PHOEBE.      J  ask  your  pardon,  sir. 

VALENTINE.  I  was  sure  you  must  be  related.  Indeed,  for 
a  moment  the  IMceness — even  the  voice 

PHOEBE  (pouting).  La,  sir,  you  mean  I  am  like  Aunt  Phoebe. 
Every  one  says  so — arid  indeed  'tis  no  compliment. 

VALENTINE.  'Twould  have  been  a  compliment  once.  You 
must  be  a  daughter  of  the  excellent  M^  James  Throssel  who 
used  to  reside  at  Great  Buckland. 

PHOEBE.      He  is  still  there. 

VALENTINE.  A%  tedious  twenty  miles  from  here,  as  I  re- 
member. 

PHOEBE.  La  !  I  have  found  the  journey  a  monstrous  quick 
one,  sifr. 

(The  land  is  again  heard.     She  runs  to  the  window  to  peep 
between  the  curtains,  and  his  eyes  follow  her  admiringly.) 

VALENTINE  (eagerly).     Miss  Livvy,  ypu  go  to  the  ball  ? 

PHOEBE.     Alas,  sir,  I  have  no  card.  t 

VALENTINE.  I  have  two  cards  for  your  aunts.  As  Miss 
Phoebe  has  the  headache,  your  Aunt  Susan  must  take  you  to  the 
ball. 
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PHOEBE.  Oh,  oh  !  (Her  feet  move  to  the  music.}  Sir,  I 
:annot  control  my  feet. 

VALENTINE.  They  are  already  at  the  ball,  ma'am  ;  you 
must  follow  them. 

PHOEBE  (with  dl  the  pent-^p  mischief  of  ten  years}.  Oh,  sir, 
do  you  think  some  pretty  gcntle.nan  n«ight  be  partial  to  me  at 
the  ball? 

If  that  is  your  wish 


PHOEBE.  I  should  love,  sir,  to  inspire  frenzy  in  the  breast  of 
the  male.  (With  sudden  collapse}  I  dare  not  go  —  I  dare  not. 

VALENTINE.     Miss  Livvy,  I  vow  - 

(He  turns  eagerly  to  MIS.;;  SUSAN,  who  enters.} 
I  have  ventured,  Miss   Susan,  to   introduce   myself  to  your 
charming  niece. 

(MISS  SUSAN  would  tike  to  run  away  again,  but  the  wicked 
MISS  PHOEBE  is  determined  to  have  her  help.) 

PH9EBE.  Aunt  Susan,  do  not  be  angry  with  your  Livvy— 
ypu>  Livvy,  Aunt  Susan.  This  gentleman  says  he  is  the  dashing 
Mr.  Brown,  he  has  cards  for  us  for  the  ball,  Auntie.  Of  course 
we  cannot  go  —  we  dare  not  go.  Oh,  Auntie,  hasten  into  your 
bombazine. 

MIS,°  SUSAN  (staggered).     Phoebe  -- 

PHOEBE.  Aunt  Phoebe  wants  me  to  go  ff  I  say  she  does 
you  know  she  does  ! 

i  nss  SUSAN.     But  my  dear,  my  dear. 

PHOEBE.  Oh,  Auntie,  why  do  you  talk  so  much.  Come, 
come. 

VALENTINE.  I,  shall  sou  to  it,  Miss  Susan,  that  your  niece 
has  a  charming  ball. 

PHOEBE.      He  means  he  will  find  me  sweet  partners. 

VALENTINE.     Nay,  ma'am,  I  mean  1  shall  be  your  partner. 

PHOEBE  (who  is  not  an  angel).  Aunt  Susan,  he  still 
dances  ! 

VALENTINE.      Still9  ma'am  ? 

PKOEBE.  Oh,  sir,  you  are  indeed  dashing.  Nay,  sir,  please 
not  to  scowl,  I  could  npt  avoid  noticing  them. 

VALENTINE.     Noticing  what,  Miss  Livvy  ? 

PHOEBE.     The  grey  hairs,  sir. 

VALENTINE.      I  vow,  ma'am,  there  is  not  one  in  my  head. 

PHOEBE.      He  is  such  a  quiz.      I  so  love  a  quiz. 
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VALENTINE.     Then,  ma'am,  I  shall  do  nothing  but  quiz  you 
at  the  ball.     Miss  Susan,  I  beg  you 

MIS§  SUSAN.     Oh,  sir,  dissuade  her. 

VALENTINE.     Nay,  I  ejntreat. 

PHOEBE.     Auntie  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.     Think^my  dtar,  think,  we  dare  hot. 

PHOEBE  (shuddering).     No,  we  dare  not,  I  cannot  go. 

VALENTINE.      Indeed,  ma'am 

PHOEBE.     'Tis  impossible. 

(She  really  means  it,  and  had  not  the  music  here  tahn  an 
unfair  advantage  of  her  it  is  certain  ^that  MISS  PHOEBE 
.would  never  have  gone  to  tke  ball.  In  after  years  she  and 
MISS  SUSAN  would  have  talked  together  of  the  monstrous 
evening  when  she  nearly  lost  her  head,  but  regaitvd  it  before 
it  could  fall  off.  But  suddenly  the  music  swells  so  alluringly 
that  it  is  a  thousand  fingers  beckoning  her  to  all  the  balls  she 
has  missed,  and  in  a  transport  she  whir/s  MISS  SUSA#  from 
the  blue  and  white  room  to  the  bed-chamber  where  tojfre 
bombazine.  VALENTINE  awaits  their  return  like  a 'con- 
queror, untH  MISS  LIVVY'S  words  about  his  hair  return  to 
trouble  him.  He  is  stooping,  gazir^g  intently  into  a  small 
mirror,  extracting  the  grey  hairs  one  by  one,  when*  PATTY 
ushers  in  the  sisters  WILI.OUGHBY  and  MISS  HENRIETTA. 
MISS  HENRIETTA  is  wearing  the  new  veily  which  opens  or 
closes  like  curtains  when  she  pulls  a  string.  She  opens  it*now 
to  see  what  he  is  doing,  and  the  slight  sound  brings  him  to 
his  feet.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA.      "Tis  but  tlic'ncw  vci^  sir  ;    there  is  no 
cau^e  for  alarm. 

(They  have+already  learned  from  PATTY,  we  may  be  sure^ 
that  he  is  in  the  house,  but  they  express  genteel  surprise.) 

Miss  FANNY.      Mary,  surely  we  are  addressing  the  gallant 
Captain  Brown  ! 

VALENTINE.      It  is  the  Misses  Willoughby  and  Miss  Hen- 
rietta.    'Tis  indeed  a  gratification  to  renew  acquaintance  with 
such  elegant  and  respectable  females. 
(The  greetings  are  elaborate.) 

MISS  wiLLOUoiiBY.     You  have  seen  Miss  Phoebe,  sir  ? 

VALENTINE.      I    have    had   the   honour.      Miss    Phoebe,    I 
regret  to  say,  is  now  lying  down  with  the  headache.     (The  ladies 
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are  te?  delicately  minded  to  exchange  glances  before  a  man,  but  they 
are  privately  of  opinion  that  this  meeting  after  ten  years  with  the 
dating  BROWN  has  laid  MISS  PHOEBE  low.  They  are  in  a  twitter 
of  sympathy  with  her,  and  yearning  to  see  MISS  SUSAN  alone,  so  that 
they  may  draw  from  her  an  account  of  the  exciting  meeting.}  You 
do  not  favou/  the  ball  to-night  ?  *  \ 

MISS  FANNY.      I  confess  balls  are  distasteful  to  me. 
tyiss    HENRIETTA.     'Twill   be  a   mixed   assembly.     I   am 
credibly    informed    that    the    woollen-draper's    daughter    has 
obtained  a  card. 

VALENTINE  (gravely).     Good  God,  ma'am,  is  it  possible  ? 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY.     We  shall  probably  spend  the  e»?uing 
here  with  Miss  Susan  at  the  card  table. 

VALENT.INE.  But  Miss  Susan  goes  with  me  to  the  ball, 
ma'am. 

(This  is  scarcely  less  exciting  to  them  than  the  overthrow  of 
jhe  Corsican.) 

9  v/  LENTINE.     Nay,  I  hope  there  be  no  impropriety.     Miss 
Livvy  will  accompany  her. 

MISS  WILLOUGEIBY  (bewildered).     Miss  Livvy  ? 
VALENTINE.     The'r  charming  niece. 

(The  ladies  repeat  the  word  in  a  daze.} 

MISS  FANNY.  They  had  not  apprised  us  that  they  have  a 
visitor, 

.>    (They  think  this  reticence  unfriendly \  and  are  wondering 
whether  they  ought  not  to  retire  hurt,  when  MISS  SUSAN 
enters  in  her  bombvzine,  wraps ,  and  bonnet.     She  starts  at 
sight  of  them ,  and  has  the  bearing  of  a  guilty  person.) 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (stiffly).     We  have  but  now  been  adver- 
tised of  your  intention  for  this  evening,  Susan 

MISS  HENRIETTA.     We  deeply  regret  our  intrusion. 
MISS   SUSAN   (wistfully).     Please  not  to  be  piqued,   Mary. 
Twas  so — sudden. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  I  cannot  remember,  Susan,  that  your 
estimable  brother  had  a  daughter.  I  thought  all  the  thrre 
were  sons. 

MISS  SUSAN  (with  deplorable  readiness).     Three  sons  and  a 
daughter.     Surely  you  remember  little  Livvy,  Mary  ? 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (bluntly).     No,  Susan,  I  do  not. 
MISS  SUSAN.     I — I  must  go.     I  hear  Livvy  calling. 
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MISS  FANNY  (tartly).  I  hear  nothing  but  the  band.  We  are 
not  to  sec  your  niece  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  Another  time — to-morrow.  Pray  west  a  little 
before  you  depart,  Majy.'  ^I—J—Phoebc  fJvvy— the  head- 
ache  

(But  before  she  cat}  go  another  lady  enters  gaily.) 
VALENTINE.     Ah,  here  is  Miss  Livvy. 

(The  true  culprit  is  more  cunning  than  MISS  SUSAN,  and 

before  they  can  see  her  she  quickly  pulls  the  strings  <f  her 

bonnet^  which  is  like  MISS  HENRIETTA'S,  and  it  obscures  her 

face.} 

MISS  SUSAN.  This — this  is  my  niece,  Livvy — Miss  Wil- 
loughby,  Miss  Henrietta,  Miss  Fanny  Willoughby. 

VALENTINE.     Ladies,  excuse  my  impudence,  but 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.     One  momeM,  sir.     May  I  ask,  Miss 
I/vvy,  how  many  brothers  you  have  ? 
PHOEBE.     Two. 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY.      I  tJjank  you. 

(She  look}  strangely  at  MISS  SUSAN,  and  MISS  PHOEBE  knows 

that  she  has  blundered.) 

PHOEBE  (at  a  venture).     Excluding  the  umiappy  Thomas. 
MISS  SUSAN  (clever  for  the  only  moment  in  her  life).     We  never 
mention  him. 

(They  arc  swept  away  on  the  arms  of  the  impatient  cwr&yx.) 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY,  MISS  HENRIETTA,  ANT)  MISS  FANNY.     What 

has  Thomas  done  ? 

(They  have  no  suspicion  as  yet^  of  what  MISS  PHOEBE  has 
done  ;  but  they  believe  there  is  a  scandal  in  the  Throssel 
family,  and  they  will  not  sleep  happily  until  they  know  what 
it  is.) 


ACT    III 
THE  BALL 

A  BALL,  but  not  the  one  to  which  we  have  seen  Miss  Susan  and 
Miss  Phoebe  rush  forth  upon  their  career  of  crime.  Thisj^  the 
third  of  the  scries,  the  one  of  which  Patty  has  foretold  with 
horrid  relish  that  it  promises  to  be  specially  given  over  to  devil- 
ries. Tlie  scene  is  a  canvas  pavilion,  used  as  a  retiring  room  and 
for  card  play,  and  through  an  opening  in  the  back  we  have 
glimpses  of  gay  uniforms  and  fair  ladies  intermingled  in  tl}'- 
bravery  of  the  dance.  There  is  coming  and  going  through  this 
oy^iing,  and  also  through  slits  in  tfce  canvas.  The  pavilion  is 
fantastically  decorated  in  various  tastes,  and  h  lit  with  lanterns. 
A  gobd-natured  moon,  nevertheless,  shines  into  it  benignly. 
Some  of  the  card  tables  arc  neglected,  but  at  one  a  game  of 
quadrille  is  in  progress.  There  is  much  movement  and  hilarity, 
but  none  from  one  side  of  the  tent,  where  sit  several  young 
ladies,  all  pretty,  all  appealing  and  all  woeful,  for  no  gallant  comes 
to  ask  them  if  he  may  have  the  felicity.  The  nervous  woman 
chaperoning  them,  and  afraid  to  meet  their  gaze  lest  they  scowl 
or  weep  in  reply,  is  no  other  than  Miss  Susan,  the  most  unhappy 
Miss  Susan  we  have  yet  seen  ;  she  sits  there  gripping  her  com- 
posure in  both  hands.  Far  less  susceptible  to  shame  is  the 
brazen  Phoebe,  who  may  be  seen  passing  the  opening  on  the  arm 
of  a  cavalier,  and  flinging  her  trembling  sister  a  mischievous  kiss. 
The  younger  ladies  note  the  incident  ;  alas,  they  are  probably 
meant  to  notice  it,  and  they  cower,  as  under  a  blow. 

HARRIET  (a  sad-eyed,  large  gir/,  who  we  hope  found  a  romance 
at  her  next  ball).  'Are  we  so  disagreeable  that  no  one  will  dance 
witli  us  f  Miss  Susan,  'tis  infamous  ;  they  have  eyes  for  no 
one  but  your  niece. 

CHARLOTTE.  Miss  Livvy  has  taken  Ensign  Blades  from 
me. 
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HARRIET.  If  Miss  Phoebe  were  here,  I  am  sure  she  would 
not  allow  her  old  pupils  to  he  so  neglected. 

(The  wly  possible  reply  for  MISS  SUSAN  is  to  make  herself  look 
as  small  as  possible.*    ^  lieutenant  comes  to  them,  once  a 
scorner  oftvoman,  }>nt  now  SPACER  the  bewitched.    HARRIET 
has  a  moment's  hope.} 
How  do  you  do,  sir  ? 

SPICER  (with  dreadful  indifference,  though  she  is  his  dear  cousin). 
Nay,  ma'am,  how  do  you  do  ?  (Wistfully)  May  I  stand  heside 
you,  Miss  Susan  ? 

(He  is  a  most  melancholic  young  man,  atd  he  fidgets  her.) 

MisS  SUSAN  (with  spirit).  You  have  been  standing  beside  me, 
sir,  nearly  all  the  evening. 

SPICER  (hi4mUy.  It  is  strange  to  think  that  he  had  been  favour- 
ably mentioned  in  despatches).  Indeed,  I  cannot  but  be  cog- 
nisant of  the  suffering?  I  cause  by  attaching  myself  to  you  in  this 
unseemly  manner.  Accept  my  assurances,  ma'am,  that  jou 
have  my  deepest  sympathy. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Then  why  do  you  do  it  ? 

SPICER.  Because  you  are  her  aunt,  ma'am.  It  is  a  scheme 
of  mine  by  which  I  am  in  hopes  to  soften  her  heart.  Her  affec- 
tion for  you,  ma'am,  is  beautiful  to  observe,  and  if  she  could  be 
persuaded  that  I  seek  her  hand  from  a  passionate  desire  to  have 
you  for  my  Aunt  Susan — do  you  peiceive  anything  hopeful  in 
my  scheme,  ma'am  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     No,  sir,  I  do  not. 

(SPICER  wanders  away  gloomily,  takes  too  much  to  drink,  and 
ultimately  becomes  a  general.     ENSIGN*  BLADES   appears^ 
1  frowning,  and  CHARLOTTE  ventures  to  touch  his  sleeve.} 

CHARLOTTE.  hVisign  Blades,  I  have  ,not  danced  with  you 
once  this  evening. 

BLADES  (with  the  cold  brutality  of  a  lover  to  another  she).  Nor 
I  with  you,  Ciiailottc.  (To  SUSAN)  May  I  solicit  of  you,  Aliss 
Susan,  is  Captain  Brown  Miss  Livvy's  guardian  ;  is  he  affianced 
to  her  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     No,  sir. 

BLADES.  Then  by  what  right,  ma'am,  does  he  interfere  ? 
Your  elegant  niece  had  consented  to  accompany  me  to  the 
shrubbery — to  look  at  the  moon.  And  now  Captain  Brown 
forbids  it.  'Tis  unendurable. 
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CHARLOTTE.      But  you  may  sec  the  moon  from  here,  sir. 
BLADES  (glancing  at  it  contemptuously}.      I  believe  not,  ma'am. 
(The  moon  still  shines  on.) 

MISS  SUSAN  (primly).  1  am  hanpy  Captain  Brown  forbade 
her. 

BLADES.  Miss  Susan,  'twas  but  because  he  is  to  conduct  her 
to  the  shrubbery  himself. 

(He flings  out  pettishly,  and  MISS  SUSAN  looks  pityingly  at  the 
wall-flowers.) 

MISS  SUSAN.  My  poor  Charlotte  !  May  I  take  you  to  some 
very  agreeable  ladies  ? 

CHARLOTTE  (tartly).  No,  you  may  not.  I  am  going  to  the 
shrubbery  to  watch  Miss  Livvy. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Please  tiot  to  do  that. 

CHARLOTTE  (implying  thut  MISS  SUSAN  will  be  responsible  for 
her  early  death).     My  chest  is  weak.      I  shall  sit  among  the  devy 
Miss  SUSAN.     Charlotte,  you  terrify  me.     At  least,  please  to 
puvthis  cloak  about  your  shoulders.^    Nay,  my  dear,  allow  me. 
(She  puts  a  cloak  around  CHARLOTTE^  who  departs  vin- 
dictively for  the  shrubbery.     She  will  not  find  LIVVY  there , 
however,  for  next  moment  MISS  PHOEBE  darts  in  from  the 
back.) 

PHOEBE  (in  a  gay  whisper).  Susan,  another  offer — Major 
Linkwater — rotund  man,  black  whiskers,  fierce  expression  ; 
he  has  rushed  away  to  destroy  himself. 

(We  have  been  unable  to  find  any  record  of  the  Major's 
tragic  end.) 

AN  OLD  SOLDIER  (looking  up  from  a  card  table,  whence  he  has 
heard  the  raging  of  BLADES).  Miss  Livvy,  ma'am,  what  u>  this 
about  the  moon  ? 

(PHOEBE  smiles  roguishly.) 

PHOEBE  (looking  about  her).      I  want  my  cloak,  Aunt  Susan. 
MISS  SUSAN.     I  have  just  lent  it  to  poor  Charlotte  Parratt. 
PHOEBE.     Oh,  Auntie  ! 

OLD  SOLDIER.  And  now  Miss  Livvy  cannot  go  into  the 
shrubbery  to  sec  the  moon  ;  and  she  is  so  fond  of  the  moon  ! 

(MISS  PHOEBE  screws  her  nose  at  him  merrily,  and  darts  back 
to  the  dance,  but  she  has  left  a  defender  behind  her.) 
A  GALLANT  (whose  name  we  have  not  succeeded  in  discovering), 
Am  I  to  understand,  sir,  that  you  are  intimating  disparagement 
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of  the  moon  ?      If  a  certain  female  has  been  graciously  pieced 
to  signify  approval  of  that  orb,  any  slight  cast  upon  the  moon, 
sir,  I  shall  regard  as  a  personal  affront. 
OLD  SOLDIER.     Hoity-to^ty. 

(But  he  rises ,  and  they  face  eac]}  other  >  as  MISS  SUSAN  feels, 
for  battle.  She  is  jibout  to  rush  between  their  undrawn 
swords  when  there  is  a  commotion  outside  ;  a  crowd  gathers 
and  opens  to  allow  some  officers  to  assist  a  fainting  women 
into  the  tent.  It  is  MISS  PHOEBE,  and  MISS  SUSAN  with  a 
cry  goes  on  her  knees  beside  her.  The  tent  has  filled  with 
the  sympathetic  and  inquisitive,  but  CAPTAIN  BROWN,  as  a 
t  hysician,  takes  command^  and  by  his  order  they  retire.  He 
finds  difficulty  in  bringing  the  sufferer  to,  and  gets  little  hefp 
from  MISS  SUSAN,  ivho  can  only  call  upon  MISS  PHOEBE  by 
name.) 

VALENTINE.  Nay,  Miss  Susan,  'tis  useless  calling  for  Miss 
Pltoebc.  'Tis  my  fault  ;  I  should  not  have  permitted  Miss 
Livvy  to  dance  so  immoderately.  Why  do  they  delay  with  the 
cordial  ? 

(He  goes  to  tht  back  to  close  the  opening,  and  while  he  is  doing 
so  the  incomprehensible  MISS  PHOEBE  seizes  the  opportunity 
to  sit  up  on  her  couch  of  chairs,  waggle  her  finger  at,  MISS 
SUSAN,  and  sign  darkly  that  she  is  about  to  make  a  genteel 
recovery.} 

PHOEBE.  Where  am  I  ?  Is  that  you,  Aunt  Susan  ?  What 
has  happened  ? 

VALENTINE  (returning).     Nay,  you  must  recline,  Miss  Livvy. 
You  fainted.      You  have  over-fatigued  yoursejf. 
PH9EBE.      I  remember. 

(BLADES  enters  with  the  cordial.) 
VALENTINE.     You  will  sip  this  cordial. 
BLADES.     By  your  leave,  sir. 

(He  hands  it  to  PHOEBE  himself.) 

VALENTINE.     She  is  in  restored  looks  already,  Miss  Susan. 
PHOEBE.      I  am  quite  recovered.      Perhaps  if  you  were  to 

leave  me  now  with  my  excellent  aunt 

VALENTINE.      Be  off  with  you,  apple  cheeks. 
BLADES.     Sir,  I  will  suffer  no  reference  to  my  complexion  ; 
and,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  charming  lady  was  addressing  you. 
PHOEBE.      If  you  please,  both  of  you.     (They  retire  together^ 
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and  no  sooner  have  they  gone  than  MISS  PHOEBE  leaps  from  the 
couch,  her  eyes  sparkling.  She  presses  the  cordial  on  MISS  SUSAN.) 
Nay,  drink  it,  Susan.  I  left  it  for  you  on  purpose.  I  have  such 
awful  information  to  impart.  D,rink  (MISS  SUSAN  drinks 
tremblingly  and  ihen  the  boh  is  fired.}  Susan,  Miss  Henrietta 
and  Miss  Fanny  are  here  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.      Phoebe  ! 

PHOEBE.  Suddenly  my  eyes  lighted  on  them.  At  once  I 
slipped  to  the  ground. 

Miss  SUSAN.      You  think  they  did  not  see  you  ? 

PHOEBE.  I  am  sure  of  it.  They  talked  for  a  moment  to 
Ensign  Blades,  and  then  turned  ancf  seemed  to  be  going  to  wards 
the  shrubbery. 

MISS  SUSAN.  He  had  heard  that  you  were  there  with  Captain 
Brown.  He  must  have  told  them. 

PHOEBE.  I  was  not.  *  But  oh,  sister,  I  am  sure  they  suspect, 
else*  why  should  they  be  here  ?  They  never  frequent  balls. 

MISS  SUSAN.  They  have  suspected  for  a  week,  ever  since 
th'ey  saw  you  in  your  veil,  Phoebe,  tin  the  night  ?f  the  first  dance. 
How  could  they  but  suspect,  when  they  hav£  visited  us  every  day 
since  then  and  we  have  always  pretended  that  Livvy  was  gone 
out  ? 

PHOEBE.  Should  they  see  my  facr  it  will  be  idle  to  attempt 
to  deceive  them. 

'Miss  SUSAN.  Idle  indeed  ;  Phoebe,  the  scandal  !  You — 
a  schoolmistress  ! 

PHOEBE.  That  is  it,  sister.  A  little  happiness  has  gone  to 
my  head  like  strong  wateis. 

(She  is  very  restless  and  troubled.} 

MISS  SUSAN.      My  dear,  stand  still,  and  think. 

PHOEBE.  I  dare  not,  I  cannot.  Oh,  Susan,  if  they  see  me 
we  need  not  open  school  again. 

MISS  SUSAN.     We  shall  starve. 

PHOEBE  (passionately).  This  horrid,  forward,  flirting,  heart- 
lessi,  hateful  little  toad  of  a  Livvy. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Brother  James's  daughter,  as  we  call  her  ! 

PHOEBE.      'Tis  all  James's  fault. 

MISS  SUSAN.  Sister,  when  you  know  that  James  has  no 
daughter  ! 

PHOEBE.      If  he  had  really  had  one,  think  you  I  could  have 
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been  so  wicked  as  to  personate  her  ?  Susan,  1  know  not  what 
1  am  saying,  but  you  know  who  it  is  that  has  turned  me  into 
this  wild  en  -iture. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh,  Valentine  Brown,  how  could  you  ? 

PHOEBE.  To  weary  of  Pnoebefr— patient,  ladylike  Phoebe — 
the  Phoebe  whom  I  have  lost — to  turn  from  her  with  a  '  Bah, 
you  make  me  old,'  and  become  enamoured  in  a  night  of  a  thing 
like  this  !  ' 

MISS  SI^SAN.  Yes,  yes,  indeed  ;  yet  he  has  been  kind  fo  us 
also.  He  has  been  to  visit  us  several  times. 

PHOEBE.  In  the  hope  to  see  her.  Was  he  not  most  silent 
and  gloomy  when  we  said  she  was  gone  out  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.       He  is   infatuate (She  hesitates)  Sisfer, 

you  are  not  partial  to  him  still  ? 

PHOEBE.  No,  Susan,  no.  1  did  love  him  all  those  years, 
though  1  never  spoke  of  it  to  you.  I  put  hope  aside  at  once,  I 
folded  it  up  and  kissed  it  and  put  it  away  like  a  pretty  garment  I 
could  never  wear  again,  I  but  loved  to  think  of  him  as  a  nc-bie 
man.  But  he  ij  not  «t  noble  man,  and  Livvy  found  it  out  in  an 
hour.  The  gallant  !  I  flirted  that  [  might  enjoy  his  fury. 
Susan,  there  has  been  a  dcckir.ttion  in  his 'eyes  all  to-night,  and 
when  he  cries  4  Adorable1  Miss  Livvy,  be  mine,'  I  m&n  to 
answer  with  an  '  Oh,  la,  how  ridiculous  you  are.  You  are 
much  too  old — 1  have  been  but  quizzing  you,  sir.' 

MISS  SUSAN.      Phoebe,  how  can  you  be  so  cruel  ? 

PIIOEBK.  Because  he  has  taken  from  me  the  one  great 
glory  tlut  is  in  a  woman's  life.  Not  a  man's  love — she  can 
do  without  that — but  her  own  dear  swe<?t  love  for  him. 
He  ii,  unworthy  of  my  love  ;  that  is  why  I  can  be  so  cruel. 

MISS  SUSAN.      Ofi,  dear. 

PHOEBE.  And  now  my  triumph  is  to  be  denied  me,  for  we 
must  steal  away  home  before  Henrietta  and  Fanny  see  us. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Yes,  yes 

i'H  OF  HE  (dispirited).  And  to-morrow  we  must  say  that 
Livvy  has  gone  back  to  her  father,  for  I  dare  keep  up* this 
deception  no  longer.  Susan,  let  us  go. 

(They  are  going  dejectedly,  but  are  arrested  by  the  appartthn 
of  MISS  HENRIETTA  and  MISS  FANN\  peeping  into  the  tent. 
PHOEBE  has  j mi  time  to  signify  to  her  sister  that  she 
confess  all  and  beg  for  mercy  y  when  the  Intruders  speak.} 
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MISS  HENRIETTA  (not  triumphant  but  astounded}.     You,  Miss 
Phoebe  ? 

PHOEBE  (with  bowed  head).     Yes.  ; 

MISS  FANNY.  How  amazing  !  You  do  not  deny,  ma'am, 
that  you  arc  Miss  Phoebe  ?  * 

PHOEBE  (making  confession).  Yes,  F/mny,  I  am  Miss  Phoebe. 
(To  her  bewilderment  HENRIETTA  and  FANNY  exchange 
ashamed  g/ances.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  Miss  Phoebe,  we  have  done  ypu  a  cruel 
wrong. 

MISS  FANNY.     Phoebe,  we  apologise. 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  To  thhi k  how  excitedly  we  1m  C  been 
following  her  about  in  the  shrubbery. 

MISS  FANNY.     She  i$  wearing  your  cloak. 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  Ensign  Blades  told  us  she  was  gone  to  the 
shrubbery. 

MISS  FANNY.     And  we  were  convinced  there  was  no  such 
ptidbn. 
"  MISS  HENRIETTA.     So  of  course  we  thought  vt  must  be  you. 

MISS  FANNY  (who  has  looked  out).  I  can  discern  her  in  the 
shrubbery  still.  Shev'is  decidedly  taller  than  Phoebe. 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  I  thought  she  looked  taller.  1  meant  to 
say  so.  Phoebe,  'twas  the  cloak  deceived  us.  We  could  not 
sec  her  face. 

PHOEBE  (beginning  to  understand).  Cloak  ?  You  mean, 
Henrietta — you  mean,  Fanny 

MISS  FANNY.  'Twas  wicked  of  us,  my  dear,  but  we — we 
thought  that  you  and  Miss'Livvy  were  the  same  person.  (They 
have  evidently  been  stalking  CHARLOTTE  in  MISS  PHOEBE'S  doak. 
MISS  SUSAN  shudders,  but  MISS  PHOEBE  utters  d  cry  of  reproach,  and 
it  is  some  time  before  they  can  persuade  her  to  forgive  them.  It  is 
of  course  also  some  time  before  we  can  forgive  MISS  PHOEBE.) 
Phoebe,  you  look  so  pretty.  Are  they  paying  yot\  no  attentions, 
my  dear  ? 

(PHOEBE  is  unable  to  resist  these  delightful  openings.  The 
imploring  looks  MISS  SUSAN  gives  her  but  add  to  her  enjoy- 
ment. It  is  as  if  the  sense  of  fun  she  had  caged  a  moment 
ago  were  broke  loose  again.) 

PHOEBE.  Alas,  they  think  of  none  but  hivvy.  They  come 
to  me  merely  to  say  that  they  adore  her. 
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Miss  HENRIETTA.     Surely  not  Captain  Brown  ? 

PHOEBE.     He  is  infatuate  about  her. 

MISS  FANIIY.     Poor  Phoebe  ! 

(They  make  much  of  hfr,  and  she  purrs  naughtily  to  their 
stroking,  with  lightning  beeps  at  MISS  SUSAN.  Affronted 
Providence  seeks  tt  pay  her  out  by  sending  ENSIGN  BLADES 
into  the  tent.  Then  the  close  observer  may  see  MISS 
PHOEBE'S  heart  sink  like  a  bucket  in  a  well.  MISS  suSAN 
.  steals  from  the  tent.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  Mr.  Blades,  I  have  been  saying  that  if  I 
were  a  gentleman  I  would  pay  my  addresses  to  Miss  Phoebe 
much  rather  than  to  her  niece. 

BLADES.      Ma'am,  excuse  me. 

MISS  HENRIETTA  (indignant  that  Miss  VHOEBE  should'be  slighted 
so  publicly).  Sir,  you  aref  a  most  ungallant  and  deficient  young 
ipan. 

BLADES.      Really,  ma'am,  I  assure  you 

MISS  HENRIETTA.     Not  Another  word,  sir. 

PHOEBE  (in  htr  ryost  old-maidish  manner).  Miss  Fanny,  Miss 
Henrietta,  it  is  time  I  spoke  plainly  to  this  gentleman.  Please 
leave  him  to  me.  Surely  'twill  come  bestYrom  me. 

MISS  HENRIETTA.     Indeed,  yes,  if  it  be  not  too  painful  to  you. 

PHOEBE.      I  must  do  my  duty. 

MISS  FANNY  (wist fully).     If  we  could  remain 

PHOEBE.     Would  it  be  seemly,  Miss  Fanny  ? 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  Come,  Fanny.  (To  BLADES)  Sir,  you 
bring  your  punishment  upon  yourself. 

(They  press  PHOEBE'S  hand,  and  go.     Her  heart  returns 
to  its  usual  abode.) 

BLADES  (bewildered).     Are  you  angry  with  me,  Miss  Livvy  ? 

PHOEBE.      Oh,  no. 

BLADES.  Miss  Livvy,  1  have  something  to  say  to  you  of 
supreme  importance  to  me.  With  regard  to  my  complexion, 
I  am  aware,  Miss  Livvy,  that  it  has  retained  a  too  youthful 
bloom.  My  brother  officers  comment  on  it  with  a  certain  lack 
of  generosity.  (Anxiously)  Might  I  inquire*,  ma'am,  whether 
you  regard  my  complexion  as  a  subject  for  light  talk  ? 

PHOEBE.     No  indeed,  sir,  I  only  wish  I  had  it, 

BLADES  (who  has  had  no  intention  of  offering,  but  is  suddenly 
carried  off  his  feet  by  the  excellence  of  the  opportunity,  which  is  no 
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doubt  responsible  for  many  proposals).     Miss  Livvy,  ma'am,  you 
may  have  it. 

(Shf  has  a  great  and  humorous  longing  that  sLe  could  turn 
before  his  affrighted  eyes  into  thf  schoolmistress  she  really  is. 
She  would  endure  much  to  be  able  at  this  moment  to  say,  c  / 
have  listened  to  you^  ENSIGN  BLADES,  with  attention,  but  I 
am  really  MISS  PHOEBE,  and  I  must  now  request  you  to  fetch 
me  the  implement*      Under  the  shock,  would  he  have  sur- 
rendered his  palm  for  punishment  ?     It  can  never,  be  known^ 
for  as  she  looks  at  him  longingly,  LIEUTENANT  SPICER  enters, 
and  he  mistakes  the  meaning  of  that  longing  look.} 
SPICER.     'Tis  my  dance,  ma'am — 'tis  not  his. 
BLADES.     Leave  us,  sir.     We  have  matter  of  moment  to 
discuss. 

SPICER  (fearing  the  worst).  His  affection.  Miss  Livvy,  is  not 
so  deep  as  mine.  He  is  a  light  and  shallow  nature. 

prfoEBE.      Pooh  !      You  arc  both  light  and  shallow  natures. 
BLADES.     Both,  ma'am  ?     (But  he  is  not  sure  that  he  has  not 
had  a  miraculous  escape.} 

PHOEBE  (severely}.  'Tis  such  as  you,  with  your  foolish  flirt- 
ing ways,  that  confuse  the  minds  of  women  and  make  us  try  to 
be  as  £illy  as  yourselves. 

SPICER  (crushed).     Ma'am. 

PHOEBE.  I  did  not  mean  to  hurt  you.  (She  takes  a  hand  of 
each  and  tries  to  advise  them  as  if  her  curls  were  once  more  hidden 
under  a  cap.}  You  are  so  like  little  boys  in  a  school.  Do  be 

good.     Sit  here  beside  me.      t  know  you  arc  very  brave 

BLADES.     Ha  * 

PHOEBE.     And  when  you  come  back  from  the  wars  it  'must 
be  so  delightful  to  you  to  flirt  with  the  ladies  again. 
SPICER.      Oh,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE.      As  soon  as  you  see  a  lady  with  a  pretty  nose  you 
cannot  help  saying  that  you  adore  her. 
BLADES  (in  an  ecstasy).     Nay,  I  swear. 

PHOEBE.     And  you  offer  to  her,  not  from  love,  but  because 
you  are  so  deficient  in  conversation. 
SHCER.      Charming,  Miss  Livvy. 

PHOEBE  (with  sudden  irritation).  Oh,  sir,  go  away  ;  go 
away,  both  of  you,  and  read  improving  books. 

(They  are  cast  down.     She  has  not  been  quite  fair  to  these 
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gallants,  for  it  is  not  really  of  them  she  has  grown  weary  so 
nyuch  as  of  the  lady  they  temporarily  adore.  If  MISS  PHOEBE 
were  tf  analyse  her  feelings  she  would  find  that  her  remark 
is  addressed  to  LivvY,'aqd  that  it  means, 1 1  have  enjoyed  for 
a  little  pretending  to  be  yoy,  Hit  I  am  not  you  ajid  1  do  not 
wish  to  be  you.  Kvur  glitter  and  the  airs  of  you  and  the 
racket  of  you  tire  me,  I  want  to  be  done  with  you,  and  to  be 
back  in  quiet  Quality  Street,  of  ^vhich  1  am  a  part  ;  if  is 
fealty  pleasant  to  me  to  know  that  I  shall  wake  up  to-morjrow 
slightly  middle-aged'  With  the  entrance  of  CAPTAIN 
BROWN,  however,  she  is  at  once  a  frivol  again.  He  frowns 
at  sight  of  her  cavaliers.) 

VALENTINE.  Gentlemen,  I  instructed  this  lady  to  rest,  and 
I  am  surprised  to  find  you  in  attendance.  Miss  LiWy,  you 
must  be  weary  of  their  fajuities,  andt  1  have  taken  the  liberty 
to^  order  your  chaise. 

PHOEBE.     It  is  indeed  a  liberty. 
BLADES.     An  outrage. 
PHOEBE.     I  pfrefgr  to  reni<uii. 
VALENTINE.     Nay. 

PHOEBE.      I  promised  this  dance  to  Ensign  Blades. 
SPICER.     To*ne,  ma'am. 

PHOEBE.  And  the  following  one  to  Lieutenant  Spicer. 
Mr.  Blades,  your  arm. 

VALENTINE.     I  forbid  any  further  dancing. 
PHOEBE.     Forbid.     La  ! 

BLADES.     Sir,  by  what  right 

VALENTINE.  By  a  right  which  I  hope  to  m&ke  clear  to  Miss 
Livvjf  as  soon  as  you  gentlemen  have  retired. 

(PHOEBE  sees' that  the  declaration  is  coming.  She  steels 
herself.) 

PHOEBE.  I  am  curious  to  know  what  Captain  Brown  can 
have  to  say  to  fhe.  In  a  few  minutes,  Mr.  Blades,  Lieutenant 
Spicer,  I  shall  be  at  your  service. 

VALENTINE.        I  trust  not. 

PHOEBE.      1  give  them  my  word. 

(The  young  gentlemen   retire,   treading  air   once   mbre. 

BROWN  surveys  her  rather  grimly.) 

VALENTINE.  You  are  an  amazing  pretty  girl,  ma'am,  but 
you  are  a  shocking  flirt. 
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PHOEBE.     La  ! 

VALENTINE.  It  has  somewhat  diverted  me  to  watch* them  go 
down  before  you.  But  I  know  you  have  a  kind  fieart,  and  that 
if  there  be  a  rapfier  in  your  one  fyand, there  is  a  handkerchief  in 
the  other  rpady  to  staunch  theif  wounds. 

PHOEBE.      I  have  not  observed  that  they  bled  much. 

VALENTINE.     The  Blades  and  the  like.  no.     But  one  may, 
'  i  J 

perhaps. 

P,HOEBE  (obviously  the  reference  is  to  himself).  Perhaps  I  may 
wish  to  see  him  bleed. 

VALENTINE  (gf>own  stern).t  For  shame.  Miss  Livvy.  J  4nger 
rises  in  her,  but  she  wishes  him  to  proceed.)  I  speak,  ma'am,  in 
the  interests  of  the  man  to  whom  I  hope  to  see  you  affianced. 

(Ho,  she  does  not  wish  him  to  proceed.  She  had  esteemed 
him  for  so  long,  she  cannot  have  him  debase  himself  before 
her  now.} 

PHOEBE.     Shall  we — I  have  changed  my  mind,  I  consent 

go  home.     Please  to  say  nothing. 

VALENTINE.     Nay 

PHOEBE.      I  beg  you. 

VALENTINE.     No.     We  must  have  it  out. 

PHOEBE.     Then  if  you  must  go  on,  do  so.     But  remember 
I  begged  you  to  desist.     Who  is  this  happy  man  ? 
(His  next  words  are  a  great  shock  to  her.) 

VALENTINE.  As  to  who  he  is,  ma'am,  of  course  I  have  no 
notion.  Nor,  I  am  sure,  have  you,  else  you  would  be  more 
guarded  in  your  conduct. ,  But  some  day,  Miss  Livvy,  the  right 
man  will  come.  *  Not  to  be  able  to  tell  him  all,  would  it  not  be' 
hard  ?  And  how  could  you  acquaint  him  with  this  poor  sport  ? 
His  face  would  change,  ma'am,  as  you  told  him  of  it,  and  yours 
would  be  a  false  face  until  it  was  told.  This  is  what  I  have  been 
so  desirous  to  say  to  you — by  the  right  of  a  friend. 

PHOEBE  (in  a  low  'voice  but  bravely).     I  see. 

VALENTINE  (afraid  that  he  has  hurt  her).  It  has  been  hard  to 
say  and  I  have  done  it  bunglingly.  Ah,  but  believe  me,  Miss 
Livvy,  it  is  not  the  flaunting  flower  men  love  ;  it  is  the  modest 
violet. 

PHOEBE.     The  modest  violet  !     You  dare  to  say  that. 

VALENTINE.  Yes,  indeed,  and  when  you  are  acquaint  with 
what  love  really  is 
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PHOEBE.     Love  !     What  do  you  know  of  love  ? 

VALENTINE  (a  little  complacently}.  Why,  ma'am,  I  know  all 
about  it.  I  nm  in  love,  Miss  Livvy. 

PHOEBE  (with  a  disdainful  inclination  of  the  head}.  I  wish  you 
happy. 

VALENTINE.  With  a  Utfly  who  was  once  very  like  you,  ma'am. 
(At  first  PHOEBE  does  not  understand,  then  a  suspicion  of  his 
meaning  conies  to  her.} 

PHOEBS,     Not — not — oh  no. 

VALENTINE.  I  had  not  meant  to  speak  of  it,  but  why  should 
not  I  ?  It  will  be  a  fine  lesson  to  you,  Miss»Livvy.  Ma'am, 
it  is  your  Aunt  Phoebe  whom  I  love. 

PHOEBE  (rigid}.      You  do  not  mean  that. 

VALENTINE.      Most  ardently. 

PHOEBE.     It  is  not  true  ;   how  da&e  you  make  sport  of  her. 

VALENTINE.     Is  it  sport  to  wish  she  may  be  my  wife  ? 

PHOEBE.     Your  wife  ! 

VALENTINE.     If  I  could  win  her. 

PHOEBE  (bewildered}.  ]\ftay  I  solicit,  sir,  for  how  long  you 
have  been  attached  to  Miss  Phoebe  ? 

VALENTINE.     For  nine  years,  I  think. 

PHOEBE.     Yjm  think  ! 

VALENTINE.  I  want  to  be  honest.  Never  in  all  that  time 
had  I  thought  myself  in  love.  Your  aunts  were  my  dear  friends, 
and  while  I  was  at  the  wars  we  sometimes  wrote  to  each  ottfer, 
but  they  were  only  friendly  letters.  I  presume  the  affection 
was  too  placid  to  be  love. 

PHOEBE.      I  think  that  would  be  Aunt  Phoebe's  opinion. 

VALENTINE.  Yet  I  remember,  before  we  went  into  action 
for  the  first  time — ?I  suppose  the  fear  of  death  was  upon  me — 
some  of  them  were  making  their  wills — I  have  no  near  relative 
— I  left  everything  to  these  two  ladies. 

PHOEBE  (softly}.     Did  you  ? 

(What  is  it  that  MISS  PHOEBE  begins  to  see  as  she  sits  there 
so  quietly,  with  her  hands  pressed  together  as  if  upon  *so?ne 
treasure  ?  It  is  PHOEBE  of  the  ringlets  with  the  stain  taken 
out  of  her.} 

VALENTINE.  And  when  I  returned  a  week  ago  and  saw  Miss 
Phoebe,  grown  so  tired-looking  and  so  poor 

PHOEBE.     The  shock  made  you  feel  old,  I  know. 

E  2 
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VALENTINE.  No,  Miss  Livvy,  but  it  filled  me  with  a  sudden 
passionate  regret  that  I  had  not  gone  down  in  that  first  engage- 
ment. They  would  have  been  very  comfortably /eft. 

PHOEBE.     Oh,  sir  ! 

VALENTINE.    f  I  am  not  calling  It  love. 

PHOEBE.'    It  was  sweet  and  tind,  fyut  it  was  not  love. 

VALENTINE.      It  is  love  now. 

PHOEBE.     No,  it  is  only  pity. 

VALENTINE.        It  is  We. 

PHOEBE  (she  smiles  tremulously}.  You  really  mean  Phoebe — 
tired,  unattractive  Phoebe,  that  woman  whose  girlhood  is  gone. 
Nay,  impossible. 

1  VALENTINE  (stoutly).  Phoebe  of  the  fascinating  playful  ways, 
whose  ringlets  were  o^ce  as  pretty  as  yours,  ma'am.  I  have 
visited  her  in  her  hom^  several  times  this  week — you  were 
always  out — I  thank  you  for  that  !  '  I  was  alone  with  her,  and 
with  fragrant  memories  of  her. 

VHOEBE.  Memories  !  Yes,  that  is  the  Phoebe  you  love, 
the  bright  girl  of  the  past — not  tKe  schoolmistress  in  her  old- 
maid's  cap. 

VALENTINE.  There  you  wrong  me,  for  I  have  discovered  for 
myseflf  that  the  schoolmistress  in  her  old-maid's  cap  is  the  noblest 
Miss  Phoebe  of  them  all.  (If  only  he  would  go  away,  and  let 
MISS  PHOEBE  cry.)  When  I  enlisted,  I  remember  I  compared 
heir  to  a  garden.  I  have  often  thought  of  that. 

PHOEBE.     'Tis  an  old  garden  now. 

VALENTINE.     The'paths,  ma'am,  are  better  shaded. 

PHOEBE.     The  flowers  have  grown  old-fashioned. 

VALENTINE.  They  smell  the  sweeter.  Miss  Livvy,  do  you 
think  there  is  any  hope  for  me  ? 

PHOEBE.  There  was  a  man  whom  Miss  Phoebe  loved — long 
ago.  He  did  not  love  her. 

VALENTINE.     Now  here  was  a  fool  ! 

PHOEBE.     He  kissed  her  once. 

VALENTINE.  If  Miss  Phoebe  suffered  him  to  do  that  she 
thought  he  loved  ,her. 

PHOEBE.  Yes,  yes.  (She  has  to  ask  him  the  ten  years  old 
question.)  Do  you  opinion  that  this  makes  her  action  in  allow- 
ing it  less  reprehensible  ?  It  has  been  such  a  pain  to  her  ever 
since. 
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VALENTINE.  How  like  Miss  Phoebe  !  (Sternly)  But' that 
man  was  a  knave. 

PHOEBE.  \  No,  he  was  a  good  man — only  a  little — incon- 
siderate. She  knows  now  that  he  has  even  forgotten  that  he 
did  it.  I  suppose  men  are  like  tlijlt  ? 

VALENTINE.  No,  M^ss  Livvy,  men  are  not  like  tnat.  I  am 
a  very  average  man,  but  I  thank  God  I  am  not  like  that. 

PHOEBE.      It  was  you. 

VALENTINE  (after  a  pause).      Did  Miss  Phoebe  say  that  ? 

PHOEBE.     Yes. 

VALENTINE.     Then  it  is  true. 
(He  is  very  grave  and  quiet?) 

PHOEBE.  It  was  raining  and  her  face  was  wet.  You  Said 
you  did  it  because  her  face  was  wet. 

VALENTINE.      I  had  quite  forgottqp. 

PHOEBE.  But  she  remembers,  and  how  often  do  you  think 
tlie  shameful  memory  has  made  her  face  wet  since  ?  Th<T face 
you  love,  Captain  Brown,  you  were  the  first  to  give  it  pain.  *Qie 
tired  eyes — how  much  less  tired  they  might  be  if  they  had  never 
known  you.  You  who  arc  torturing  me  with  every  word, 
what  have  you  done  to  Miss  Phoebe  ?  Ytm  who  think  you  can 
bring  back  the. bloom  to  that  faded  garden,  and  all  the  pretty 
airs  and  graces  that  fluttered  round  it  once  like  little  birds  before 
the  nest  is  torn  down — bring  them  back  to  her  if  you  can,  sir  ; 
it  was  you  who  took  them  away. 

VALENTINE.  I  vow  I  shall  do  my  best  to  bring  them  back. 
(MISS  PHOEBE  shakes  her  head.)  Miss  Livvy,  with  your  help 

PHOEBE.     My  help  !    I  have  not  Helped.    I -tried  to  spoil  it  all. 

VALENTINE  (smiling).  To  spoil  it  ?  You  mean  that  you 
sought  to  flirt  eveit  with  me.  Ah,  I  knew  you  did.  But  that 
is  nothing. 

PHOEBE.     Oh,  sir,  if  you  could  overlook  it. 

VALENTINE.*      I  do. 

PHOEBE.     And  forget  these  hateful  balls. 

VALENTINE.  Hateful  !  Nay,  I  shall  never  call  them  that. 
They  have  done  me  too  great  a  service.  Lt  was  at  the  balls 
that  I  fell  in  love  with  Miss  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE.     What  can  you  mean  ? 

VALENTINE.  She  who  was  never  at  a  ball  !  (Checking  him- 
self humorously.)  But  1  must  not  tell  you,  it  might  hurt  you. 
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PHOEBE.     Tell  me. 

VALENTINE  (gaily}.  Then  on  your  own  head  be  the  blame. 
It  is  you  who  have  made  me  love  her,  Miss  Livvy.  •< 

PHOEBE.     Sir  ? 

VALENTINE.  Yes,  it  is  odd,  and' yet  very  simple.  You  who 
so  resembled  her  as  she  was  !  for  an  hour,  ma'am,  you  bewitched 
me  ;  yes,  I  confess  it,  but  'twas  only  for  an  hour.  How  like, 
I  died  at  first,  but  soon  it  was,  how  unlike.  There  was  almost 
nothing  she  would  have  said  that  you  said  ;  you  dicj  so  much 
that  she  would  have  scorned  to  do.  But  I  must  not  say  these 
things  to  you  !  « 

PHOEBE.      I  ask  it  of  you,  Captain  Brown. 

VALENTINE.  Well  !  Miss  Phoebe's  '  ladylikencss,'  on 
which  she  set  such  store  that  I  used  to  make  merry  of  the 
word — I  gradually  perceived  that  it  is  a  woman's  most  beauti- 
ful garment,  and  the  casket  which  contains  all  the  adorable 
qualities  that  go  to  the  making  of  a  perfect  female.  When 
Mfss  Livvy  rolled  her  eyes — ah  ! 
(He  stops  apologetically.) 

PHOEBE.      Proceed,  sir. 

VALENTINE.  It  but  made  me  the  more  complacent  that  never 
in  heiMife  had  Miss  Phoebe  been  guilty  of  the  slightest  deviation 
from  the  strictest  propriety.  (She  shudders.)  I  was  always 
conceiving  her  in  your  place.  Oh,  it  was  monstrous  unfair  to 
you.  I  stood  looking  at  you,  Miss  Livvy,  and  seeing  in  my 
mind  her  and  the  pretty  things  she  did,  and  you  did  not  do  ; 
why,  ma'am,  that  is  how  I  fell  in  love  with  Miss  Phoebe  at 
the  balls. 

PHOEBE.      1  thank  you. 

VALENTINE.  Ma'am,  tell  me,  do  you  tniliK  mere  is  any  nope 
for  me  ? 

PHOEBE.     Hope  ! 

VALENTINE.  I  shall  go  to  her.  *  Miss  Phoebe,'  I  will  say 
— oh,  ma'am,  so  reverently — 4  Miss  Phoebe,  my  beautiful,  most 
estimable  of  women,  let  me  take  care  of  you  for  ever  more.' 

(MISS  PHOEBE  presses  the  words  to  her  heart  and  then  drops 
them.) 

PHOEBE.     Beautiful.     La,  Aunt  Phoebe  ! 

VALENTINE.  Ah,  ma'am,  you  may  laugh  at  a  rough  soldier 
so  much  enamoured,  but  'tis  true.  '  Marry  me,  Miss  Phoebe,' 
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I  will  say,  '  and  I  will  take  you  back  through  those  years  of 
hardships  that  have  made  your  sweet  eyes  too  patient.  Instead 
of  growing  bldcr  you  shall  grow  younger.  We  will  tjravel  back 
together  to  pick  up  the  mAny  little  joys  and  pleasures  you  had  to 
pass  by  when  you  trod  tnat  thorny* path  alone.' 

PHOEBE.     Can't  be— rcan't  be. 

VALENTINE.     Nay,  Miss  Phoebe  has  loved  me.     'Tis  you 
have  said  it. 

PHOEBJ-:.      I  did  not  mean  to  tell  you. 

VALENTINE.     She  will  be  my  wife  yet. 

PHOEBE.     Never. 

VALENTINE.     You  are  severe,  Miss  Livvy.     But  it  is  because 
you  arc  partial  to  her,  and  1  am  happy  of  that.  * 

PHOEBE  (/;/  growing  horror  of  herself).     I  partial  t6  her  ?      I 
am  laughing  at  both  of  you.    Miss  Phoebe  !    La,  that  old  thing  ! 

VALENTINE  (sternly).     Silence  ! 

PHOEBE.     I  hate  her  and  despise  her.     If  you  knewVhat 

she  is 

(He  stopf  hef  with  a  gesture.} 

VALENTINE.      I  know  what  you  arc. 

PHOEBE.     That  paragon  who  has  never  been  guilty  of  the 
slightest  deviation  from  the  strictest  propriety. 

VALENTINE.     Never. 

PHOEBE.     That  garden 

VALENTINE.     Miss  Livvy,  for  shame. 

PHOEBE.      Your  garden  has  been  destroyed,  sir  ;    the  weejls 
have  entered  it,  and  all  the  flowers  are  choked. 

VALENTINE.      You  folse  woman,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

PPIOFBE.      I   will   tell   you.      (#ut  his  confidence  awes  her.) 
What  faith  you  haVc  in  her 

VALENTINE.      As  in  my  God.      Speak. 

PHOEBE.      T  cannot  tell  you. 

VALENTINE!     No,  you  cannot. 

PHOEBE.      It  is  too  horrible. 

VALENTINE.     You  are  too  horrible.      Is  not  that  it  ? 

PHOEBE.      Yes,  that  is  it. 

(MISS  SUSAN  has  entered  and  caught  the  last  words.) 

MISS  SUSAN  (shrinking  (is  from  a  coming  blow).     What  is  too 
horrible  ? 

VALENTINE.      Ma'am,  I  leave  the  telling  of  it  to  her,  if  she 
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dare.     ,nnd  I  devoutly  hope  those  are  the  last  words  I  shall  ever 
address  to  this  lady. 

(He,  bows  and  goes  out  in  dudgeon.     MISS  SUSAF.  believes  all 
is  discovered  and  that  MISS  PHO&BE  is  for  ever  shamed.) 
MISS  SUSAN  (taking  PHOEBEV/W  her  arms}.     My  love,  my  dear, 
what  terrible  thing  has  he  said  to  you  ?* 

PHOEBE  (forgetting  everything  but  that  she  is  loved).  Not 
terrible — glorious  !  Susan,  'tis  Phoebe  he  loves,  'tis  me,  not 
Livvy  !  He  loves  me,  he  loves  me  !  Me — Phoebe  ,T 

(MISS  SUSAN'S  bosom  swells.     It  is  her  great  hour  as  much 
as  PHOFBF'S.*) 


•ACT  IV 
THE  BLUE  AND  WHITE  ROOM 

IF  we  could  shut  our  eyes  to  the  two  sisters  sitting  here  in  woe, 
this  would  be,  to  the  male  eye  at  least,  the  identical  blue*  and 
white  room  of  ten  years  ago  ;  the  same  sun  shining  into  it  and 
playing  familiarly  with  Miss  Susay's  treasures*  But  the  ladies 
are  changed.  It  is  not  merely  that  Miss  Phoebe  has  agam 
donned  her  schoolmistress's  gown  and  hidden  her  curls  under  the 
cap.  To  see  her  thus  once  more,  her  real  self,  after  the  escapade 
of  the  ball,  is  not  unpleasant,  and  th$  cap  and  gown  do  not  ill 
brcome  the  quiet  room.  But  she  now  turns  guiltily  from^the 
sun  that  used  to  be  her  intimate,  her  face  is  drawn,  her  fqrm 
condensed  into  the  small est^pace,  and  her  hands  lie  trembliiTg 
in  her  lap.  It  is  disquieting  to  note  that  any  life  there  is  in  the 
room  comes  not  from  her  but  from  Miss  Stusan.  If  the  house 
were  to  go  on  fire  now  it  would  be  she  who  would  have  to  carry 
out  Miss  Phoebe. 

Whatever  of  import  has  happened  since  the  ball,  Patty 
knows  it,  and  is  enjoying  it.  We  sec  this  as  she  ushers  in  Mjss 
Willoughby.  Note  also,  with  concern,  that  at  mention  of  the 
visitor's  name  the  eyes  of  the  sisters  turn  affrightedly,  not  to  the 
door  by  which  their  old  friend  enters,  but  to  the  closed  door  of 
the  spare  bed-chamber.  Patty  also  gives  it  a  Aieaning  glance  ; 
then  the  three  look  at  each  other,  and  two  of  them  blanch. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (the  fourth  to  look  at  the  door}.  I  am  just 
run  across,  Susan,  to  inquire  how  Miss  Livvy  does  now 

MISS  SUSAN.     She  is  still  very  poorly,  Mary. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  I  am  so  unhappy  of  that.  I  conceive 
it  to  be  a  nervous  disorder  ? 

MISS  SUSAN  (almost  too  glibly).  Accompanied  by  trembling, 
flutterings,  and  spasms. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  The  excitements  of  the  ball.  You  have 
summoned  the  apothecary  at  last,  I  trust,  Phoebe  ? 

(MISS  PHOEBE,  once  so  ready  of  defence,  can  say  nothing.) 
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MISS  SUSAN  (to  the  rescue}.  It  is  Livvy's  own  wish  that  he 
should  not  be  consulted. 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (looking  longingly  at  the  door)i  May  I  go 
in  to  see  her  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  *I  fear  not,«Mary.'  She  is  almost  asleep,  and  it 
is  best  not  to  disturb  her.  (Peeping  iqto  the  bedroom]  Lie  quite 
still,  Livvy,  my  love,  quite  still. 

(Somehow  this  makes  PATTY  smile  so  broadly  that  she  finds 
it  advisable  to  retire.     MISS  WILLOUGHBY  sighf,  and  pro- 
duces a  small  bowl  from  the  folds  of  her  cloak.} 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY.     This  is  a  little  arrowroot,  of  which  I 
hope  Miss  Livvy  will  be  so  obliging  as  to  partake. 
'MISS  SUSAN  (taking  the  bowl).     I  thank  you,  Mary. 

PHOEBE  (ashamed).  t  Susan,  we  ought  not 

MISS  SUSAN  (shame/ess).,.  I  will  take  it  to  her  while  it  is  still 
warm. 

(She  goes  into  the  bedroom.     MISS  WILLOUGH  BY  gazes  at 
MISS  PHOEBE,  who  certainly  shrinks.     It  has  not  escaped 
the  notice  of  the  visitor  that  MISS  PHOEBL  has  become  the 
more  timid  of  the  sisters,  and  she  has  evolve  dan  explanation.) 
MISS  wiLLOUGHBl.     Phoebe,  has  Captain  Brown  been  ap- 
prised1 of  Miss  Livvy's  illness  ?  r 

PHOEBE  (uncomfortably).     I  think  not,  Miss  Willoughby. 
MISS    WILLOUGHBY    (sorry  for   PHOEBE,   and  speaking  very 
kitldly).     Is  this  right,  Phoebe  ?     You  informed  Fanny  and 
Henrietta  at  the  ball  of  his  partiality  for  Livvy.     My  dear,  it 
is  hard  for  you,  but  have  you  any  right  to  keep  them  apart  ? 

PHOEBE  (discovering  only  now  what  are  the  suspicions  of  her 
friends).  Is  that  what  you  think  I  am  doing,  Miss  Willoughby  ? 
MISS  WILLOUGHBY.  Such  a  mysterious'  illness.  (Sweetly) 
Long  ago,  Phoebe,  I  once  caused  much  unhappincss  through 
foolish  jealousy.  That  is  why  I  venture  to  hope  that  you  will 
not  be  as  I  was,  my  dear. 

PHOEBE.     I  jealous  of  Livvy  ! 

MISS  WILLOUGHBY  (with  a  sigh).  I  thought  as  little  of  the 
lady  I  refer  to,  but  he  thought  otherwise. 

PHOEBE.     Indeed,  Miss  Willoughby,  you  wrong  me. 

(But  MISS  WILLOUGHBY  does  not  entirely  believe  her,  and 
there  is  a  pause,  so  long  a  pause  that  unfortunately  MISS 
SUSAN  thinks  she  has  left  the  house  ) 
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MISS  SUSAN  (peeping  in}.     Is  she  gone  ? 

MIS^S  WILLOUGHBY  (hurt}.     No,  Susan,  but  I  am  going. 

MISS  SUS..N  (distressed}.     Mary  ! 

(She  follows  her  put^  but  MISS  WILLOUGHBY  will  not  be 
comforted,  and  there  is  a  coldness  between  them  for  the  rest 
of  the  day.  MISS  SUSAN  is  not  so  abashed  as  she  ought  to  be. 
She  returns,  and  partakes  with  avidity  of  the  arrowroot.} 

MISS  SUSAN.  Phoebe,  I  am  well  aware  that  this  is  wrong  of 
me,  but  Mary's  arrowroot  is  so  delicious.  The  ladies'-fingers 
and  petticoat-tails  those  officers  sent  to  Livvy,  I  ate  them  also  ! 
(Once  on  a  time  this  would  have  amused  Mrs  PHOEBE,  but  her 
sense  of  humour  has  gone.  She  is  crying.}  Phoebe,  if  you  have 
such  remorse  you  will  weep  yourself  to  death.  * 

PHOEBE.  Oh,  sister,  were  it  not  for  you,  how  gladly  would 
I  go  into  a  decline. 

MISS  SUSAN  (after  she  has  soothed  PHOEBE  a  little}.  My  dear, 
what  is  to  be  done  about  her  ?  We  cannot  have  her  supposed 
to  be  here  for  ever. 

PHOEBE.  We  had  to  pretend  that  she  was  ill  to  keep  her  out 
of  sight ;  and  now  we  cannot  say  she  has  gone  away,  for  the 
Misses  Willoughby's  windows  command'our  door,  and  they  are 
always  watching.  • 

MISS  SUSAN  (peeping  from  the  window).  I  see  Fanny  watch- 
ing now.  I  feel,  Phoebe,  as  if  Livvy  really  existed. 

PHOEBE  (mournfully}.  We  shall  never  be  able  to  csfcem 
ourselves  again. 

MISS  SUSAN  (who  has  in  her  the  makings  of  a  desperate  criminal}. 
Phoebe,  why  not  marry  him  ?  If  only  w«  could  make  him 
think  that  Livvy  had  gone  home.  Then  he  need  never  know. 

PHOEBE.  Susan,  you  pain  me.  She  who  marries  without 
telling  all — hers  must  ever  be  a  false  face.  They  are  his  own 
words. 

(PATT?  enters  importantly.} 

PATTY.      Captain  Brown. 

PHOEBE  (starting  up}.  I  wrote  to  him,  begging  him  not  to 
come. 

MISS  SUSAN  (quickly}.     Patty,  I  am  sorry  we  are  out. 

(But  VALENTINE  has  entered  in  time  to  hear  her  words.} 

VALENTINE  (not  unmindful  that  this  is  the  room  in  which  he  is 
esteemed  a  wit}.  I  regret  that  they  are  out,  Patty,  but  I  will 
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await  their  return.  (The  astonishing  man  sists  on  the  ottoman 
beside  MISS  SUSAN,  but  politely  ignores  her  presence.}  It  is  not 
my  wish  tq  detain  you,  Patty. 

(PATTY  goes  reluctantly,  and  tfye*sisters  think  how  like  him^ 
and  how  delightful  it  woltld  be  if  they  were  still  the  patterns 
of  propriety  he  considers  them.} 

PHOEBE  (bravely}.     Captain  Brown. 

VALENTINE  (rising).  You,  Miss  Phoebe.  I  hear  Miss 
Livvyjs  indisposed  ? 

PHOEBE.      She  is — very  poorly. 

VALENTINE.  B«t  it  is  not  that  unpleasant  girl  I  have  come 
to  see,  it  is  you. 

MISS  SUSAN  (meekly}.     How  do  you  do  ? 

VALENTINE  (ignoring  for}.  And  I  am  happy,  Miss  Phoebe, 
to  find  you  alone. 

MISS  SUSAN  (appealingly}.     How  do  you  do,  sir  ? 

puSEBE.     You  know  quite  well,  sir,  that  Susan  is  here. 

WLENTINE.  Nay,  ma'am,  excuse^me.  I  heard  Miss  Susan 
say  she  was  gone  out.  Miss  Susan  is  incapably  of*prevarication. 

MISS  SUSAN  (rising — helpless}.     What  am  I  to  do  ? 

PHOEBE.     Don't  go1,  Susan — 'tis  what  he  wants. 

VALENTINE.     I  have  her  word  that  she  is  not  present. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh  dear. 

VALENTINE.  My  faith  in  Miss  Susan  is  absolute.  (At  this 
she  retires  into  the  bedroom,  and  immediately  his  manner  changes. 
He  takes  MISS  PHOEBE'S  hands  into  his  own  kind  ones.}  You 
coward,  Miss  Phoebe,  to  be  afraid  of  Valentine  Brown. 

PHOEBE.     I  wrc^e  and  begged  you  not  to  come. 

VALENTINE.  You  implied  as  a  lover,  Miss  Phoebe,  feut 
surely  always  as  a  friend. 

PHOEBE.     Oh  yes,  yes. 

VALENTINE.  You  told  Miss  Livvy  that  you  loved  me  once. 
Row  carefully  you  hid  it  from  me  ! 

PHOEBE  (more  firmly}.  A  woman  must  never  tell.  You 
went  away  to  the  great  battles.  I  was  left  to  fight  in  a  little  one. 
Women  have  a  flag«to  fly,  Mr.  Brown,  as  well  as  men,  and  old 
maidsThave  a  flag  as  well  as  women.  I  tried  to  keep  mine  flying. 

VALENTINE.  But  you  ceased  to  care  for  me.  (Tenderly}  I 
dare  ask  your  love  no  more,  but  I  still  ask  you  to  put  yourself 
into  my  keeping.  JVJiss  Phoebe,  let  me  take  care  of  you, 
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PHOEBE.     It  cannot  be. 

VALENTINE.  This  weary  teaching  !  Let  me  close  your 
school. 

PHOEBE.      Please,  sir, 

VALENTINE.  If  not  for  your  own  sake,  I  ask  you,  Miss 
Phoebe,  to  do  it  for  mine.  In  memory  of  the 'thoughtless 
recruit  who  went  off  laughing  to  the  wars.  They  say  ladies 
cannot  quite  forget  the  man  who  has  used  them  ill  ;  Miss 
Phoebe,  do  it  for  me  because  I  used  you  ill. 

PHOEBE.      I  beg  you — no  more. 

VALENTINE  (manfully}.  There,  ii  is  HI  ended.  Mfcs 
Phoebe,  here  is  my  hand  on  it. 

PHOEBE.     What  will  you  do  now  ? 

VALENTINE.  I  also  must  work.  I  yill  become  a  physician 
again,  with  some  drab  old  housekeeper  to  neglect  me  and  the 
house.  Do  you  foresee  the  cobwebs  gathering  and  gathering, 
Miss  Phoebe  ? 

PHOEBE.     Oh,  sir  ! 

VALENTINE.  You  shall  yet  see  me  in  Quality  Street,  wearing 
my  stock  all  awry. 

PHOEBE.     Oh,  oh  ! 

VALENTINE.     And  with  snuff  upon  my  sleeve. 

PHOEBE.     Sir,  sir  ! 

VALENTINE.  No  skulker,  ma'am,  I  hope,  but  gradually 
turning  into  a  grumpy,  crusty,  bottle-nosed  old  bachelor. 

PHOEBE.     Oh,  Mr.  Brown  ! 

VALENTINE.  And  all  because  you  will  not  walk  across  the 
street  with  me. 

PHOEBE.  Indeed,  sir,  you  must  marry — and  I  hope  it  may 
be  some  one  who  is  really  like  a  garden. 

VALENTINE.  I  know  but  one.  That  reminds  me,  Miss 
Phoebe,  of  something  I  had  forgot.  (He  produces  a  paper  from 
his  pocket.}  'Tis  a  trifle  I  have  wrote  about  you.  But  I  fear 
to  trouble  you. 

(PHOEBE'S  hands  go  out  longingly  for  it.} 

PHOEBE  (reading}.  '  Lines  to  a  Certain  Lady,  who  is 
Modestly  unaware  of  her  Resemblance  to  a  Garden.  Wrote 
by  her  servant,  V.  B.' 

(The  beauty  of  this  makes  her  falter.     She  looks  up.} 

VALENTINE  (with  a  poet's  pride}.     There  is  more  of  it,  ma'am. 
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PHOEBE  (reading). 

The  lilies  arc  her  pretty  thoughts, 

Her  shoulders  are  the  may, 
Her  smiles  are  all  forget-me-nots, 

The  path  's  her  gracious  way, 
The  roses  that  do  line  it  are 

Her  fancies  walking  round, 
'Tis  sweetly  smelling  lavender 

In  which  my  lady  's  gowned. 

(MISS  PHOEVE  has  thought  herself  strong,  but  she  is  not  able 
to  read  such  exquisite  lines  without  betraying  hersefy  to  a 
lover's  ga%e.) 

VALENTINE  (excitedly).     Miss  Phoebe,  when  did  you  cease 
to  care  for  me  ? 

PHOEBE  Retreating  from  him  but  clinging  to  her  poem).     You 
promised  not  to  ask. 

^VALENTINE.     I  know  not  why  you  should,  Miss  Phoebe,  but 
I  believe  you  love  me  still  ! 

(MISS  PHOEBE  has  the  terrified  appearance  of  a  detected 
felon.) 

(MISS  SUSAN  returns.) 
MISS  SUSAN.     You  are  talking  so  loudly. 
VALENTINE.     Miss  Susan,  does  she  care  for  me  still  ? 
MISS  SUSAN  (forgetting  her  pride  of  sex).     Oh,  sir,  how  could 
she  help  it  ! 

VALENTINE.     Then  by  Gad,  Miss  Phoebe,  you  shall  marry 
me  though  I  have  to  carry  you  in  my  arms  to  the  church. 
PHOEBE.     Sir,  how  can  you  ! 

(But  MISS  SUSAN  gives  her  a  look  which  means  that  it  must 
he  done  if  only  to  avoid  such  a  scandal.  It  is  at  this  in- 
opportune moment  that  MISS  HENRIETTA  and  MISS  FANNY 
are  announced.) 

MISS   HENRIETTA.      I   think   Miss  Willoughby  has  already 
popped  in. 

PHOEBE  (with  aJittle  spirit).     Yes,  indeed. 
MISS  SUSAN  (a  mistress  of  sarcasm).     How  is  Mary,  Fanny  ? 
She  has  not  been  to  see  us  for  several  minutes. 

MISS  FANNY  (somewhat  daunted).     Mary  is  so  partial  to  you, 
Susan. 
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VALENTINE.     Your  servant,  Miss  Henrietta,  Miss  Fanny. 
MISS  FANNY.     How  do  you  do,  sir  ? 

MISS  HENRIETTA  (wistfully}.  And  how  do  you  find  Miss 
Livvy,  sir  ? 

VALENTINE.     I  have  not  seen  her.  Miss  Henrietta. 
MISS  HENRIETTA.      Irdeed  ! 

MISS  FANNY.       Not  CVCIl  you  ? 

VALENTINE.     You  seem  surprised  ? 

MISS  F\NNY.  Nay,  sir,  you  must  not  say  so  ;  but  really, 
Phoebe  ! 

PHOEBE.      Fanny,  you  presume  ! 

VALENTINE  (puzzled).  If  one  of  you  ladies  would  deign  to 
enlighten  me.  To  begin  with,  what  is  Miss  Livvy's  malauy  ? 

Miss  HENRIETTA.      He  does  not  know  ?     Oh,  Phoebe. 

VALENTINE.      Ladies,  have  pity  o"  a  dull  man,  and  explain. 

MISS  FANNY  (timidly].  Please  not  to  ask  us  to  explain.  I 
tear  we  have  already  said  more  than  was  proper.  Phoebe, 
forgive. 

(To  CAPVAIN  BROWN  this  but  adds  to  the  mystery,  and  he 
looks  to  PHOEBE  for  enlightenment.} 

PHOEBE  (desperate}.  I  understand,  sir,  there  is  a  belief  that 
I  keep  Livvy  in  confinement  because  of  your  passion  for  her. 

VALENTINE.  My  passion  for  Miss  Livvy  ?  Why,  Miss 
Fanny,  I  cannot  abide  her — nor  she  me.  (Looking  manfully 
at  MISS  PHOEBE)  Furthermore,  I  am  proud  to  tell  you  that 
this  is  the  lady  whom  I  adore. 

MISS  FANNY.        Phoebe  ? 

VALENTINE.     Yes,  ma'am. 

(The  ladies  are  for  a  moment  bereft  of  speech,  and  the  up- 
lifted PHOEBE  cannot  refrain  from  a  movement  which,  if 
completed,  would  be  a  curtsey.  Her  punishment  follows 
promptly.} 

MISS  HENRIETTA  (from  her  heart).  Phoebe,  I  am  so  happy 
'tis  you. 

MISS  FANNY.  Dear  Phoebe,  I  give  you  joy.  And  you  also, 
sir.  (MISS  PHOEBE  sends  her  sister  a  glance  of  unutterable  woe, 
and  escapes  from  the  room.  It  is  most  ill-bred  of  her.}  Miss 
Susan,  I  do  not  understand  ! 

MISS  HENRIETTA.     Is  it  that  Miss  Livvy  is  an  obstacle  ? 
MISS  SUSAN  (who  knows  that  there  is  no  hope  for  her  but  in 
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flight).  I  think  I  hear  Phoebe  calling  me — a  sudden  indisposi- 
tion. Pray  excuse  me,  Henrietta.  (She  goes.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  We  know  not,  sir,  whether  to  ofter  you 
our  felicitations  ? 

VALENTINE  (cogitating).  May  I  ask*,  ma'am,  what  you  mean 
by  an  obstacle  ?  Is  there  some  mystery  about  Miss  Livvy  ? 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  So  much  so,  sir,  that  we  at  one  time 
thought  she  and  Miss  Phoebe  were  the  same  person. 

VALENTINE.        Pshaw  !  , 

MISS  FANNY.  Why  will  they  admit  no  physician  into  her 
presence  ?  u 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  Hie  blinds  of  her  room  are  kept*  most 
artfully  drawn. 

MISS   FANNY  (plaintively).     We  have  never  seen  her,  sir. 
Neither  Miss  Susan  nor  Miss  Phoebe  will  present  her  to  us. 
VALENTINE  (impressed).     Indeed. 

(MISS  HENRIETTA  and  MISS  FANNY,  encouraged  by  his 
sympathy  y  draw  nearer  the  door  of  the  interesting  bed- 
chamber. They  falter.  Any  one  who  thinksy  however, 
that  they  would  so  far  forget  themselves  as  to  open  the  door 
and  peep  /'»,  has  no  understanding  of  the  ladies  of  Quality 
"  Street.  They  arey  nevertheless  y  not  perfect,  for  MISS 
HENRIETTA  knocks  on  the  door.) 

MISS  HENRIETTA.  How  do  you  find  yourself,  dear  Miss 
Livvy  ? 

(There  is  no  answer.  It  is  our  pride  to  record  that  they 
come  away  without  even  touching  the  handle.  They  look 
appealingly  it  CAPTAIN  BROWN,  whose  face  has  grown  grave.) 

VALENTINE.      I  think,  ladies,  as  a  physician 

(He  walks  into  the  bedroom.      They  feel  an  ignoble  drawing 
to  follow  him,  but  do  not  yield  to  it.     When  he  returns  his 
face  is  inscrutable.) 
MISS  HENRIETTA.     Is  she  very  poorly,  sir  ? 

VALENTINE.       Ha. 

MISS  FANNY.     We  did  not  hear  you  address  her. 
VALENTINE.     She  is  not  awake,  ma'am. 
Miss  HENRIETTA.     It  is  provoking. 

MISS  FANNY  (sternly  just).  They  informed  Mary  that  she 
was  nigh  asleep. 

VALENTINE.     It  is  not  a  serious  illness  I  think,  ma'am. 
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With  the  p^ oion  of  Miss  Phoebe  and  Miss  Susan  I  will  make 

myself  more  acquaint  with  her  disorder  presently.     (He  is 
desirous  to  be  alone.)     But  we  must  not  talk  lest  we  disturb  her. 
MISS  FANNY.     You  suggest  our  retiring,  sir  ? 

VALENTINE.     Nay,  Miss*  Fanny 

MISS  FANNY.  You  jrc  vcty  obliging  ;  but  I 'think,  Hen- 
rietta  

MISS  HENRIETTA  (rising).     Yes,  Fanny. 

(2V0  doubt  they  are  the  more  ready  to  depart  that  they  wish 
to  inform  MISS  WILLOUGIIBY  at  once  of  these  strange  doings. 
As  they  go,  MISS  SUSAN  and  MISS  PHOFJBE  return,  and  the 
adieux  are  less  elaborate  Mm  usual.     Neither  visitors  nor 
hostesses  quite  know  what  to  say.     MISS  SUSAN  is  merely 
relieved  to  see  them  leave,  but  MISS  PHOEBE  has  'ead  some- 
thing in  their  manner  that  makfs  her  uneasy.} 
PHOEBE.     Why  have  they  departed  so  hurriedly,  sir  ?     They 
— they  did  not  go  in  to  see  Livvy  ? 

VALENTINE.       No. 

(She  reads  danger  in* his  face.} 

PHOEBE.     Why  do  you  look  at  me  so  strangely  ? 

VALENTINE  (somewhat  stern}.  A4iss  Phoebe,  I  desire  to  sec 
Miss  Livvy. 

PHOEBE,      impossible. 

VALENTINE.  Why  impossible  ?  They  tell  me  strange 
stories  about  no  one's  seeing  her.  Miss  Phoebe,  I  will  not  teave 
this  house  until  I  have  seen  her. 

PHOEBE.  You  cannot.  (But  he  is  very  determined,  and  she 
is  afraid  of  him.}  Will  you  excuse  me,  sir,  Awhile  I  talk  with 
Susan  behind  the  door  ? 

(The  sisters  go  guiltily  into  the  bedroom,  and  CAPTAIN 
BROWN  after  some  hesitation  rings  for  PATTY.) 

VALENTINE.  Patty,  come  here.  Why  is  this  trick  being 
played  upon  me  ? 

PATTY  (with  all  her  wits  about  her}.  Trick,  sir  !  Who 
would  dare  ? 

VALENTINE.  I  know,  Patty,  that  Miss.  Phoebe  has  been 
Miss  Livvy  all  the  time. 

PATTY.     I  give  in  ! 

VALENTINE.     Why  has  she  done  this  ? 

PATTY  (beseechingly}.      Are  you  laughing,  sir  ? 
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VALENTINE.     I  am  very  far  from  laughing. 

PATTY  (turning  on  him}.  'Twas  you  that  began  it,  all  by  not 
knowing  her  in  the  white  gown.  t-- 

VALENTINE.     Why  has  this  deception  been  kept  up  so  long  ? 

PATTY.  Because  you  would  not  see  through  it.  Oh,  the 
wicked  denseness.  She  thought  you  vjere  infatuate  with  Miss 
Livvy  because  she  was  young  and  silly. 

VALENTINE.     It  is  infamous. 

PATTY.  I  will  not  have  you  call  her  names.  'Twas  all 
playful  innocence  at  first,  and  now  she  is  so  feared  of  you  she  is 
weeping  her  soul  to  death,  and  all  I  do  I  cannot  rouse  her.  6 1 
ha'  a  follower  in  the  kitchen,'  ma'am,'  says  I,  to  infuriate  her. 
*  Give  him  a  glass  of  cowslip  wine,'  says  she,  like  a  gentle 
lamb.  And  ill  she  can  afford  it,  you  having  lost  their  money 
for  them.  A 

VALENTINE.  What  is  that  ?  On  the  contrary,  all  the  money 
they  have,  Patty,  they  owe  to  my  having  invested  it  for  them. 

PATTY.     That  is  the  money  they  lost. 

VALENTINE.     You  are  sure  of  that  ?  •»• 

PATTY.      I  can  swear  to  it. 

VALENTINE.  Deceived  me  about  that  also.  Good  God  ; 
but  why  ? 

PATTY.  I  think  she  was  feared  you  would  offer  to  her  out 
of  pity.  She  said  something  to  Miss  Susan  about  keeping  a  flag 
flying.  What  she  meant  I  know  not.  (But  he  knows,  and  he 
turns  away  his  face.)  Are  you  laughing,  sir  ? 

VALENTINE.  No,  Patty,  I  am  not  laughing.  Why  do  they 
not  say  Miss  Liv,vy  has  gone  home  ?  It  would  save  them  a 
world  of  trouble. 

PATTY.  The  Misses  Willoughby  and  Miss  Henrietta — 
they  watch  the  house  all  day.  They  would  say  she  cannot  be 
gone,  for  we  did  not  see  her  go. 

VALENTINE  (enlightened  at  last).      I  see  ! 

PATTY.  And  Miss  Phoebe  and  Miss  Susan  wring  their 
hands,  for  they  are  feared  Miss  Livvy  is  bedridden  here  for  all 
time.  (Now  his  *sense  of  humour  asserts  itself.)  Thank  the 
Lord,  you  're  laughing  ! 

(At  this  he  laughs  the  morey  and  it  is  a  gay  CAPTAIN  BROWN 
on  whom  MISS  SUSAN  opens  the  bedroom  door.  This 
desperate  woman  is  too  fid  I  of  plot  to  note  the  change  in  him. } 
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MISS  SUSAN.  I  am  happy  to  inform  you,  sir,  that  Livvy  finds 
herself  much  improved. 

VALENTINE  (bowing).      It  is  joy  to  me  to  hear  it. 

MISS  SUSAN.     She  is  coming  in  to  see  you, 

PATTY  (aghast}.     Oh,  ma'im  f 

VALENTINE  (frowning  on  PATTY).  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  the 
poor  invalid. 

PATTY.     Ma'am ! 

(fhit  MISS  SUSAN,  believing  that  so  far  all  is  well,  has 
returned  to  the  bed-chamber.  CAPTAIN  BROWN  bestows 
a  quizzical  glance  upon  thejnaid.) 

VALENTINE.  Go  away,  Patty.  Anon  I  may  claim  a  service 
of  you,  but  for  the  present,  go. 

PATTY.     But — but 

VALENTINE.     Retire,  woman. 

(She  has  to  go,  and  he  prepares  his  face  for  the  reception  of 
the  invalid.  PHOEBE  comes  in  without  her  cap,  the  ringlets 
showing  again.  Shi  wears  a  dressing  jacket  and  is  Sup- 
ported by  Mtss  SUSAN.) 

VALENTINE  (gravely).     Your  servant,  ^'liss  Livvy. 

PHOEBE  (weakly).     How  do  you  do  ? 

VALENTINE.*    Allow  me,  Miss  Susan. 

(He  takes  MISS  SUSAN'S  place  ;  but  after  an  exquisite 
moment  MISS  PHOEBE  breaks  away  from  him,  feeling  fhat 
she  is  not  worthy  of  such  bliss.) 

PHOEBE.     No,  no,  I — I  can  walk  alone — see. 
(She  reclines  upon  the  couch.) 

MISS  SUSAN.      How  do  you  think  she  is  locfking  ? 

(He  makes  a  professional  examination  of  the  patient,  and 
they  are  very  ashamed  to  deceive  him,  but  not  so  ashamed 
that  they  must  confess.) 
What  do  you  think  ? 

VALENTINE  (solemnly).  She  will  recover.  May  I  say, 
ma'am,  it  surprises  me  that  any  one  should  see  much  resemblance 
between  you  and  your  Aunt  Phoebe.  Miss  Phoebe  is  decidedly 
shorter  and  more  thick-set. 

PHOEBE  (sitting  up).     No,  I  am  not. 

VALENTINE.  I  said  Miss  Phoebe,  ma'am.  (She  reclines.) 
But  tell  me,  is  not  Miss  Phoebe  to  join  us  ? 

PHOEBE.     She  hopes  you  will  excuse  her,  sir. 
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MISS  SUSAN  (vaguely).  Taking  the  opportunity  of  airing  the 
room. 

VALENTINE.       Ah,  of  COUrSC. 

MISS  SUSAN  (opening  bedroom  doo*- 'and  calling  mendaciously). 
Captain  Brown  will  excuse  you,  Phoebe 

VALENTINE.  Certainly,  Miss  Susans  Well,  ma'am,  I  think 
I  could  cure  Miss  Livvy  if  she  is  put  unreservedly  into  my  hands. 

ivfiss  SUSAN  (with  a  sigh).     I  am  sure  you  could. 

VAJENTINE.     Then  you  are  my  patient.  Miss  Liviy. 

PHOEBE  (nervously).  'Twas  but  a  passing  indisposition,  I  am 
almost  quite  recovered. 

VALENTINE.  Nay,  you  still  require  attention.  Do  you 
propose  making  a  long  stay  in  Quality  Street,  ma'am  ? 

PHOEBE.     I — I — I  hope  not.     It — it  depends. 

MISS  SUSAN  (forgetting  ht  ~self).     M?ry  is  the  worst. 

VALENTINE.     I  ask  your  pardon  ? 

PHOEBE.     Aunt  Susan,  you  are  excited. 

VALENTINE.  But  you  are  quite  right,  Miss  Livvy  ;  home 
is  the  place  for  you. 

PHOEBE.     Would  that  I  could  go  ! 

VALENTINE      You  are  going. 

PHOEBE.     Yes — soon. 

VALENTINE.  Indeed,  I  have  a  delightful  surprise  for  you, 
Miss  Livvy,  you  are  going  to-day. 

PHOEBE.     To-day  ? 

VALENTINE.  Not  merely  to-day,  but  now.  As  it  happens, 
my  carriage  is  standing  idle  at  your  door,  and  I  am  to  take  you  in 
it  to  your  home — Some  twenty  miles  if  1  remember. 

PHOEBE.     You  are  to  take  me  ? 

VALENTINE.  Nay,  'tis  no  trouble  at  all,  and  as  your  physician 
my  mind  is  made  up.  Some  wraps  for  her,  Miss  Susan. 

MISS  SUSAN.     But — but 

PHOEBE  (in  a  panic).     Sir,  I  decline  to  go. 

VALENTINE.     Come,  Miss  Livvy,  you  are  in  my  hands. 

PHOEBE.     I  decline.     I  am  most  determined. 

VALENTINE.     You  admit  yourself  that  you  are  recovered. 

PHOEBE.      I  do  not  feel  so  well  now.     Aunt  Susan  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.     Sir 

VALENTINE.     If  you  wish  to  consult  Miss  Phoebe 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh,  no. 
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VALENTINE.     Then  the  wraps,  Miss  Susan. 
PHOEBE.     Auntie,  don't  leave  me. 

VALENTIN^.  What  a  refractory  patient  it  is.  But  reason 
with  her,  Miss  Susan,  and  f  shall  ask  Miss  J*hoebe  for  some 
wraps. 

PHOEBE.     Sir  ! 

(To  their  consternation  ne  goes  cheerily  into  the  bedroom. 
MISS  PHOEBE  saves  herself  by  instant  flight,  and  nothing 'tut 
^mesmeric  Influence  keeps  MISS  SUSAN  rooted  to  the  blu$  and 
white  room.     When  he  returns  he  is  loaded  with  wraps^ 
and  still  cheerfully  animated,  as  if  he  had  found  nothing 
untoward  in  LIVVY'S  bed-chamber.) 
VALENTINE.     I  think  these  will  do  admirably,  Miss  Susan! 

MISS  SUSAN.     But  Phoebe 

VALENTINE.     If  I  swathe  Miss  L'Vvy  in  these 

MISS  SUSAN.     Phoebe 

VALENTINE.  She  is  still  busy  airing  the  room.  (The  extra- 
ordinary man  goes  to  the  couch  as  if  unable  to  perceive  that  its*late 
occupant  has  g&ne,9  and  MISS  SUSAN  watches  him,  fascinated.) 
Come,  Miss  Livvy,  put  these  over  you.  Allow  me — this  one 
over  your  shoulders,  so.  Be  so  obliging  as  to  lean  on  me.  Be 
brave,  ma'am,  you  cannot  fall — my  arm  is  round  you  j  gently, 
gently,  Miss  Livvy  ;  ah,  that  is  better  ;  we  are  doing  famously  ; 
come,  come.  Good-bye,  Miss  Susan,  I  will  take  every  care 
of  her. 

(He  has  gone,  with  the  bundle  on  his  arm,  but  MISS  SUSAN 
does  not  wake  up.  Even  the  banging  of  the  outer  door  is 
unable  to  rouse  her.  It  is  heard,  however,  by  MISS  PHOEBE, 
who  steals  back  into  the  room,  her  cap  upon  her  head  to  give 
her  courage.) 

PHOEBE.  He  is  gone  !  (MISS  SUSAN'S  rapt  face  alarms  her.) 
Oh,  Susan,  was  he  as  dreadful  as  that  ? 

MISS  SUSAN  (in  tones  unnatural  to  her).     Phoebe,  he  knows  all 
PHOEBE.     Yes,  of  course  he  knows  all  now.     Sister,  did  his 
face  change  ?     Oh,  Susan,  what  did  he  say  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  He  said  '  Good-bye,  Miss  Susan.'  That  was 
almost  all  he  said. 

PHOEBE.     Did  his  eyes  flash  fire  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.  Phoebe,  it  was  what  he  did.  He — he  took 
Livvy  with  him. 
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PHOEBE.  Susan,  dear,  don't  say  that.  You  are  not  dis- 
traught, are  you  ? 

MISS  Sftis AN  (clinging  to  facts).  He  did  ;  he  whipped  her  up 
in  a  shawl. 

PHOEBE.     Susan  ?     You  are.Susan  Throssel,  my  love.     You 
remember  me,  don't  you  ?     Phoebe,  your  sister.     I  was  Livvy 
also,  you  know,  Livvy. 
'MISS  SUSAN.     He  took  Livvy  with  him. 

PHOEBE  (in  woe).     Oh,  oh  !  sister,  who  am  I  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.      You  are  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE.     And  who  was  Livvy  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.     You  were. 
k  PHOEBE.     Thank  heaven. 

MISS  SUSAN.      But  he  took  her  away  in  the  carriage. 

PHOEBE.  Oh  dear  !  »  (She  has  quite  forgotten  her  own 
troubles  now.}  Susan,  you  will  soon  be  well  again.  Dear,  let 
us  occupy  our  minds.  Shall  we  draw  up  the  advertisement  for 
tke  reopening  of  the  school  ? 

MISS  SUSAN.      I  do  so  hate  the  school. 

PHOEBE.  Come,  dear,  come,  sit  down.  Write,  Susan. 
(Dictating)  '  The  'Misses  Throssel  have  the  pleasure  to 
announce ' 

MISS  SUSAN.      Pleasure  !     Oh,  Phoebe. 

PHOEBE.  *  That  they  will  resume  school  on  the  5th  of  next 
month.  Music,  embroidery,  the  backboard,  and  all  the  ele- 
gancies of  the  mind.  Latin — shall  we  say  algebra  ? ' 

MISS  SUSAN.      I  refuse  to  write  algebra. 

PHOEBE.     — for  beginners. 

MISS  SUSAN.  I  refuse.  There  is  only  one  thing  I  can  write  ; 
it  writes  itself  in  my  head  all  day.  '  Miss  Susan  Throssel  pre- 
sents her  compliments  to  the  Misses  Willoughby  and  Miss 
Henrietta  Turnbull,  and  requests  the  honour  of  their  presence  at 
the  nuptials  of  her  sister  Phoebe  and  Captain  Valentine  Brown.' 

PHOEBE.     Susan  ! 

MISS  SUSAN.  Phoebe  !  (A  door  is  heard  banging.)  He  has 
returned  ! 

PHOEBE.      Oh  cruel,  cruel.      Susan,  I  am  so  alarmed. 

MISS  SUSAN.     I  will  face  him. 

PHOEBE.     Nay,  if  it  must  be,  I  will. 

(Rut  when  he  enters  he  is  not  very  terrible.) 
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VALENTINE.  Miss  Phoebe,  it  is  not  raining,  but  your  face  is 
wet.  J  wish  always  to  kiss  you  when  your  face  is  wet. 

PHOEBE.  i  Susan  ! 

VALENTINE.  Miss  Livfry%  will  never  troubje  you  any  more. 
Miss  Susan.  I  have  sent  her  hom^. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Oh,  sir,Jhow  can  you  invent  such  a  story  for  us. 

VALENTINE.  I  did  not.  I  invented  it  for  the  Misses  Wil- 
loughby  and  Miss  Henrietta,  who  from  their  windows  watched 
me  put  hry  into  my  carriage.  Patty  accompanies  her,  an<J  in  a 
few  hours  Patty  will  return  alone. 

MISS  SUSAN.     Phoebe,  he  has  got  rid  of  Liwy  ! 

PHOEBE.     Susan,  his  face  hasn't  changed  ! 

VALENTINE.  Dear  Phoebe  Throssel,  will  you  be  Phodbe 
Brown  ?  lf 

PHOEBE  (quivering}.  You  know  everything  ?  And  that  I 
am  not  a  garden  ? 

VALENTINE.      I  know  everything,  ma'am — except  that. 

PHOEBE  (so  very  glad  to  be  prim  at  the  end).  Sir,  the  dictates 
of  my  heart  enjt>in  me  to  accept  your  too  flattering  offer.  (He 
puts  her  cap  in  his  pocket.  He  kisses  her.  MISS  SITS  AN  is  about  to 
steal  away.)  Oh,  sir,  Susan  also.  (He  kfsses  MISS  SUSAN  also  ; 
and  here  we  hid f  hem  good-bye.) 
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ACT  I 
AT  LOAM  HOUSE,  MAYFAIR 

A  MOMENT  before  the  curtain  rises,  the  Hon.  Ernest  Woolley 
drives  up  to  the  door  of  Loam  House  in  May^ain  There  is  a 
happy  smile  on  his  pleasant,  insignificant  face,  and  this  pre- 
sumably means  that  he  is  thinking  of  himself.  He  is  too  busy 
over  nothing,  this  man  about  town,  to  be  always  thinking  of 
himself,  but,  on  the  other  hand,  he  almost  never  thinks  of  any 
other  person.  Probably  Ernest's  great  moment  is  when  he 
wakes  of  a  morning  and  realises  that  he  really  is  Ernest,  for  we 
must  all  wish  to  be  that  which  is  our  ideal.  We  can  conceive 
him  springing  ov#  of  bed  lighl-heartedly  and  waiting  for  his  man 
to  do  the  rest.  Hi*  is  dressed  in  excellent  taste,  with  just  the 
little  bit  more  which  shows  that  he  is  not  without  a  sense  of 
humour  :  the  dandiacal  are  often  saved  by  carrying  a  smile  at 
the  whole  thing?  in  their  spats,  let  us  say.  Ernest  left  Cam- 
bridge the  other  day,  a  member  of  the  Athenaeum  (which  he 
would  be  sorry  to  have  you  confound  with  a  club  in  London  of 
the  same  name).  He  is  a  bachelor,  but  not  of  arts,  no  mean 
epigrammatist  (as  you  shall  see),  and  a  favourite  of  the  ladies. 
He  is  almost  a  celebrity  in  restaurants,"  where  he  dines  frequently, 
returning  to  sup  ;  and  during  this  last  year  he  has  probably  paid 
as  much  in  them  for  the  privilege  of  handing  his  hat  to  an 
attendant  as  the  rent  of  a  working-man's  flat.  He  complains 
brightly  that  he  is  hard  up,  and  that  if  somebody  or  other  at 
Westminster  dqes  not  look  out  the  country  will  go  to  the  dogs. 
He  is  no  fooU*  He  has  the  shrewdness  to  float  with  the  current 
because  it  is  a  labour-saving  process,  but  he  has  sufficient  pltlck 
to  fight,  if  fight  he  must  (a  brief  contest,  for  he  would  soon  be 
toppled  over).  He  has  a  light  nature,  which  would  enable  him 
to  bob  up  cheerily  in  new  conditions  and  return  unaltered  to  the 
old  ones.  \His  selfishness  is  his  most  endearing  quality. )  If  he 
has  his  way  he  will  spend  his  life  like  a  cat  in  pushing  his  betters 
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out  of  the  soft  places,  and  until  he  is  old  he  will  be  fondled  in  the 
process. 

He  gives  his  hat  to  one  footman  and  his  cane  t<i  another,  and 
mounts  the  gr^at  staircase  unassisted  and  undirected.  As  a 
nephew  of  the  house  he  need  show  no  credentials  even  to 
Crichton,  who  is  guarding  a  door  above. 

It  would  not  be  good  taste  to  describe  Crichton,  who  is  only 
aberrant ;  if  to  the  scandal  of  all  good  houses  he  is  to  stand  out 
as  a  figure  in  the  play,  he  must  do  it  on  his  own,  as, -they  say  in 
the  pantry  and  the  boudoir.  We  are  not  going  to  help  him. 
We  have  had  nvsgivings  ever  since  we  found  his  name  in  the 
title,  and  we  shall  keep  him  out  of  his  rights  as  long  as  we  can% 
Even  though  we  softened  to  him  he  would  not  be  a  hero  in  these' 
clothes  uf  servitude  ;  ?nd  he  loves  his  clothes/  iHow  to  get  him 
out  of  them  ?  It  would  require  a  cataclysm.  )  To  be  an  indoor 
servant  at  all  is  to  Crichton  a  badge  of  honour  ;  to  be  a  butler 
at  thirty  is  the  realisation  of  his  proudest  ambitions.  He'  is 
devotedly  attached  to  his  master,  who,  in  his  opinion,  has  but 
one  fault,  he  is  not  sufficiently  contemptuous  of  his  inferiors. 
We  are  immediately  to  be  introduced  to  this  solitary  failing  of 
a  great  English  peer. 

This  perfect  butler,  then,  opens  a  door,  and  ushers  Ernest 
into  a  certain  room.  At  the  same  moment  the  curtain  rises  on 
this  room,  and  the  play  begins. 

It  is  one  of  several  reception-rooms  in  Loam  House,  not  the 
most  magnificent  but  quite  the  softest  ;  and  of  a  warm  afternoon 
all  that  those  who  are  anybody  crave  for  is  the  softest.  The 
larger  rooms  are  magnificent  and  bare,  carpetless,  so  that  it  is  an 
accomplishment  to  keep  one's  feet  on  them  ;  they  are  sometimes 
lent  for  charitable  purposes  ;  they  are  also  all  in  use  on  the  night 
of  a  dinner-party,  when  you  may  find  yourself  alone  in  one, 
having  taken  a  wrong  turning  ;  or  alone,  save  for  two  others 
who  are  within  hailing  distance.  This  room,  however,  is 
comparatively  small  and  very  soft.  There  are  so  many  cushions 
in  it  that  you  wonder  why,  if  you  are  an  outsider  and  don't  know 
that  it  needs  six  cushions  to  make  one  fair  head  comfy.  The 
coaches  themselves  are  cushions  as  large  as  beds,  and  there  is  an 
art  of  sinking  into  them  and  of  waiting  to  be  helped  out  of  them. 
There  are  several  famous  paintings  on  the  walls,  of  which  you 
may  say  *  Jolly  thing  that,'  without  losing  caste  as  knowing  too 
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much  ;  and  in  cases  there  are  glorious  miniatures,  but  the 
daughters  of  the  house  cannot  tell  you  of  whom  ;  4  there  is  a 
catalogue  somewhere.'  There  are  a  thousand  or  so  of  roses  in 
basins,  several  library  novels,  and  a  row  of  weekly  illustrated 
newspapers  lying  against  each  o,theif  like  fallen  soldiers.  If  any 
one  disturbs  this  row  Crichton  seems  to  know  of  it  from  afar 
and  appears  noiselessly  and  replaces  the  wanderer.  One  thing 
unexpected  in  such  a  room  is  a  great  array  of  tea-things.  Ernfest 
spots  their^  with  a  twinkle,  and  has  his  epigram  at  onc<;  un- 
sheathed. He  dallies,  however,  before  delivering  the  thrust. 

ERNEST.  I  perceive,  from  the  tea-cups,  Crichton,  that  the 
great  function  is  to  take  place  here. 

CRICHTON  (with  a  respectful  sigh}.      Y,es,  sir. 

ERNEST  (chuckling  heartlessly).  Thf  servants'  hall  coming  up 
to  have  tea  in  the  drawing-room  !  (With  terrible  sarcasm) 
No  wonder  you  look  happy,  Crichton, 

CRICHTON  (under  the  knife].     No,  sir. 

ERNEST.  Do*  you  know,'  Crichton,  I  think  that  with  an 
effort  you  might  look  even  happier.  (CRICHTON  smiles  wanly.} 
You  don't  approve  of  his  lordship's  compelling  his  servants  to  be 
his  equals  —  oner  a  month  ? 

CRICHTON.  It  is  not  for  me,  sir,  to  disapprove  of  his  lord- 
ship's Radical  views. 

ERNES  TT  Certainly  not.  And,  after  all,  it  is  only  once  a 
month  that  he  is  affable  to  you. 

CRICHTON.  On  all  other  days  of  the  month,  sir,  his  lord- 
ship's treatment  of  us  is  everything  that  could  be  desired. 

ERNEST.  (This  is  the  epigram.)  Tea-cups!  Life^Crichto% 
is  like  ajcup  of  teaj^thejnore  heartily  we  drmjc/tHElsooncr  we 
reach  th^ 


CRICHTON  (obediently).     Thank  you,  sir. 
ERNEST  (becoming  confidential,  as  ive  do  when  we  have  need  of 
an  ally).     Crichton,  in  case  I  should  be  asked  to  say  a  few  words 
to  the  servants,  I  have  strung  together  a  little  speech.     (His  hand 
strays  to  his  pocket.)     I  was  wondering  where  5  should  stand. 

(He  tries  various  places  and  postures,  and  comes  to  rest  lean- 
ing over  a  high  chair,  whence,  in  dumb  shozv,  he  addresses  a 
gathering.  CRICHTON,  with  the  best  intentions,  gives  him 
a  footstool  to  stand  on,  and  departs,  happily  unconscious  that 
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t 

ERNEST  in  some  dudgeon  has  kicked  the  footstool  across  the 

room.)  t 

ERNESV1  (addressing  an  imaginary  audience,  an£  desirous  of 
startling  them  at  ^nce}.  Suppose  ypu  were  all  little  lishes  at  the 

bottom  of  the  sea * 

(He  is  not  quite  satisfied  ivith  disposition,  though  sure  that 
the  fault  must  lie  with  the  chair  for  being  too  high,  not  with 
him  for  being  too  short.  CRICHTON'S  suggestion  was  not 
perhaps  a  bad  one  after  all.  He  lifts  the  stool^  ,}mt  hastily 
conceals  it  behind  him  on  the  entrance  of  the  LADIES  CATHE- 
RINE and  AGATHA,  two  daughters  of  the  house.  CATHERINE 
is  twenty,  and  AGATHA  two  years  younger.  They  are  very 
fashionable  young  women  indeed,  who  might  wake  tip  for  a 
dance  >  but  they  are  very  la%y,  CATHERINE  being  two  years 
lazier  than  AGATHA.) 

ERNEST  (uneasily  jocular,  because  he  is  concealing  the  footstool}. 
Arid  how  are  my  little  friends  to-day  ? 

r  AGATHA  (contriving  to  reach  a  settee}.  Don't  be  silly,  Ernest. 
If  you  want  to  know  how  we  are,  we  are  dead.'  Even  to  think 
of  entertaining  the  servants  is  so  exhausting. 

CATHERINE  (subsiding  nearer  the  door}.  Besides  which,  we 
have  had  to  decide  what  frocks  to  take  with  us  on  the  yacht,  and 
that  is  such  a  mental  strain. 

ERNEST.  You  poor  overworked  things.  (Evidently  AGATHA 
is  'nis  favourite,  for  he  helps  her  to  put  her  feet  on  the  settee,  while 
CATHERINE  has  to  dispose  of  her  own  feet.}  Rest  your  weary 
limbs. 

CATHERINE  (perhaps  in  revenge}.  But  why  have  you  a  foot- 
stool in  your  hand  ?  •» 

AGATHA.       Yes  ? 

ERNEST.  Why  ?  (Brilliantly ;  but  to  be  sure  he  has  had 
time  to  think  it  out.}  You  see,  as  the  servants  are  to  be  the 
guests  I  must  be  butler.  I  was  practising.  This  is  a  tray, 
observe. 

(Holding  the  footstool  as  a  tray,  he  minces  across  the  room 
like  an  accomplished  footman.      The  gods  favour  him,  for  just 
here  LADY  MARY  enters,  and  he  holds  out  the  footstool  to  her.} 
Tea,  my  lady  ? 

(LADY  MARY  is  a  beautiful  creature  of  'twenty-two ',  and  is  of 
a  natural  hauteur  which  is  at  once  the  fury  and  the  envy  of 
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her  sisters.     If  she  chooses  she  can  make  you  seem  so  in- 
significant that  you  feel  you  might  be  swept  away  with  the 
crumb-brush.     She  seldom  chooses,  because  of  the  trouble  of 
preening  herself  as  she  does  it ;  she  is  usuclly  content  to  show 
that  you  merely  tire  her  eyes.'    She  often  seems  to  be  about 
to  go  to  sleep  in  the  middle  of  a  remark  :  there  is  quite  a  long 
and  anxious  pause,  and  then  she  continues,  like  a  clock  that 
hesitates,  bored  in  the  middle  of  its  strike.} 
LADY  :TARY  (arching  her  brows).     It  is  only  you,  Ernest ;    I 
thought  there  was  some  one  here  (and  she  also  bestows  herself  on 
cushions). 

ERNEST  (a  little  piqued,  and  deserting  the  footstool).     Had  a 
very  tiring  day  also,  Mary  ? 

LADY  MARY  (yawning).      Dreadfully      Been  trying  on  en- 
gagement-rings all  the  morning. 

ERNEST  (who  is  as  fond  of  gossip  as  the  oldest  club  member). 
What 's  that  ?     (To  AGATHA)  Is  it  Brocklehurst  ? 

(The  energetic  AGATHA  nods.) 
You  have  given  y<jur  warm  young  heart  to  Brocky  ? 

(LADY  MARY  is  impervious  to  his  humour,  but  he  continues 
bravely.) 

I  don't  wish  to  fatigue  you,  Mary,  by  insisting  on  a  verbal 
answer,  but  if,  without  straining  yourself,  you  can  signify  Yes 
or  No,  won't  you  make  the  effort  ? 

(She  indolently  flashes  a  ring  on  her  most  important  finger , 
and  he  starts  back  melodramatically.) 

The  ring  !  Then  I  am  too  late,  too  late  !  (Fixing  LADY 
MARY  sternly,  like  a  prosecuting  counsel.)  Miy  I  ask,  Mary, 
does  Brocky  know  ?  Of  course,  it  was  that  terrible  mother  of 
his  who  pulled  this  through.  Mother  does  everything  for 
Brocky.  Still,  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  you  will  be,  not  her  wife, 
but  his,  and,  therefore,  I  hold  that  Brocky  ought  to  be  informed. 

Now 

(He  discovers  that  their  languorous  eyes  have  closed.) 
If  you  girls  are  shamming  sleep  in  the  expectation  that  I  shall 
awaken  you  in  the  manner  beloved  of  ladies,  abandon  all  such 
hopes. 

(CATHERINE  and  AGATHA  look  up  without  speaking.) 
LADY  MARY  (speaking  without  looking  up).     You  impertinent 
boy. 
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ERNEST  (eagerly  plucking  another  epigram  from  his  quiver).  I 
knew  that  was  it,  though  I  don't  know  everything.  Agatha, 
I  'in  not,  young  enough  to  know  everything.  f 

(He  looks  typefully  from  one  &  another  ^  but  though  they  try 
to  grasp  this,  his  brillfance^  baffles  them.} 
AGATHA  (his  secret  admirer).     Young  enough  ? 
ERNEST  (encouragingly).     Don't  you  see  ?     I  'm  not  young 
enbugh  to  know  everything. 

AQ/VTHA.     I  'm  sure  it 's  awfully  clever,  but  it 's  sa'pu^zling. 
(Here  CRICHTON  ushers  in  an  athletic,  pleasant-faced  young 
clergyman,  MR.  TREHERNE,  who  greets  the  company.} 
CATHERINE.     Ernest,  say  it  to  Mr.  Treherne. 
^ERNEST.     Look  here,  Trchernc,  I  'in  not  young  enough  to 
know  everything.         , 

TREHERNE.     How  do  you  mean,  Ernest  ? 
ERNEST  (a  little  nettled}.      I  mean  what  I  say. 
LADY  MARY.     Say  it  again  ;   say  it  more  slowly. 
»ERNEST.     I  'in — not — young — enough — to — know — every- 
thing. 

TREHERNE.     /  see.     What  you  really  mean,  my  boy,  is  that 
you  are  not  old  enough  to  know  everything. 
ERNEST.     No,  I  don't. 
TREHERNE.     I  assure  you  that 's  it. 

LADY  MARY.       Of  Course  it  is. 

CATHERINE.     Yes,  Ernest,  that 's  it. 

(ERNEST,  in  desperation,  appeals  to  CRICIITON.) 

ERNEST.  I  am  not  young  enough,  Crichton,  to  know 
everything. 

(//  is  an  anxious  moment,  but  a  smile  is  at  length  extorted 
from  CRICHTON  as  with  a  corkscrew.) 

CRICHTON.     Thank  you,  sir.     (He  goes.) 

ERNEST  (relieved).  Ah,  if  you  had  that  fellow's  head, 
Treherne,  you  would  find  something  better  to  do  with  it  than 
play  cricket.  I  hear  you  bowl  with  your  head. 

TREHERNE  (with  proper  humility).  I  'm  afraid  cricket  is  all 
I  'm  good  for,  Ewiest. 

CATHERINE  (who  thinks  he  has  a  heavenly  nose}.  Indeed,  it 
isn't.  You  are  sure  to  get  on,  Mr.  Treherne. 

TREHERNE.     Thank  you,  Lady  Catherine. 

CATHERINE.     But  it  was  the  bishop  who  told  me  so.     He 
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said  a  clergyman  who  breaks  both  ways  is  sure  to  get  on  in 
England. 

TREHERNA     I  'm  jolly  glad. 

(The  master  of  the  rioyse  comes  in,  accompanied  by  LORD 
BROCKLEHURST.  The  EARL"  OF  LOAM  is  a  widower,  a 
philanthropist \  and  a  peer  of  advanced  ideas.  As  a 
widower  he  is  at  least  able  to  interfere  in  the  domestic  con- 
cerns of  his  house — to  rummage  in  the  drawers,  so  to  spefrk, 
for  which  he  has  felt  an  itching  all  his  blameless  life  :t  his 
philanthropy  has  opened  quite  a  number  of  other  drawers  to 
him  ;  and  his  advanced  ideas  have  blown  cut  his  figure.  He 
takes  in  all  the  weightiest  monthly  reviews,  and  prefers  those 
that  are  uncut,  because  he  perhaps  never  looks  better  than 
when  cutting  them  ;  but  he  does  not  read  them,  ana  save  for 
the  cutting  it  would  suit  him  as  jfjuell  merely  to  take  in  the 
covers.  He  writes  letters  to  the  papers,  which  are  printed 
in  a  type  to  scale  with  himself,  and  he  is  very  jealous  of  tfiose 
other  correspondents  who  get  his  type.  Let  laws  and  lectry- 
ing,  art  and  Commerce  die,  but  leave  the  big  type  to  an 
intellectual  aristocracy.  He  is  really  the  reformed  House 
of  Lords  which  will  come  some  day. 

Toung  £,ORD  BROCKLEHURST  is  nothing  save  for  his  rank. 
Tou  could  pick  him  up  by  the  handful  any  day  in  Piccadilly 
or  Holborn,  buying  socks — or  selling  them.) 

LORD  LOAM  (expansively).  You  are  here,  Krnest.  Feeling 
fit  for  the  voyage,  Trehcrnc  ? 

TREHERNE.     Looking  forward  to  it  enormously. 

LORD  LOAM.  That 's  right.  (He  chases  Hs  children  about 
as  if  they  were  chickens.)  Now  then,  Mary,  up  and  doing,  up 
and  doing.  Time  we  had  thcservants  in.  They  enjoy  it  so  much. 

LADY  MARY.     They  hate  it. 

LORD  LOAM.  Mary,  to  your  duties.  (And  he  points  severely 
to  the  tea-table:) 

ERNEST  (twinkling).     Congratulations,  Brocky. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (who  detests  humour).     Thanks. 

ERNEST.     Mother  pleased  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (with  dignity).     Mother  is  very  pleased. 

ERNEST.     That 's  good.     Do  you  go  on  the  yacht  with  us  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Sorry  I  can't.  And  look  here, 
Ernest,  I  will  not  be  called  Brocky. 
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ERNEST.     Mother  don't  like  it  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  She  does  not.  (He  leaves  $R.NEST, 
who  forgives  him  and  begins  to  think  about  his  speech*  CRICHTON 
enters.} 

LORD  LOAM  (speaking  as  tine  man  to  another}.  We  are  quite 
ready,  Cricfiton.  (CRICHTON  is  distressed.) 

LADY  MARY  (sarcastically}.     How  Crichton  enjoys  it  ! 

^ORD  LOAM  (frowning}.  He  is  the  only  one  who  doesn't  j 
pitiful  creature. 

CRICHTON  (shuddering  under  his  lord's  displeasure}.  I  can't 
help  being  a  Conservative,  my  lord. 

LORD  LOAM.  Be  a  man,  Crichton.  You  are  the  same  flesh 
anil  blood  as  myself. 

CRicnV  ON  (in  pain}.  %   Oh,  my  lord  ! 

LORD  LOAM  (sharply}.  <,  Show  them  in  ;  and,  by  the  way, 
they  were  not  all  here  last  time. 

BRIGHTON.     All,  my  lord,  except  the  merest  trifles.' 

J'ORD  LOAM.  It  must  be  every  one.  (Lowering)  And  re- 
member this,  Crichton,  for  the  time  being  yoiL  are  my  equal. 
(Testily}  I  shall  soon  show  you  whether  you  are  not  my  equal. 
Do  as  you  are  told. 

(CRICHTON  departs  to  obeyy  and  his  lordship  is  now  a  general. 

He  has  no  pity  for  his  daughters,  and  uses  a  terrible  threat.} 

And  girls,  remember,  no  condescension.     The  first  who  con- 

destends  recites.     (This  sends  them  scurrying  to  their  labours.} 

By  the  way,  Brocklehurst,  can  you  do  anything  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     How  do  you  mean  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  ,  Can  you  do  anything — with  a  penny  or  a 
handkerchief,  make  them  disappear,  for  instance  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     Good  heavens,  no. 

LORD  LOAM.  It 's  a  pity.  Every  one  in  our  position  ought 
to  be  able  to  do  something.  Ernest,  I  shall  probably  ask  you  to 
say  a  few  words  ;  something  bright  and  sparkling. 

ERNEST.     But,  my  dear  uncle,  I  have  prepared  nothing. 

LORD  LOAM.     Anything  impromptu  will  do. 

ERNEST.     Oh-*-well — if  anything  strikes  me. 

(He  unostentatiously  gets  the  footstool  into  position  behind  the 
chair.  CRICHTON  reappears  to  announce  the  guests,  of 
whom  the  first  is  the  housekeeper.  They  should  be  well- 
mannered.  Nothing  farcical^  please.} 
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CRICHTON  (reluctantly}.     Mrs.  Perkins. 
LOP.D  LOAM  (shaking  hands}.     Very  delighted,  Mrs.  Perkins. 
Mary,  our7friend,  Mrs.  Perkins. 

LADY  MARY.  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Perkins  ?  Won't  you 
sit  here  ?  " 

LORD  LOAM  (threateningly}.     Agatha  ! 

AGATHA  (hastily}.     How  do  you  do  ?     Won't  you  sit  down  ? 
LORD  LOAM  (introducing}.     Lord  Brocklehurst — my  valued 
friend,  Mrs.  Perkins. 

(LORD  BROCKLEHURST  bows  and  escapes.  lie  has  to  fall 
back  on  ERNEST.)  » 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  For  heaven's  sake,  Krnest,  don't 
leave  me  for  a  moment  ;  this  sort  of  thing  is  utterly  opposed 
to  all  my  principles. 

ERNEST  (airily}.  You  stick  to  me,  Brocky,  and  I  '11  pull  you 
through. 

CRICHTON.     Monsieur  Floury. 
ERNEST.     The  chef. 

LORD  LOAM  (shaking  hands  with  the  chef}.  Very  charmed  to 
see  you,  Monsieur  Fleury. 

FLEURY.     Thank  you  very  much. 

(FLEURY,  bows  to  AGATHA,  who  is  not  effusive.} 
LORD  LOAM  (warningly}.     Agatha — recitation  ! 

(She  tosses  her  head,  but  immediately  finds  a  seat  and  tea  for 
M.  FLEURY.  TREHERNE  and  ERNEST  move  about,  making 
themselves  amiable.  LADY  MARY  is  presiding  at  the  tea- 
tray.} 

CRICHTON.     Mr.  Rolleston. 

LORD  LOAM  (shaking  hands  with  his  valet}.  How  do  you  do, 
Rolleston  ? 

(CATHERINE  looks  after  the  wants  0/"  ROLLESTON.) 
CRICHTON.     Mr.  Tompsett. 

(TOMPJ/ETT,  the  coachman,  is  received  with  honours,  from 
which  he  shrinks^  but  ivith  quiet  dignity.} 
CRICHTON.     Miss  Fisher. 

(This  superb  creature  is  no  less  than  LB\DY  MARY'S  maid^ 
and  even  LORD  LOAM  is  a  little  nervous.} 
LORD  LOAM.     This  is  a  pleasure,  Miss  Fisher. 
ERNEST  (unabashed}.     If  I  might  venture,  Miss  Fisher — 
(and  he  takes  her  unto  himself}. 

F2 
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dkiciiTON.     Miss  Simmons. 

LORD  LOAM  (to  CATHERINE'S  maid}.     You  are  always  wel- 
come. Miss  Simmons. 

ERNEST  (perhaps  to  kindle  jealousy  in  MISS  FISHER).      At  last 
we  meet.     Won't  you  sit  down  ? 
CRiCH'roto.     Mademoiselle  Jfcanne. 

LORD  LOAM.     Charmed  to  see  you,  Mademoiselle  Jeanne. 
(A  place  is  found for  AGATHA'S  maid,  and  the  scene  is  now 
an  animated  one  ;  but  still  our  host  thinks  his  girls  are  not 
sufficiently  sociable.     He  frowns  on  LADY  MARY.) 
LADY  MARY  (iff  alarm}.     Mr.  Treherne,  this  is  Fisher,  my 
maid. 
-LORD  LOAM  (sharply).     Your  what,  Mary  ? 

LADY^MARY.        My  friend. 

CRICHTON.     Thomas, 

LORD  LOAM.      How  do  you  do,  Thomas  ? 

(The  first  footman  gives  him  a  reluctant  hand.) 
GRICHTON.     John. 
LORD  LOAM.      How  do  ytiu  do,  J'ohn  ? 

(ERNEST  signs  to  LORD  BROCKLEHURST,  YuA*  hastens  to  him.) 
ERNEST  (introducing).      Brocklchurst,  this  is  John.      I  think 
you  have  already  met  on  the  door-step. 
CRICHTON.     Jane. 

(She  comes,  wrapping  her  hands  miserably  in  her  apron.) 
LORD  LOAM  (doggedly).     Give  me  your  hand,  Jane. 
CRICHTON.     Gladys. 

ERNEST.      How  do  you  do,  Gladys  ?     You  know  my  uncle  ? 
LORD  LOAM.     Your  hand,  Gladys. 

(lie  bestows  her  on  AGATHA.) 
CRICHTON.     Tweeny. 

(She  is  a  very  humble  and  frightened  kitchen-maid,  of  whom 

we  are  to  see  more.) 
LORD  LOAM.     So  happy  to  see  you. 

FISHER.  John,  I  saw  you  talking  to  Lord  tfrocklehurst  just 
novfr  ;  introduce  me. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (who  is  really  a  second-rate  JOHN). 
That  is  an  uncommon  pretty  girl ;  if  I  must  feed  one  of  them, 
Ernest,  that  is  the  one. 

(But  ERNEST  tries  to  part  him  and  FISHER  as  they  are  about 

to  shake  hands.) 
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ERNEST.  No  you  don't,  it  won't  do,  Brocky.  (To  MISS 
FISHED)  You  are  too  pretty,  my  dear.  Mother  wouldn't  like 
it.  (Discovering  TWEENY)  Here  is  something  safer.  ,  Charm- 
ing girl,  Brocky,  dying  tc>  know  you  ;  let  rrje  introduce  you. 
Tweeny,  Lord  Brocklehurst:— Lo/d  Brocklehurst,  Tweeny. 

(BROCKLEHURST  accepts  his  fate  ;  but  he  still  fias  an  eye  for 
FISHER,  and  something  may  come  of  this.) 

LORD  LOAM  (severely).     They  are  not  all  here,  Crichton. 

CRICHTON  (with  a  sigh).     Odds  and  ends. 

(A  STABLE-BOY  and  a  PAGE  are  shown  iny  and  for  a  moment 
no  daughter  of  the  house  advances  to  thew.) 

LORD  LOAM  (with  a  roving  eye  on  his  children).  Which  is 
to  recite  ? 

(The  last  of  the  company  are,  so  to  fay,  etnbraced.)' 

LORD  LOAM  (to  TOMPSETT,  as  they  partake  of  tea  together). 
And  how  are  all  at  home  ? 

TOMPSETT.  Fairish,  my  lord,  if  'tis  the  horses  you  ^re 
inquiring  for  ? 

LORD  LOAM.     No,  no,  the  family.     How  's  the  baby  ? 

TOMPSETT.     Blooming,  your  lordship. 

LORD  LOAM.  A  very  fine  boy.  I  remember  saying  so  when 
I  saw  him  \  nice  little  fellow. 

TOMPSETT  (not  quite  knowing  tvhether  to  let  it  pass).  Beg 
pardon,  my  lord,  it  's  a  girl. 

LORD  LOAM.  A  girl  ?  Aha  !  ha  !  ha  !  exactly  whai  I 
said.  I  distinctly  remember  saying,  If  it 's  spared  it  will  be 
a  girl. 

(CRICHTON  now  comes  down.) 

LO.RD  LOAM.     Very  delighted  to  see  you,  Crichton. 

(CRICHTON  has  to  shake  hands.) 
Mary,  you  know  Mr.  Crichton  ? 

(He  wanders  off  in  search  of  other  prey.) 

LADY  MARY,     Milk  and  sugar,  Crichton  ? 

CRICIITON.     I  'm  ashamed  to  be  seen  talking  to  you,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY.  To  such  a  perfect  servant  as  you  all  this  must 
be  most  distasteful.  (CRICHTON  is  too  respectful  to  answer.) 
Oh,  please  to  speak,  or  I  shall  have  to  recite.  You  do  hate' it, 
don't  you  ? 

CRICHTON.  It  pains  me,  your  ladyship.  It  disturbs  the 
etiquette  of  the  servants'  hall.  After  last  month's  meeting  the 
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page-boy,  in  a  burst  of  equality,  called  me  Crichton.     He  was 
dismissed. 

LADY  .MARY.  I  wonder — I  really  do — how  yoCi  can  remain 
with  us. 

CRICHTON.  I  should  hatfe  felt  compelled  to  give  notice,  my 
lady,  if  the  master  had  not  had  a  seat  in  the  Upper  House.  I 
cling  to  that. 

*LADY  MARY.  Do  go  on  speaking.  Tell  me,  what  did 
Mr.  .Ernest  mean  by  saying  he  was  not  young  enough  to,  know 
everything  ? 

CRICIITON.     !•  have  no  idea,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY.      But  you  laughed. 
1  CRICHTON.      My  lady,  he  is  the  second  son  of  a  peer. 

LADY*  MARY.  Verj'  proper  sentiments.  You  are  a  good 
soul,  Crichton. 

LORD  BROCKLEIIURST  (desperately  to  TWEENY).  And  now 
telT  me,  have  you  been  to  the  Opera  ?  What  sort  of  weather 
h$^'e  you  been  having  in  the  kitchen  ?  (TWEENY  gurgles.) 
For  Heaven's  sake,  woman,  be  articulate.  ^  • 

CRICIITON  (still  talking  to  LADY  MARY).  'No,  my  lady  ;  his 
lordship  may  compel  us  to  be  equal  upstairs,  but  there  will  never 
be  equality  in  the  servants'  hall.  € 

LORD  LOAM  (overhearing  this).  What 's  that  ?  No  equal- 
ity ?  Can't  you  see,  Crichton,  that  our  divisions  into  classes  are 
artificial,  that  if  we  were  to  return  to  Nature,  which  is  the 
aspiration  of  my  life,  all  would  be  equal  ? 

CRICHTON.  If  I  may  make  so  bold  as  to  contradict  your 
lordship— —  . 

LORD  LOAM  (with  an  effort).     Go  on. 

CRICHTON.  The  divisions  into  classes,  my  lord,  are  not 
artificial.  They  are  the  natural  outcome  of  a  civilised  society. 
(To  LADY  MARY)  There  must  always  be  a  master  and  servants 
in  all  civilised  communities,  my  lady,  for  it  is  natural,  and  what- 
ever is  natural  is  right. 

LORD  LOAM  (wincing).  It  is  very  unnatural  for  me  to  stand 
here  and  allow  you  to  talk  such  nonsense. 

BRIGHTON  (eagerly).  Yes,  my  lord,  it  is.  That  is  what  I 
have  been  striving  to  point  out  to  your  lordship. 

AGATHA  (to  CATHERINE),  What  is  the  matter  with  Fisher  ? 
She  is  looking  daggers. 
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CATHERINE.     The    tedious    creature ;     some    question    of 
etiquette,  I  suppose. 

(She  sails  across  to  FISHER.) 
How  are  you,  Fisher  ? 

FISHER  (with  a  toss  of  her  head).     I  am  nothing^  my  lady,  I 
am  nothing  at  all. 

AGATHA.     Oh  dear,  who  says  so  ? 

FISHER  (affronted).     His  lordship   has  asked   that   kitchen 
wench  to  have  a  second  cup  of  tea. 

CATHERINE.        But  why  not  ? 

FISHER.      If  it  pleases  his  lordship  to  offtv  it  to  her  before 

offering  it  to  me 

AGATHA.     So  that  is  it.     Do  you  want  another  cup  of  tea, 

Fisher  ? 

FISHER.     No,  my  lady — but  my -position — I  should  have 

been  asked  first. 

AGATHA.     Oh  dear. 

(All  this  has  taken  some  time,  and  by  now  the  feeble  appetites 
of  the  uncomfortable  guests  have  been  satiated.  But  they 
know  there  is  still  another  ordeal  to  face — his  lordship's 
monthly  speech.  Every  one  awaits  it  with  misgiving — the 
servants  hst  they  should  applaud,  as  last  time,  in  the  wrong 
place,  and  the  daughters  because  he  may  be  personal  about 
them,  as  the  time  before.  ERNEST  is  annoyed  that  there 
should  be  this  speech  at  all  when  there  is  such  a  much  better 
one  coming,  and  BROCK LEWTRST  foresees  the  degradation  of 
the  peerage.  All  are  thinking  of  themselves  alone  save 
CRICHTON,  who  knows  his  master**  weakness,  and  fears  he 
may  stick  in  the  middle.  LORD  LOAM,  however,  advances 
cheerfully  to  his  doom.  He  sees  ERNEST'S  stool,  and  artfully 
stands  on  it,  to  his  nephew* s  natural  indignation.  The  three 
ladies  knit  their  lips,  the  servants  look  down  their  noses, 
and  the  address  begins.} 
LORD  LOAM.  My  friends,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  all  looking  so 

happy.     It  used  to  be  predicted  by  the  scoffer  that  these  meetings 

would  prove  distasteful  to  you.     Are  they  distasteful  ?     I  hear 

you  laughing  at  the  question. 

(He  has  not  heard  them,  but  he  hears  them  now,  the  watchful 
CRICHTON  giving  them  a  lead.} 

No  harm  in  saying  that  among  us  to-day  is  one  who  was  formerly 


174  THE 'ADMIRABLE  CRICHTON  [ACT  i. 

hostile  to  the  movement,  but  who  to-day  has  been  won  over. 
I  refer  to  Lord  Brocklehurst,  who,  I  am  sure,  will  jjresemly  say 
to  me  tha'c  if  the  charming  lady  now,  by  his  side  has  derived  as 
much  pleasure  fr&m  his  company  as  he  has  derived  from  hers, 
he  will  be  nv>re  than  satisfied. 

(All  look  at  TWEENY,  who  trembles.) 

For  the  time  being  the  artificial  and  unnatural — I  say  unnatural 
(glaring  at  CRICHTON,  who  bows  slightly) — barriers  of  society 
are  s^/ept  away.  Would  that  they  could  be  swfpt  away 
for  ever. 

(The  PAGEBOY  cheers,  and  has  the  one  moment  of  prominence 

in  his  life.     He  grows  upy  marries  and  has  children,  but  is 

neyer  really  heard  of  again.) 

But  that  is  entirely  and'utterly  out  of  the  question  And  now 
for  a  few  months  we  are  fto  be  separated.  As  you  know,  my 
daughters  and  Mr.  Ernest  and  Mr.  Trehernc  are  to  accompany 
me  pn  my  yacht,  on  a  voyage  to  distant  parts  of  the  earth.  In 
lesS  than  forty-eight  hours  we  shall  fee  under  weigh. 

(Rut for  CRICHTON 's  eye  the  reckless  PAcr-B&Y  would  f  epeat 

his  success.) 

Do  not  think  our  life  on  the  yacht  is  to  be  one  long  idle  holiday. 
My  views  on  the  excessive  luxury  of  the  day  an?  well  known, 
and  what  I  preach  I  am  resolved  to  practise.  I  have 
thejrefore  decided  that  my  daughters,  instead  of  having  one 
nnid  each  as  at  present,  shall  on  this  voyage  have  but  one 
maid  between  them. 

{Three  maids  rise  ;  also  three  ?ni stresses.) 
CRICHTON.     My  lord  ! 
LORD  LOAM.      My  mind  is  made  up. 
ERNEST.     1  cordially  agree. 

LORD  LOAM.  And  now,  my  friends,  I  should  like  to  think 
that  there  is  some  piece  of  advice  I  might  give  you,  some 
thought,  some  noble  saying  over  which  you  might  ponder  in 
my 'absence.  In  this  connection  I  remember  a  proverb,  which 
has  had  a  great  effect  on  my  own  life.  I  first  heard  it  many 
yeafs  ago.  I  havt  never  forgotten  it.  It  constantly  cheers  and 
guides  me.  That  proverb  is — that  proverb  was — the  proverb 
I  speak  of 

(He  grows  pale  and  taps  his  forehead.) 
I.ADY  MARY.     Oh  dear,  I  believe  he  has  forgotten  it. 
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LORD  LOAM  (desperately}.     The  proverb — that  proverb  to 

which  I  refer 

(Alas,  it  has  gone.      The  distress  is  general.     Pie  has  not 
even  the  sense  to  sit  down.     He  gropes  for  the  proverb  in  the 
air.      They  try  applause,  but  it  is  no  help.) 
I  have  it  now — (not  he). 

LADY  MARY  (with  confidence).     Crichton. 

(He  does  not  fail  her.  As  quietly  as  if  he  were  in  goloshes , 
mi.id  as  ivell  as  feet,  he  dismisses  the  domestics  ;  they  go 
according  to  precedence  but  without  servility,  and  there 
must  be  no  attempt  at  'comic  effect?  Then  he  signs  to  MR. 
TREHERNE,  and  they  conduct  LORD  LOAM  with  dignity  from 
the  room.  His  hands  are  still  catching  flies ;  he  still  mutters, 
'  The  proverb — ';  but  he  continues,  owing  to  CRICHTON'S 
treatment,  to  look  eatery  inch  a  /  err.  The  ladies  have  now 
an  opportunity  to  air  their  indignation.) 
LADY  MARY.  One  maid  among  three  grown  women  ! 
LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Mary,  I  think  I  had  better  go. 

That  dreadful  Kitchen-maid 

LADY  MARY.      I  can't  blame  you,  George. 

(He  salutes  her.) 

LORD  BROcrLEHURST.  Your  father's  views  are  shocking  to 
me,  and  I  am  glad  I  am  not  to  be  one  of  the  party  on  the  yacht. 
My  respect  for  myself,  Mary,  my  natural  anxiety  as  to  what 
mother  will  say.  I  shall  see  you,  darling,  before  you  sail. 

(He  bows  to  the  others  and  goes.) 

ERNEST.  Selfish  brute,  only  thinking  of  himself.  What 
about  my  speech  ? 

LADY  MARY.  One  maid  among  three  of  us.  What 's  to 
be  done  ? 

ERNEST.      Pooh  !     You  must  do  for  yourselves,  that 's  all. 
LADY  MARY.      Do  for  ourselves.      How  can  we  know  where 
our  things  are  kept  ? 

AGATHA.     Are  you  aware  that  dresses  button  up  the  back  ? 
CATHERINE.     How  are  we  to  get  into  our  shoes  and  be  pre- 
pared for  the  carriage  ? 

LADY  MARY.  Who  is  to  put  us  to  bed,  and  who  is  to  get  us 
up,  and  how  shall  we  ever  know  it 's  morning  if  there  is  no  one 
to  pull  up  the  blinds  ? 

(CRICHTON  crosses  on  his  way  out.) 
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ERNEST.     How  is  his  lordship  now  ? 

CRICHTON.     A  little  easier,  sir. 

LADY  MARY.     Crichton,  send  Fisher  to  me.     (He  goes.) 

ERNEST.     I  have  no  pity  for  you«girls,  I 

LADY  MARY.  Ernest,  go  &wafy  and  don't  insult  the  broken- 
hearted. 

ERNEST.  And  uncommon  glad  I  am  to  go.  Ta-ta,  all  of 
yoif.  He  asked  me  to  say  a  few  words.  I  came  here  to  say  a 
few  vyords,  and  I  'm  not  at  all  sure  that  I  couldn't  Jcring  an 
action  against  him. 

(He  departs*,  feeling  that  he  has  left  a  dart  behind  him. 
The  girls  are  alone  with  their  tragic  thoughts.) 

I!ADY  MARY  (become  a  mother  to  the  younger  ones  at  last).  My 
poor  sistels,  come  here.  f,  (They  go  to  her  doubtfully.)  We  must 
make  this  draw  us  closer  together.  I  shall  do  my  best  to  hel1^ 
you  in  every  way.  Just  now  I  cannot  think  of  myself  at  all. 

A£ATHA.     But  how  unlike  you,  Mary. 

1,/fDY  MARY.      It  is  my  duty  to  protect  my  sisters. 

CATHERINE.  I  never  knew  her'so  sweet  before,  Agatha. 
(Cautiously)  What  do  you  propose  to  do,  Mary  ? 

LADY  MARY.  I  propose  when  we  are  on  the  yacht  to  lend 
Fisher  to  you  when  I  don't  need  her  myself. 

AGATHA.     Fisher  ? 

LADY  MARY  (who  has  the  most  character  of  the  three).  Of 
coui^c,  as  the  eldest,  I  have  decided  that  it  is  my  maid  we  shall 
take  with  us. 

CATHERINE  (speaking  also  for  AGATHA.)     Mary,  you  toad. 

AGATHA.  Nothing  on  earth  would  induce  Fisher  to  lift  her 
hand  for  either  me  or  Catherine. 

LADY  MARY.  I  was  afraid  of  it,  Agatha.  That  is  why  I  am 
so  sorry  for  you. 

(The  further  exchange  of  pleasantries  is  interrupted  by  the 
arrival  of  FISHER.) 

LADY  MARY.     Fisher,  you  heard  what  his  lordship  said  ? 

FISHER.     Yes,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY  (coldJy,  though  the  others  would  have  tried  blandish- 
menf.)  You  have  given  me  some  satisfaction  of  late,  Fisher, 
and  to  mark  my  approval  I  have  decided  that  you  shall  be  the 
maid  who  accompanies  us. 

FISHER  (acidly).     I  thank  you,  my  lady. 
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LADY  MARY.     That  is  all  ;  you  may  go. 
FISWER  (rapping  it  out}.     If  you  please,  my  lady,  I  wish  to 
give  notice. 

(CATHERINE  and  AGATHA  gleam,  but  *,ADY  MARY  is  of 
sterner  stuff.) 

LADY  MARY  (taking  up  a  book).     Oh,  certainly — you  may  go. 
CATHERINE.     But  why,  Fisher  ? 

FISHER.     I  could  not  undertake,  my  lady,  to  wait  upon  three. 
We  d[pn'»do  it.     (In  an  indignant  outburst  to  LADY  MARY.)  i  Oh, 

my  lady,  to  think  that  this  affront 

LADY  MARY  (looking  up).  I  thought  I  told'you  to  go,  Fisher. 
(FISHER  stands  for  a  moment  irresolute  ;  then  goes,  jfs 
soon  as  she  has  gone  LADY  MARY  puts  down  her  book  and 
weeps.  She  is  a  pretty  woman,  but  this  is  the  only  pretty 
thing  we  have  seen  frer  do  yet.)  • 
AGATHA  (succinctly).  Serves  you  right. 

(CRICHTON  comes.) 

CATHERINE.     It  will  be  Simmons  after  all.     Send  Simmons 
to  me. 

CRICHTON  (after  hesitating).     My  lady,  might  I  venture  to 
speak  ? 

CATHERINE.  9   What  is  it  ? 

CRICHTON.      I  happen  to  know,  your  ladyship,  that  Simmons 
desires  to  give  notice  for  the  same  reason  as  Fisher. 

CATHERINE.       Oh  ! 

AGATHA  (triumphant).     Then,  Catherine,  we  take  Jeanne. 

CRICHTON.     And  Jeanne  also,  my  lady. 

(LADY  MARY  is  reading,  indifferent  thougk  the  heavens  fall, 
but  her  sisters  are  not  ashamed  to  show  their  despair  to 
CRICHTON.) 

AGATHA.     We  can't  blame  them.     Could  any  maid  who 
respected  herself  be  got  to  wait  upon  three  ? 

LADY  MAR\  (with  languid  interest).     I  suppose  there  are  such 
persons,  Crichton  ? 

CRICHTON  (guardedly).     I  have  heard,  my  lady,  that  there 
are  such. 

LADY  MARY  (a  little  desperate).    Crichton,  what 's  to  be  done  ? 
We  sail  in  two  days  ;  could  one  be  discovered  in  the  time  ? 

AGATHA  (frankly  a  supplicant),     Surely  you  can  think  of 
some  one  ? 
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CRICHTON  (after  hesitating}.  There  is  in  this  establishment, 
your  ladyship,  a  young  woman 

LADY  MARY.     Yes  ? 

CRICHTON.  A°  young  woman,  c5n  whom  I  have  for  some 
time  cast  an  eye. 

CATHERINE  (eagerly).  Do  you  mean  as  a  possible  lady's- 
maid  ? 

CRICHTON.  I  had  thought  of  her,  my  lady,  in  another 
connection. 

LADY  MARY.        Ah   ! 

CRICIITON.     But  I  believe  rhe  is  quite  the  young  person  you 

require.      Perhaps  if  you  could  see  her,  my  lady 

LADY  MARY.  I  shall  certainly  see  her.  Bring  her  to  me. 
(He  goes.)  You  two  needn't  wait. 

CATHERINE.     Needn't  ^e  ?     We  see  your  little  game,  Mary. 
APATHA.     We  shall  certainly  remain  and  have  our  two-, 
thinjs  of  her. 

(They  sit  there  doggedly  until  CRICHTON  returns  with 
TWEENY,  who  looks  scared.) 
CRICIITON,     This,  my  lady,  is  the  young  person. 
CATHERINE  (frankly).     Oh  dear  ! 

(//  is  evident  that  all  three  consider  her  quii*  unsuitable.) 
LADY  MARY.      Come  here,  girl.      Don't  be  afraid. 

(TWEENY  looks  imploringly  at  her  idol.) 

CRICHTON.  Her  appearance,  my  lady,  is  homely,  and  her 
manners,  as  you  may  have  observed,  deplorable,  but  she  has  a 
heart  of  gold. 

LADY  MARY.     'What  is  your  position  downstairs  ? 
TWEENY  (bobbing).      I  'm  a  tweeny,  your  ladyship. 

CATHERINE.        A  what  ? 

CRICHTON.  A  tweeny  ;  that  is  to  say,  my  lady,  she  is  not  at 
present,  strictly  speaking,  anything  ;  a  between  maid  ;  she  helps 
the  vegetable  maid.  It  is  she,  my  lady,  who  conveys  the  dishes 
from  the  one  end  of  the  kitchen  table,  where  they  are  placed 
by  the  cook,  to  the  other  end,  where  they  enter  into  the  charge 
of  Thomas  and  Jofin. 

LADY  MARY.  I  see.  And  you  and  Crichton  are — ah — 
keeping  company  ? 

(CRICHTON  draws  himself  up.) 

TWEENY  (aghast).     A  butler  don't  keep  company,  my  lady. 
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LADY  MARY  (indifferently}.      Does  he  not  ? 

CRI\:HTCVJ.     No,  your  ladyship,  we  butlers  may — (he  makes 
a  gesture  with  his  arms) — but  we  do  not  keep  company. 

AGATHA.      I  know  what^t  is  ;  jou  arc  engaged  ? 
(TWEENY  looks  longingly  at  CRICHTON.) 

CRICHTON.      Certainly  not,  my  lady.     The  utmost  I  can  say 
at  present  is  that  I  have  cast  a  favourable  eye. 
(Even  this  is  much  to  TWEENY.) 

LA'DY'VARY.     As  you  choose.     But  I  am  afraid,  Crichton, 
she  will  not  suit  us. 

CRICHTON.      My  lady,  beneath  this  simpld  exterior  are  con- 
cealed a  very  sweet  nature  and  rare  womanly  gifts. 

AGATHA.      Unfortunately,  that  is  not  what  we  wanjt. 

CRICHTON.     And  it  is  she,  my  lady,'who  dresses  the  hair  of 
the  ladies'-maids  for  our  .evening  mtftls. 
(The  ladies  are  interested  at  /ast.) 

LADY  MARY.     She  dresses  Fisher's  hair  ? 

TWEENY.     Yes,  my  lady,  and  I  docs  them  up  when  they  goes 
to  parties. 

CRICHTON  (pained,  but  not  scolding).     Does  ! 

TWEENY.      Doos.      And  it 's  me  what  alters  your  gowns  to 
fit  them. 

CRICHTON.      What  alters  ! 

TWEENY.     Which  alters. 

AGATHA.      Mary  ? 

LADY  MARY.      1  shall  certainly  have  her. 

CATHERINE.     We  shall  certainly  have  her.     Tweeny,  we 
have  decided  to  make  a  lady's-maid  of  you. 

TWEENY.      Oh  lawks  ! 

AGATHA.     We  are  doing  this  for  you  so  that  your  position  •, 
socially  may  be  more  nearly  akin  to  that  of  Crichton. 

CRICHTON  (gravely).     It  will  undoubtedly  increase  the  young 
person's  chances. 

LADY  MARY.     Then  if  1  g^t  a  good  character  for  you  from 
Mrs.  Perkins,  she  will  make  the  necessary  arrangements. 
(She  resumes  reading.) 

TWEENY  (elated).     My  lady  ! 

LADY  MARY      By  the  way,  I  hope  you  are  a  good  sailor. 

TWEENY  (startled).     You  don't  mean,  my  lady,  I  'm  to  go 
on  the  ship  ? 
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LADY  MARY.     Certainly. 

TWEENY.     But (To  CRICHTON)  You  ain't  p;oing,  sir  ? 

CRICHT0N.       No.  t 

TWEENY  (firm  At  last}.     Then  neither  ain't  I. 

AGATHA.     1YoU  HlUSt. 

TWEENY.     Leave  him  !     Not  me. 

LADY  MARY.  Girl,  don't  be  silly.  Crichton  will  be — con- 
siuVred  in  your  wages. 

TWRENY.      I  ain't  going. 

CRICHTON.      I  feared  this,  my  lady. 

TWEENY.     Notking  '11  budjfe  me. 

LADY  MARY.     Leave  the  room. 

(CRICHTON  shows  TWEENY  out  with  marked  politeness.} 

AGATHA.  Crichton,  v[  think  you  might  have  shown  more 
displeasure  with  her.  .  f 

CRTCHTON  (contrite}.     I  was  touched,  my  lady.      I  see,  my# 
lady,  that  to  part  from  her  would  be  a  wrench  to  me,  though  I 
could  not  well  say  so  in  her  presence,  not  having  yet  decided 
how  far  I  shall  go  with  her. 

(He  is  about  to  go  when  LORD  LOAM  returns^  fuming.} 

LORD  LOAM.     The  ingrate  !     The  smug  !     The  fop  ! 

CATHERINE.     What  is  it  now,  father  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  That  man  of  mine,  Rollcston,  refuses  to 
accompany  us  because  you  are  to  have  but  one  maid. 

AGATHA.      Hurrah  ! 

LADY  MARY  (in  letter  taste}.  Darling  father,  rather  than 
you  should  lose  Rolleston,  we  will  consent  to  take  all  the  three 
of  them. 

LORD  LOAM.  Pooh,  nonsense  !  Crichton,  find  me  a  vklet 
who  can  do  without  three  maids. 

CRICHTON.  Yes,  my  lord.  (Troubled)  In  the  time — the 
more  suitable  the  party,  my  lord,  the  less  willing  will  he  be  to 
come  without  the — the  usual  perquisites. 

LO.RD  LOAM.     Any  one  will  do. 

CRICHTON  (shocked).     My  lord  ! 

LORD  LOAM.     The  ingrate  !   the  puppy  ! 

(AGATHA  has  an  idea,  and  whispers  to  LADY  MARY.) 

LADY  MARY.      I  ask  a  favour  of  a  servant  ? — never  ! 

AGATHA.  Then  I  will.  Crichton,  would  it  not  be  very 
distressing  to  you  to  let  his  lordship  go,  attended  by  a  valet  who 
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might  prove  unworthy  ?      It  is  only  for  three  months  ;  'don't 

you  ^ink  that  you — you  yourself — you 

(^CRICHTON  sees  what  she  wants  he  pulls  himself  up  with 
noble,  offended  dignity,  and  she  is  appalled.) 
I  beg  your  pardon. 

(He  bows  stiffly.) 
CATHERINE  (to  CROUTON).     But  think  of  the  joy  to  Tweeny. 

(CRICHTON  is  moved,  but  he  shakes  his  head.) 
LAD^  MARY  (so  much  the  cleverest).     Crichton,  do  yoy  think 
it  safe  to  let  the  master  you  love  go  so  far  away  without  you 
while  he  has  these  dangerous  views  about  equality  ? 

(CRICHTON  is  profoundly  stirred.     After  a  struggle  he  goes 
to  his  master,  who  has  been  pacing  the  room.) 
CRICHTON.      My  lord,  I  have  fbuncl  a  man. 
LORD  LOAM.     Alrcadv  ?     Who  j?  he  ? 

(CRICHTON  presents  himself  with  a  vesture.) 
Yourself? 

CATHERINE.  Father,  how  good  of  him. 
LORD  LOAM  (pleased,  tmt  thinking  it  a  small  thing).  Un- 
common good.  Tlunk  you,  Crichton.  This  helps  me  nicely 
out  of  a  hole  ;  and  how  it  will  annoy  Rolleston  !  Come  with 
me,  and  we  shall  tell  him.  Not  that  I  think  you  have  lowered 
yourself  in  any  way.  Come  along. 

(He  goes,  and  CRICHTON  is  to  follow  him,  but  is  stopped  by 
AGATHA  impulsively  offering  him  her  hand.) 
CRICHTON  (who  is  much  shaken).      My  lady — a  valet's  hand  ! 
AGATHA.      I  had  no  idea  you  would  feel  it  so  deeply  j   why 
did  you  do  it  ? 

(CRICHTON  is  too  respectful  to  reply.) 

LADY  MARY  (regarding  him).  Crichton,  1  am  curious.  I 
insist  upon  an  answer. 

CRICHTON.  My  lady,  I  am  the  son  of  a  butler  and  a  lady's- 
maid — perhaps  the  happiest  of  all  combinations ;  and  to  me  the 
most  beautiful  thing  in  the  world  is  a  haughty,  aristocratic 
English  house,  with  every  one  kept  in  his  place.  Though  I 
were  equal  to  your  ladyship,  where  would  be  the  pleasure  to  me  ? 
It  would  be  counterbalanced  by  the  pain  of  feeling  that  Th&mas 
and  John  were  equal  to  me. 

CATHERINE.  But  father  says  if  we  were  to  return  to 
Nature 
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crficiiTON.  If  we  did,  my  lady,  the  first  thing  we  should  do 
would  be  to  elect  a  head.  Circumstances  might  alter  cases  ; 
the  same  person  might  not  be  master  ;  the  same  peftons  might 
not  be  servants.  ,  I  can't  say  as  to  that,  nor  should  we  have  the 
deciding  of  it  Nature  would  decide  for  us. 

LADY  MA£Y,  You  seem  to  have  thought  it  all  out  carefully, 
Crichton. 

BRIGHTON.     Yes,  my  lady. 

CATHERINE.  And  you  have  done  this  for  us,  Crichton, 
because  you  thought  that — that  father  needed  to  be  kept  in 
his  place  ? 

CRICHTON.  I  should  prcfcfr  you  to  say,  my  lady,  that  I  have 
done  it  for  the  house. 

AGATHA.  Thank  you,  Crichton.  Mary,  be  nicer  to  him. 
(But  LADY  MARY  has  begun  to  read  again.)  If  there  was  any 
way  in  which  we  could  show  our  gratitude  ? 

CRICHTON.  If  I  might  venture,  my  lady,  would  you  kindly 
shovT  it  by  becoming  more  like  Lady  Mary?  That  disdain  is 
what  we  like  from  our  superiors.  Even  so  do,  we,  the  upper 
servants,  disdain  the  lower  servants,  while  they  take  it  out  of 
the  odds  and  ends. 

(He  goes,  and  they  bury  themselves  in  cushions.) 

AGATHA.     Oh  dear,  what  a  tiring  day. 

CATHERINE.   I  feel  dead.   Tuck  in  your  feet,  you  selfish  thing. 
-     (LADY  MARY  is  lying  reading  on  another  couch.) 

LADY  MARY.  I  wonder  what  he  meant  by  circumstances 
might  alter  cases. 

AGATHA  (yaivning).     Don't  talk,  Mary,  I  was  nearly  asleep. 

LADY  MARY.  'I  wonder  what  he  meant  by  the  same  person 
might  not  be  master,  and  the  same  persons  might  not  be  servants. 

CATHERINE.  Do  be  quiet,  Mary,  and  leave  it  to  Nature  ; 
he  said  Nature  would  decide. 

LADY  MARY.       I  WOllder 

(But  she  does  not  wonder  very  much.  She  would  wonder 
more  if  she  fotew  what  was  coming.  Her  book  slips  un- 
regarded to  the  floor.  The  ladies  are  at  rest  until  it  is  time 
to  dress.) 


ACT   II 
THE  ISLAND 

Tw6  montns  have  elapsed,  and  the  scene  is  a  desert  island'in  the 
Pacific,  on  which  our  adventurers  have  been  wrecked. 

The  curtain  rises  on  a  sea  of 'bamboo,  which  shuts  out  all 
view  save  the  foliage  of  palm  trees  and  some  gaunt  rocks. 
Occasionally  Crichton  and  Treherne  come  momentarily  into 
sight,  hacking  and  hewing  the  bamboo,  through  which  they  are 
making  a  clearing  betweeli  the  ladics'and  the  shore  ;  and  by  and 
by,  owing  to  their  efforts,  we  shall  have  an  unrestricted  outlook 
on  to  a  sullen  sea  that  is  at  present  hidden.  Then  we  shalLalso 
be  able  to  note^.  mast  standing  out  of  the  water — all  that  is  Teft, 
saving  floating  wheckagc,  of  the  ill-fated  yacht  the  Bluebell. 
The  beginnings  of  a  hut  will  also  be  seen,  with  Crichton  driving 
its  walls  into  the  ground  or  astride  its  roof  of  saplings,  for  at 
present  he  is  doing  more  than  one  thing  at  a  time.  In  a  red 
shirt,  with  the  ends  of  his  sailor's  breeches  thrust  into  wading- 
boots,  he  looks  a  man  for  the  moment  ;  we  suddenly  remember 
some  one's  saying — perhaps  it  was  ourselves — that  a  cataclysm 
would  be  needed  to  get  him  out  of  his  servant's  clothes,  and 
apparently  it  has  been  forthcoming.  It  is  no  longer  beneath 
our  .dignity  to  cast  an  inquiring  eye  on  his  appearance.  His 
features  are  not  distinguished,  but  he  has  a  strong  jaw  and  green 
eyes,  in  which  a  yellow  light  burns  that  we  have  not  seen  before. 
His  dark  hair,  hitherto  so  decorously  sleek,  has  been  ruffled  this 
way  and  that  by  wind  and  weather,  as  if  they  were  part  of  the 
cataclysm  and  wanted  to  help  his  chance.  His  muscles  must  be 
soft  and  flabby  still,  but  though  they  shriek  aloud  to  him  to 
desist,  he  rains  lusty  blows  with  his  axe,  like  one  who  has  come 
upon  the  open  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  and  likes  it.  He  is  as 
yet  far  from  being  an  expert  woodsman — mark  the  blood  on  his 
hands  at  places  where  he  has  hit  them  instead  of  the  tree  \  but 
note  also  that  he  does  not  waste  time  in  bandaging  them — he 
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rubs  them  in  the  earth  and  goes  on.  His  face  is  still  of  the  dis- 
creet pallor  that  befits  a  butler,  and  he  carries  the  smaller  .logs  as 
if  they  w/^re  a  salver  ;  not  in  a  day  or  a  month  willlie  shake  off 
the  badge  of  servitude,  but  without  knowing  it  he  has  begun. 

But  for  the  hatchets  at  work,  and  an  occasional  something 
horrible  falling  from  a  tree  into  the  ladies'  laps,  they  hear  nothing 
save  the  mournful  surf  breaking  on  a  coral  shore. 

*They  sit  or  recline  huddled  together  against  a  rock,  and  they 
are  farther  from  home,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  /*han  ever 
before.  Thirty-six  hours  ago,  they  were  given  three  minutes 
in  which  to  dress,,,  without  a  maid,  and  reach  the  boats,  and  they 
have  not  made  the  best  of  tliat  valuable  time.  None  of  them 
has  boots,  and  had  they  known  this  prickly  island  they  would  have 
thought"first  of  boots.,,  They  have  a  sufficiency  of  garments, 
but  some  of  them  were  gifts  dropped  into  the  boat — Lady  Mary's 
tarpaulin  coat  and  hat,  for  instance,  and  Catherine's  blue  jersey 
an6  red  cap,  which  certify  that  the  two  ladies  were  lately  before 
th£  mast.  Agatha  is  too  gay  in  Ernest's  dressing-gown,  and 
clutches  it  to  her  person  with  both  hands  as  if  afraid  that  it  may 
be  claimed  by  its  rightful  owner.  There  are  two  pairs  of  bath 
slippers  between  the  three  of  them,  and  their  hair  cries  aloud 
and  in  vain  for  hairpins. 

By  their  side,  on  an  inverted  bucket,  sits  Ernest,  clothed 
neatly  in  the  garments  of  day  and  night,  but,  alas,  bare-footed. 
H£  is  the  only  cheerful  member  of  this  company  of  four,  but  his 
brightness  is  due  less  to  a  manly  desire  to  succour  the  helpless 
than  to  his  having  been  lately  in  the  throes  of  composition,  and 
to  his  modest  satisfaction  with  the  result.  He  reads  to  the 
ladies,  and  they  listen,  each  with  one  scared  eye  to  the  things 
that  fall  from  trees. 

ERNEST  (who  has  written  on  the  fly-leaf  of  the  only  look  saved 
from  the  wreck).  This  is  what  I  have  written.  *  Wrecked, 
wrecked,  wrecked  !  on  an  island  in  the  Tropics,  the  following  : 
the  Hon.  Ernest  Woolley,  the  Rev.  John  Treherne,  the  Ladies, 
Mary,  Catherine,  and  Agatha  Lasenby,  with  two  servants. 
We  are  the  sole  survivors  of  Lord  Loam's  steam  yacht  Bluebell, 
which  encountered  a  fearful  gale  in  these  seas,  and  soon  became 
a  total  wreck.  The  crew  behaved  gallantly,  putting  us  all  into 
the  first  boat.  What  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell,  but  we, 
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after  dreadful  sufferings,  and  insufficiently  clad,  in  whatever 
garments  we  could  lay  hold  of  in  the  dark  ' — 

LADY  MARY.      Please  dpn't  describe  our  garments. » 

ERNEST.  — '  succeeded  *  in  reaching  this  island,  with  the 
loss  of  only  one  of  our  party>lnaihely.  Lord  Loanj,  who  flung 
away  his  life  in  a  gallant  attempt  to  save  a  servant  who  had 
fallen  overboard.' 

(The  ladies  have  wept  long  and  sore  for  their  father,  but 
tf&re  is  something  in  this  last  utterance  that  maket  them 
look  up.) 

AGATHA.  But,  Ernest,  it  wastCrichton  who  jumped  over- 
board trying  to  save  father. 

ERNEST  (with  the  candour  that  is  one  of  his  most  engaging 
qualities).  Well,  you  know,  it  was  ratljer  silly  of  uncle  to  fling 
away  his  life  by  trying  to  get  into  tiic  boat  first ;  and  as  this 
document  may  be  printed  in  the  English  papers,  it  struck  me, 
an  English  peer,  you  know 

LADY  MARY  (every  inch  an  English  peer's  daughter}.  Eriifst, 
that  is  very  thcAightful  of  you. 

ERNEST  (continuing,  well  pleased).  — '  By  night  the  cries  of 
wild  cats  and  the  hissing  of  snakes  terrify  us  extremely  ' — (This 
does  not  satisfy.Jiim  so  well,  and  he  makes  a  correction) — *  terrify 
the  ladies  extremely.  Against  these  we  have  no  weapons  except 
one  cutlass  and  a  hatchet.  A  bucket  washed  ashore  is  at  present 
our  only  comfortable  seat ' — 

LADY  MARY  (with  some  spirit).     And  Ernest  is  sitting  on  it. 

ERNEST.  H'sh  !  Oh,  do  be  quiet.  — fc  To  add  to  our 
horrors,  night  falls  suddenly  in  these  parts,  and  it  is  then  that 
savage  animals  begin  to  prowl  and  roar.' 

LADY  MARY.  Have  you  said  that  vampire  bats  suck  the 
blood  from  our  toes  as  we  sleep  ? 

ERNEST.  No,  that 's  all.  I  end  up,  *  Rescue  us  or  we 
perish.  Rich  reward.  Signed  Ernest  Woolley,  in  command 
of  our  little  party.'  This  is  written  on  a  leaf  taken  out  of  a  book 
of  poems  that  Crichton  found  in  his  pocket.  Fancy  Crichton 
being  a  reader  of  poetry  !  Now  I  shall  put* it  into  the  bottle 
and  fling  it  into  the  sea. 

(He  pushes  the  precious  document  into  a  soda-water  bottle^ 
and  rams  the  cork  home.  At  the  same  moment  y  and  without 
effort,  he  gives  birth  to  one  of  his  most  characteristic  epigrams. ) 
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The  tide  is  going  out,  we  mustn't  miss  the  post. 

(They  are  so  unhappy  that  they  fail  to  grasp  it ,  and  &  little 
petulantly  he  calls  for  CRICHTO^,  ever  his  stand-by  in  the 
hour  of  epigram.     CRICHTON'  breaks  through  the  under- 
growth  quickly,  thinking  thejadies  are  in  danger.) 
CRICHTON.     Anything  wrong,  sir  ? 

F.RNFST  (with  fine  confidence}.     The  tide,  Crichton,  is  a  post- 
nuui  who  calls  at  our  island  twice  a  day  for  letters. 
CRICHTON  (after  a  pause].     Thank  you,  sir. 

(lie  returns  to  his  labours,  however,  without  giving  the 
smile  which  "V  the  epigrammatist's  right,  and  ERNEST  is  a 
little  disappointed  in  him.) 

ERNEST.      Poor  Crichton  !    I  sometimes  think  he  is  losing 
his  sense  of  humour.     Come  along,  Agatha. 

(He  helps  his  favoiA'ite  up  the  yocks,  and  they  disappear 
gingerly  from  view.} 
CATHERINE.     How  horribly  still  it  is. 

f  ADY  MARY  (remembering  some  recent  sounds).      It   is  best 
when  it  is  still.  ,     'J 

CATHERINE  (drawing  closer  to  her).     Mary,  I    have   heard 
that  they  are  always  very  still  just  before  they  jump. 

LADY  MARY.      Don't.     (A  distinct  chopping  is  heard,  and  they 
are  startled.} 

LADY  MARY  (controlling  her  self).     It  is  only  Crichton  knock- 
ing down  trees. 

CATHERINE  (almost  imploringly).      Mary,  let  us  go  and  stand 
beside  him. 

LADY  MARY  (cM/y).     Let  a  servant  see  that  I  am  afraid  ! 
CATHERINE.      Don't,  then  ;    but  remember  this,  dear,  they 
often  drop  on  one  from  above. 

(She  moves  away,  nearer  to  the  friendly  sound  of  the  axe> 
and  LADY  MARY  is  left  alone.  She  is  the  most  courageous 
of  them  as  well  as  the  haughtiest,  but  when  something  she 
had  thought  to  be  a  stick  glides  toward  her,  she  forgets  her 
dignity  and  screams.) 
LADY  MARY  (coiling).  Crichton,  Crichton  ! 

(It  must  have  been  TREHERNE  who  was  tree-felling^  for 
CRICHTON    comes    to   her    from    the   hut,   drawing   his 
cutlass.) 
CRICHTON  (anxious).      Did  you  call,  rny  lady  ? 
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LADY  MARY  (herself  again,  now  that  he  is  there).  I  !  Why 
should  I  ?  ^ 

CRICIITON.      I  made  a  \nistake,  your  ladyship.     (Hesitating) 

If  you  are  afraid  of  being  alftne,  my  lady 

LADY  MARY.  Afraid  !  Certainly  not.  (Doggedly)  You 
may  go. 

(But  she  does  not  complain  when  he  remains  within  eyesight 
cutting  the  bamboo.     It  is  heavy  work,  and  she  watches 
»  hifti  silently.)  v 

LADY  MARY.  I  wish,  Crichton,  you  could  work  without 
getting  so  hot.  , 

CRICHTON  (mopping  his  face).     I  wish  I  could,  my  lady. 

(He  continues  his  labours.) 

LADY  MARY  (taking  off  her  oilskins).  It  makes  me  hot  to  look 
at  you. 

CRICHTON.      It  almost  makes  me  cool  to  look  at  your  lady- 

u-  • 

ship. 

LADY  MARY  (who  perhaps  thinks  he  is  presuming).     Anything 
I  can  do  for  yoft  in,  that  way,  Crichton,  I  shall  do  with  pleasure. 
CRICHTON  (quite  humbly).     Thank  you,  my  lady. 

(By  this  time  most  of  the  ba?nboo  has  been  cut>  and  the  shore 
and  sea  are  visible,  except  where  they  are  hidden  by  the  half 
completed  hut.  The  mast  rising  solitary  from  the  water 
adds  to  the  desolation  of  the  scene,  and  at  last  tears  run  down 
LADY  MARY'S  face.) 

CRICHTON.      Don't  give  way,  my  lady,  things  might  be  worse. 
LADY  MARY.     My  poor  father  ! 

CRICHTON      If  I  could  have  given  my  life  for  his 

LADY  MARY.  You  did  all  a  man  could  do.  Indeed  I  thank 
you,  Crichton.  (With  some  admiration  and  more  wonder) 
You  are  a  man. 

CRICHTON.     Thank  you,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY.  But  it  is  all  so  awful.  Crichton,  is  there  any 
hope  of  a  ship  coming  ? 

CRICHTON  (after  hesitation).     Of  course  there  is,  my  lady. 
LADY  MARY  (facing  him  bravely).     Don't  treat  me  as  a  child. 
I  have  got  to  know  the  worst,  and  to  face  it.     Crichton,  the 
truth. 

CRICHTON  (reluctantly).  We  were  driven  out  of  our  course, 
my  lady  ;  I  fear  far  from  the  track  of  commerce. 
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t 
LADY  MARY,     Thank  you  $    I  understand. 

(For  a  moment^  however,  she  breaks  down.      Then  she 
clenches  her  hands  and  stands  erfct.) 

CRICIITON  (watching  her  y  and  forgjtting  perhaps  for  the  moment 
that  they  are  not  just  a  man  arid  wfiman).  You  're  a  good  pluckt 
'un,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY  (falling  into  the  same  error).  I  shall  try  to  be. 
(Extricating  herself.)  Crichton,  you  presume  ! 

CRKJIITON.      1  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon  ;   but  yoCi  are. 
(She  smiles,  as  if  it  were  a  comfort  to  be  told  this  even  by 
CRICHTON.  }. 

And  until  a  ship  comes  we  are  three  men  who  are  going  to  do 
our  best  for  you  ladies. 

LADY 'MARY  (with  a  curl  of  the  lip).  Mr.  Ernest  does  no 
work.  « , 

CRICIITON  (cheerily).      But  he  will,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY.        I  doubt  it. 

CRICHTON  (confidently^  but  perhaps  thoughtlessly).  No  work 
— no  dinner — will  make  a  great  change  in  Mr.  'Ernest. 

LADY  MARY.  No  work — no  dinner.  When  did  you  invent 
that  rule,  Crichton  ? 

CRICIITON  (loaded  with  bamboo).  I  didn't  invent  it,  my  lady. 
I  seem  to  see  it  growing  all  over  the  island. 

LADY  MARY  (disquieted).  Crichton,  your  manner  strikes  me 
as  curious. 

CRICHTON  (pained).      I  hope  not,  your  ladyship. 

LADY  MARY  (determined  to  have  it  out  with  him).  You  are 
not  implying  anything  so  unnatural,  I  hope,  as  that  if  I  and  my 
sisters  don't  work  there  will  be  no  dinner  for  us  ?  • 

CRICIITON  (brightly).  If  it  is  unnatural,  my  lady,  that  is  the 
end  of  it. 

LADY  MARY.  If?  Now  I  understand.  The  perfect  servant 
at  home  holds  that  we  are  all  equal  now.  I  see. 

CRICHTON  (wounded  to  the  quick).  My  lady,  can  you  think 
me  so  inconsistent  ? 

LADY  MARY.     That  is  it. 

CRICHTON  (earnestly).  My  lady,  I  disbelieved  in  equality  at 
home  because  it  was  against  nature,  and  for  that  same  reason  I 
as  utterly  disbelieve  in  it  on  an  island. 

LADY  MARY  (relieved  by  his  obvious  sincerity).     I  apologise. 
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CRICUTON  (continuing  unfortunately).  Inhere  must  always, 
my  lady,  be  one  to  command  and  others  to  obey. 

LADY  MARY  (satisfied).  ,  One  to  command,  others*  to  obey. 
Yes.  (Then  suddenly  she  realises  that  there  may  be  a  dire  meaning 
in  his  confident  words.)  Cricluon  1 

CRICHTON  (who  has  intended  no  dire  meaning).  What  is  it, 
my  lady  ? 

(But  she  only  stares  into  his  face  and  then  hurries  from  him. 
,  Left  alone  he  is  puzz/ed,  but  being  a  practical  man  he  Busies 
himself  gathering  firewoody  until  T  WEE  NY  appears  excitedly 
carrying  cocoa-nuts  in  her  sk^rt.     She  has  made  better  use 
than  the  ladies  of  her  three  minutes9  grace  for  dressing.) 
TWEENY  (who  can  be  happy  even  on  an  island  //"CRICHTON'  is 
with  her).     Look  what  I  found  ! 
CRICHTON.      Cocoa-nuts.     Bravo  h 
TWEKNY.     They  grows  on  trees  with  this  round  them. 
CRICIITON.     Where  did  you  think  they  grew  f 
TWEENY.      I  thought  as  how  they  grew  in  rows  on  top»of 
little  sticks.       " 

CRICHTON  (wrinkling  his  brows).     Oh,  Tweeny,  Tweeny  ! 
TWEENY    (anxiously).     Have    1    offended    of  your    feelings 
again,  sir  ?         t 

CRICHTON.      A  little. 

TWEENY  (/';/  a  despairing  outburst).  I  'm  full  o'  vulgar  words 
and  ways  ;  and  though  I  may  keep  them  in  their  holes  when 
you  are  by,  as  soon  as  I  'm  by  myself  out  they  comes  in  a  rubh 
like  beetles  when  the  house  is  dark.  I  says  them  gloating-like, 
in  my  head — '  Blooming,'  1  says,  and  '  A1!  my  eye,'  and 
'  Giiiger,'  and  *  Nothink  '  ;  and  all  the  time  we  was  being 
wrecked  I  was  praying  to  myself,  '  Please  the  Lord  it  may  be  an 
island  as  it 's  natural  to  be  vulgar  on.' 

(A  shudder  passes  through  CRICHTON,  and  she  is  abject.) 
That 's  the  kind   I  am,  sir.     I  'm  'opcless.     You  'd  better 
give  me  up. 

(She  is  a  pathetic,  forlorn  creature,  and  his  manhood  is 
stirred.) 

CRICHTON  (wondering  a  little  at  himself  for  saying  it).  I 
won't  give  you  up.  It  is  strange  that  one  so  common  should 
attract  one  so  fastidious  ;  but  so  it  is.  (Thoughtfully)  There  is 
something  about  you,  Tweeny,  there  is  zje  ne  sais  quoi  about  you. 
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TWEENY  (knowing  only  that  he  has  found  something  in  her  to 
commend).  Is  there,  is  there  ?  Oh5  I  am  glad.  <, 

CRICH-PON  (putting  his  hand  on  her,  shoulder  like  a  protector). 
We  shall  fight  your  vulgarity  together.  (.All  this  time  he  has 
been  arranging  sticks  for  his  fire.)  f  Now  get  some  dry  grass. 

(She  brings  him  grass,  and  he  puts  it  under  the  sticks.  He 
produces  an  odd  lens  fro?n  his  pocket,  and  fries  to  focus  the 
sunys  rays.) 

TWCENY.     Why,  what  's  that  ? 

CRICHTON  (the  ingenious  creature}.     That 's  the  glass  from 
my  watch  and  one  from  Mi;,  Treherne's,  with  a  little  water 
between  them.     I  'm  hoping  to  kindle  a  fire  with  it. 
TWEENY  (properly  impressed}.     Oh,  sir  ! 

(After  one  failure  the  grass  takes  fire,  and  they  are  blowing 
on  it  when  excited  cn:es  near  by  bring  them  sharply  to  their 
feet.  AGATHA  runs  to  them,  white  of  face,  followed  by 

ERNEST.) 

JSRNEST.     Danger  !     Crichton,  a  tiger-cat  ! 
CRICHTON  (getting  his  cutlass).     Where  ? 
AGATHA.      It  is  at  our  heels. 
ERNEST.     Look  out,  Crichton. 

CRICHTON.        H'sh  ! 

(TREHERNE  comes  to  his  assistance,  ^vhile  LADY  MARY  and 

CATHERINE  join  AGATHA  in  the  hut.) 
ERNEST.     It  will  be  on  us  in  a  moment. 

(He  seizes  the  hatrhet  and  guards  the  hut.     It  is  pleasing 

to  see  that  ERNEST  is  no  wvard.) 
TREHERNE.     Listen  ! 
ERNEST.     The  grass  is  moving.     It 's  coming. 

(//  comes.     But  it  is  no  tiger-cat ;  it  is  LORD  LOAM  crawling 

on  his  hands  and  knees,  a  very  exhausted  and  dishevelled 

peer,  wondrously  attired  in  rags.     The  girls  see  him,  and 

with  glad  cries  rush  into  his  arms.} 
LADY  MARY.     Father  ! 

LORD  LOAM.     Mary — Catherine — Agatha  !     Oh  dear,  my 
dears,  my  dears,  oh  dear  ! 
LADY  MARY.     Darling. 
AGATHA.     Sweetest. 

CATHERINE.       Love. 

TREHERNE.     Glad  to  see  you,  sir. 
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ERNEST.     Uncle,  uncle,  dear  old  uncle. 

*  (For  a  time  such  happy  cries  fill  the  air,  hut  presently 

TREHERNE  IS  thoughtless.) 

TREHERNE.     Ernest  tho-ight  you  were  a  tiger-cat. 

LORD  LOAM  (stung  somehow.to  the  quick).     Oh,  did  you  ?      I 
knew  you  at  once,  Ernest  ;   I  knew  you  by  the  way  you  ran. 
(ERNEST  smiles  forgivingly.} 

CRICHTON  (venturing  forward  at  last}.     My  lord,  I  am  glad. 

ERNEST  (with  upraised  finger).  But  you  are  also  -idling, 
Crichton.  (Making  himself  comfortable  on  the  ground.)  We 
mustn't  waste  time.  To  work,  to  work. 

CRICHTON  (after  contemplating  him  without  rancour}.  Yes, 
sir. 

(He  gets  a  pot  from  the  hut  and  hangs' it  on  a  tripod  over  the 
fire>  which  is  now  burning  brigHly.} 

TREHERNE.  Ernest,  you  be  a  little  more  civil.  Crichton, 
let  me  help. 

(He  is  soon  busy  helping  CRICHTON  to  add  to  the  stwgth 
of  the  hut.) 

LORD  LOAM  (gazing  at  the  pot  as  ladies  are  said  to  gaze  on 
precious  stones}.  Is  that — but  I  suppose  I  'm  dreaming  again. 
(Timidly)  It  isn't  by  any  chance  a  pot  on  top  of  a  fire,  is  it  ? 

LADY  MARY.      Indeed,  it  is,  dearest.      It  is  our  supper. 

LORD  LOAM.  I  have  been  dreaming  of  a  pot  on  a  fire  for  two 
days.  (Quivering)  There  's  nothing  in  it,  is  thcic  ? 

ERNEST.     Sniff,  uncle.     (LORD  LOAM  sniffs.) 

LORD  LOAM  (reverently).     It  smells  of  onions  ! 
(There  is  a  sudden  diversion.) 

c  YTHERINE.     Father,  you  have  boots  ! 

LADY  MARY.     So  he  has. 

LORD  LOAM.     Of  course  I  have. 

ERNEST  (with  greedy  cunning).  You  are  actually  wearing 
boots,  uncle.  It 's  very  unsafe,  you  know,  in  this  climate. 

LORD  LOAM.       Is  it  ? 

ERNEST.     We  have  all  abandoned  them,  you  observe.     The 
blood,  the  arteries,  you  know. 
LORD  LOAM.      I  hadn't  a  notion. 

(He  holds  out  his  feet ,  and  ERNEST  kneels.) 
ERNEST.     Oh  Lord,  yes. 

(In  another  moment  those  boots  will  be  his.) 
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LADY  MARY  (quickly).  Father,  he  is  trying  to  get  your  boots 
from  you.  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  we  wouldnjt  give 
for  boots.  * 

ERNEST  (rising  haughtily,  a  proud  spirit  misunderstood}.  I 
only  wantedfthc  loan  of  them.  f 

AGATHA  (running  her  fingers  along  them  lovingly}.      If  you  lend 
them  to  any  one,  it  will  be  to  us,  won't  it,  father  ? 
1  LORD  LOAM.     Certainly,  my  child. 

ERNEST.  Oh,  very  well.  (He  is  leaving  these  se/fsh  ones.) 
1  don't  want  your  old  boots.  (He gives  his  uncle  a  last  chance'} 
You  don't  think  you  could  spare  me  one  boot  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (tartly}.      I  do  not. 

ERNEST.     Quite  so.     Well,  all  I  can  say  is  I  'm  sorry  for  you. 
(He  departs  to  recline  elsewhere.} 

LADY  MARY.  Father, ^c  thought  we  should  never  see  you 
again. 

LORD  LOAM.  I  was  washed  ashore,  my  dear,  clinging  to  a 
hcifcoop.  How  awful  that  first  night  was. 

LADY  MARY.      Poor  father. 

LORD  LOAM.  When  I  woke,  I  wept.  Then  I  began  to  feel 
extremely  hungry.  There  was  a  large  turtle  on  the  beach.  I 
remembered  from  the  Swiss  Family  Robinson  that  if  you  turn  a 
turtle  over  he  is  helpless.  My  dears,  I  crawled  towards  him,  I 
flung  myself  upon  him — (here  he  pauses  to  rub  his  leg} — the 
nascy,  spiteful  brute. 

LADY  MARY.      You  didn't  turn  him  over  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (vindictively,  though  he  is  a  kindly  ?nan}.  Mary, 
the  senseless  thing  wouldn't  wait  ;  1  found  that  none  of  them 
would  wait. 

CATHERINE.  We  should  have  been  as  badly  off  if  Crichton 
hadn't 

LADY  MARY  (quickly}.      Don't  praise  Crichton. 

LORD  LOAM.  And  then  those  beastly  monkeys.  I  always 
understood  that  if  you  flung  stones  at  them  they  would  retaliate 
by  flinging  cocoa-nuts  at  you.  Would  you  believe  it,  1  flung  a 
hundred  stones,  and  not  one  monkey  had  sufficient  intelligence 
to  grasp  my  meaning.  How  I  longed  for  Crichton. 

LADY  MARY  (wincing).     For  us  also,  father  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  For  you  also.  I  tried  for  hours  to  make  a  lire. 
The  authors  say  that  when  wrecked  on  an  island  you  can  obtain 
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a  light  by  rubbing  two  pieces  of  stick  together.  (With  feeling) 
The  li^rs  ! 

LADY  MARY.  And  all  this  time  you  thought  there  was  no 
one  on  the  island  but  yourself  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  I  thought  so  until  this  morning.  I  was 
searching  the  pools  for  little  fishes,  which  I  caught  in  my  hat, 
when  suddenly  I  saw  before  me  —  on  the  sand  - 

CATHERINE.       What  ? 

LORD  LpAM.     A  hairpin. 


LADY  MARY.  A  hairpin  !  It  must  be  one  of  ours.  (Greedily) 
Give  it  me,  father. 

AGATHA.     No,  it  's  mine. 

LORD  LOAM.      I  didn't  keep  it. 

LADY  MARY  (speaking  for  all  three).  Dj'dn't  keep  it  ?  Found 
a  hairpin  on  an  island,  and  didn't  keep  ]t  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (humbly).     My  dears. 

AGATHA  (scarcely  to  be  placated).  Oh,  father,  we  have  le- 
turned  to  Nature  more  than  you  bargained  for. 

LADY  MARY,  n  For  shame,  Agatha.  (She  has  something  on 
her  mind.)  Father,  there  is  something  I  want  you  to  do  at 
once  —  I  mean  to  assert  your  position  as  the  chief  person 
on  the  island. 

(They  are  all  surprised.) 

LORD  LOAM.     But  who  would  presume  to  question  it  ? 

CATHERINE.     She  must  mean  Ernest. 

LADY  MARY.        Must  I  ? 

AGATHA.      It  is  cruel  to  say  anything  against  Ernest. 

LORD  LOAM  (firmly).  If  any  one  presumes  to  challenge  my 
position,  I  shall  make  short  work  of  him. 

AGATHA.  Here  comes  Ernest  ;  now  see  if  you  can  say 
these  horrid  things  to  his  face. 

LORD  LOAM.      I  shall  teach  him  his  place  at  once. 

LADY  MARY  (anxiously).     But  how  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (chuckling).  I  have  just  thought  of  an  extremely 
amusing  way  of  doing  it.  (As  ERNEST  approaches)  Ernest. 

ERNEST  (loftily).  Excuse  me,  uncle,  I  'm  thinking,  I  'm 
planning  out  the  building  of  this  hut. 

LORD  LOAM.     I  also  have  been  thinking. 

ERNEST.     That  don't  matter. 

LORD  LOAM.       Ell  ? 
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ERNEST.     Please,  please,  this  is  important. 

LORD  LOAM.  I  have  been  thinking  that  1  ought  to  giye  you 
my  boots. 

ERNEST.     What  ! 

LADY  MARY.     Father.  f 

LORD  LOAM  (genially).  Take  them,  my  boy.  (With  a 
rapidity  we  had  not  thought  him  capable  of,  ERNEST  becomes  the 
fijtarer  of  the  boots.)  And  now  I  dare  say  you  want  to  know 
why  J  give  them  to  you,  Ernest  ?  f . 

ERNEST  (moving  up  and  down  in  them  deliriously).  Not  at  all. 
The  great  thing  is,  v  I  Ve  got  'em,  I  've  got  'em.' 

LORD  LOAM  (majestically,  but  with  a  knowing  look  at  his 
daughters).  My  reason  is  that,  as  head  of  our  little  party,  you, 
Ernest,  shall  be  our  hunter,  you  shall  clear  the  forests  of  these 
savage  beasts  that  make  fhem  so  dangerous.  (Pleasantly)  And 
now  you  know,  my  dear  nephew,  why  I  have  given  you  my 
boots. 

*£RNEST.     This  is  my  answer. 
(He  kicks  off  the  boots.) 

LADY  MARY  (still  anxious).     Father,  assert  yourself. 

LORD  LOAM.  I  shall  now  assert  myself.  (But  how  to  do  it  ? 
He  has  a  happy  thought.]  Call  Crichton. 

LADY  MARY.     Oh,  father  ! 

(CRICHTON  comes  in  answer  to  a  summons^  and  is  followed 

by  TRF.HERNE.) 

ERNEST  (wondering  a  little  at  LADY  MARY'S  grave  face). 
Crichton,  look  here. 

LORD  LOAM  (sturdily).  Silence  !  Crichton,  I  want  your 
advice  as  trf  what  I  ought  to  do  with  Mr.  Ernest.  He  has 
defied  me. 

ERNEST.     Pooh  ! 

CRICHTON  (after  considering).     May  I  speak  openly,  my  lord  ? 

LADY  MARY  (keeping  her  eyes  fixed  on  him).  That  is  what 
w<?  desire. 

CRICHTON  (quite  humbly).  Then  I  may  say,  your  lordship, 
that  I  have  been,  considering  Mr.  Ernest's  case  at  odd  moments 
ever  since  we  were  wrecked. 

ERNEST.     My  case  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (sternly).     Hush. 

CRICHTON.     Since  we  landed  on  the  island,  my  lord,  it  seems 
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to   me   that   Mr.    Ernest's   epigrams   have   been   particularly 
brilliant. 

ERNEST  (gratified).  Thank  you,  Crichton. 
CRICHTON.  But  I  find-  -I  seem  to  find  it  growing  wild,  my 
lord,  in  the  woods,  that  sayings  which  would  be  justly  admired 
in  England  are  not  much  use  on  an  island.  I  would  therefore 
most  respectfully  propose  that  henceforth  every  time  Mr. 
Ernest  favours  us  with  an  epigram  his  head  should  be  immersed 
in  a  buclret  of  cold  spring  water. 

(There  is  a  terrible  silence.) 
LORD  LOAM  (uneasily).     Serve  him  right 
ERNEST.      I  should  like  to  see  you  try  to  do  it,  uncle. 
CRICHTON  (rucr  ready  to  come  to  the  succour  of  his  lordship). 
My  feeling,  my  lord,  is  that  at  the  next  rffcnce  I  should  convey 
him  to  a  retired  spot,  where  I  shall  carry  out  the  undertaking  in 
as  respectful  a  manner  as  is  coiibistent  with  a  thorough  im- 
mersion. 

(Though  his  manner  is  most  respectful,  he  is  resolute  j\he 
evidently  means  what  he  says.) 

LADY  MARY  (a  ramrod}.  Father,  you  must  not  permit  this  ; 
Ernest  is  your  nephew. 

LORD  LOAM  (with  his  hand  to  his  brow}.  After  all,  he  is  my 
nephew,  Crichton  ;  and,  as  I  am  sure,  lie  now  sees  that  I  am 

a  strong  man 

ERNEST  (foolishly  in  the  circumstances).  A  strong  man.  You 
mean  a  stout  man.  You  arc  one  of  mind  to  two  of  matter. 

(He  looks  round  in  the  old  way  for  approval.  No  one 
has  smiled^  and  to  his  consternation  he  sees  that  CRICHTON 
is  quietly  turning  up  his  sleeves.  ERNEST  makes  an 
appealing  gesture  to  his  uncle ;  then  he  turns  defiantly 
to  CRICHTON.) 

CRICHTON.  Is  it  to  be  before  the  ladies,  Mr.  Ernest,  or  in 
the  privacy  of  the  wood  ?  (He  fixes  ERNEST  with  his  eye. 
ERNEST  is  cowed.)  Come. 

ERNEST  (after  a  long  time).     Oh,  all  right. 
CRICHTON  (succinctly).     Bring  the  bucket. 

(ERNEST  hesitates.  He  then  lifts  the  bucket  and  follows 
CRICHTON  to  the  nearest  spring.) 

LORD  LOAM  (rather  white).  I  'm  sorry  for  him,  but  I  had 
to  be  firm. 
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LADY  MARY.  Oh,  father,  it  wasn't  you  who  was  firm. 
Crichton  did  it  himself. 

LORD  J.OAM.     Bless  me,  so  he  did^ 

LADY  MARY.     Father,  be  strong* 

LORD  LOAM  (bewildered).  Yyu  can't  mean  that  my  faithful 
Crichton 

LADY  MARY.        Yes,  I  do. 

*TREHERNE.  Lady  Mary,  I  stake  my  word  that  Crichton  is 
incapable  of  acting  dishonourably. 

LADY  MARY.  I  know  that ;  I  know  it  as  well  as  you. 
Don't  you  see,  thijt  is  what  makes  him  so  dangerous  ? 

TREHERNE.     By  Jove,  I — I  believe  I  catch  your  meaning. 

'CATHERINE.     He  is  coming  back. 

LORD  LOAM  (who  hfs  always  known  himself  to  be  a  man  of 
ideas).  .Let  us  all  go  into  the  hut,  just  to  show  him  at  once 
that  it  is  our  hut. 

I,ADY  MARY  (as  they  go).  Father,  1  implore  you,  assert 
yourself  now  and  for  ever. 

LORD  LOAM.        I  Will. 

JLADY  MARY.  And,  please,  don't  ask  him  how  you  are  to 
do  it. 

(CRICHTON  returns  with  sticks  to  mend  the  fire.) 
LORD  LOAM  (loftilyy  from  the  door  of  the  hut).     Have  you 
carried  out  my  instructions,  Crichton  ? 
CRICHTON  (deferentially).      Yes,  my  lord. 

(ERNEST  appears,  mopping  his  hair,  which  has  become  very 
wet  since  we  last  saw  him.     He  is  not  bearing  malice  >  he  is 
too  busy  drying,  but  AGATHA  is  specially  his  champion.) 
AGATHA.  '  It 's  infamous,  infamous. 
LORD  LOAM  (strongly).     My  orders,  Agatha. 
LADY  MARY.     Now,  father,  please. 
LORD  LOAM  (striking  an  attitude).     Before  I  give  you  any 

further  orders,  Crichton 

QRICHTON.     Yes,  my  lord. 

LORD  LOAM  (delighted).     Pooh  !     It 's  all  right. 

LADY  MARY.      .No.       Please  go  on. 

LORD  LOAM.  Well,  well.  This  question  of  the  leadership  ; 
what  do  you  think  now,  Crichton  ? 

CRICHTON.  My  lord,  I  feel  it  is  a  matter  with  which  /have 
nothing  to  do. 
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LORD  LOAM.  Excellent.  Ha,  Mary  ?  That  settles  >  I 
think. 

LADY  MARY.      It  seems  to,  but — I  'm  not  sure. 

CRICHTON.  It  will  settle  itself  naturally,  my  lord,  without 
any  interference  from  us. 

(The  reference  to  Nature  gives  general  dissatisfaction.) 

LADY  MARY.     Father. 

LORD  LOAM  (a  little  severely).  It  settled  itself  long  ago, 
Crichton,  when  I  was  born  a  peer,  and  you,  for  instance*  were 
born  a  servant. 

CRICHTON  (acquiescing).  Yes,  my  lord,  that  was  how  it  all 
came  about  quite  naturally  in  England.  We  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it  there,  and  we  shall  have  as  little  to  do  with  it  here. 

TREHERNE  (relieved).     That 's  all  rignt. 

LADY  MARY  (determined  to  clinch  th*  matter}.  One  moment. 
In  short,  Crichton,  his  lordship  will  continue  to  be  our  natural 
head. 

CRICHTON.      I  dare  say,  my  lady,  I  dare  say. 

CATHERINE.        But  yOU  IllUSt  ktlOW. 

CRICHTON.  Asking  your  pardon,  my  lady,  one  can't  be  sure 
— on  an  island. 

(Thev  lock  at  each  other  uneasily.) 

LORD  LOAM  (warnhigly).     Crichton,  I  don't  like  this. 

CRICHTON  (harassed).  The  more  I  think  of  it,  your  lordship, 
the  more  uneasy  I  become  myself.  When  I  heard,  my  lord, 

that  you  had  left  that  hairpin  behind 

(He  is  pained.) 

LORD  LOAM  (feebly).  One  hairpin  among  so  many  would 
only  have  caused  dissension. 

CRICHTON  (very  sorry  to  have  to  contradict  him}.  Not  so,  my 
lord.  From  that  hairpin  we  could  have  made  a  needle  ;  with 
that  needle  we  could,  out  of  skins,  have  sewn  trousers — of  which 
your  lordship  is  in  need  ;  indeed,  we  are  all  in  need  of  them. 

LADY  MARY  (suddenly  self-conscious).     All  ? 

CRICHTON.     On  an  island,  my  lady. 

LADY  MARY.     Father. 

CRICHTON  (really  more  distressed  by  the  prospect  than  she). 
My  lady,  if  Nature  does  not  think  them  necessary,  you  may  be 
sure  she  will  not  ask  you  to  wear  them.  (Shaking  his  head)  But 
among  all  this  undergrowth 
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LADY  MARY.     Now  you  see  this  man  in  his  true  colours. 
LORD    LOAM    (violently).     Crichton,    you    will    eithef    this 
moment  Say,  *  Down  with  Nature,'  qr 
CRICHTON  (scandalised).     My 


LORD  LOAM  (loftily).     Then  this  is  my  last  word  to  you  ;  take 
a  month's  notice. 

(If  the  hut  had  a  door  he  would  now  shut  it  to  indicate  that 
the  interview  is  closed.} 

CRKHTON  (in  great  distress).    Your  lordship,  the  disgrace*  -- 
LORD  LOAM  (swelling).     Not  another  word  :   you  may  go. 
LADY  MARY  (adamant).     And  don't  come  to  me,  Crichton, 
for  a  character. 

ERNEST  (whose  immersion  has  cleared  his  brain).     Aren't  you 
all  forgetting  that  this  fs  an  island  ? 

(This  brings  them  t*  earth  with  q  bump.     LORD  LOAM  looks 
to  his  eldest  daughter  for  the  fitting  response.) 
LADY  MARY  (equal  to  the  occasion).     It  makes  only  this  differ- 
ence —  that  you  may  go  at  once,  Crichton,  to  some  other  part  of 
the  island. 

(The  faithful  servant  has  been  true  to  his  superiors  ever  since 
he  was  created,  and  never  more  true  than  at  this  moment  ; 
but  his  fidelity  is  founded  on  trust  In  Nature^ndto  be  untrue 
to  It  would  be  to  be  untrue  to  thc?n.  He  lets  the  wood  he  has 
been  gathering  slip  to  the  ground,  and  bows  his  sorrowful 
head.  He  turns  to  obey.  Then  affection  for  these  great 
ones  wells  up  in  him.} 
CRICHTON.  My  lady,  let  me  work  for  you. 

LADY  MARY.    -  Go. 

CRICHTON!     You  need  me  so  sorely  ;   I  can't  desert  you  ;   I 
won't. 

LADY  MARY  (in  alarm,  lest  the  others  may  yield).     Then, 
father,  there  is  but  one  alternative,  we  must  leave  him. 
(LORD  LOAM  is  looking  yearningly  at  CRICHTON.) 

TREHERNE.     It  seems  a  pity. 

CATHERINE  (forlornly).     You  will  work  for  us  ? 

TREHERNE.     Most  willingly.     But  I  must  warn  you  all  that, 
so  far,  Crichton  has  done  nine-tenths  of  the  scoring. 

LADY  MARY.     The  question  is,  are  we  to  leave  this  man  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (wrapping  himself  in  his  dignity).     Come,  my 
dears. 
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CRICHTON.      My  lord  ! 

LORD  LOAM.     Treherne — Ernest — get  our  things. 

ERNEST.  We  don't  h^ve  any,  uncle.  They  all  belong  to 
Crichton. 

TREHERNE.  Everything  w$  have  he  brought  from  the  wreck 
— he  went  back  to  it  before  it  sank.  He  risked  his  life. 

CRICHTON.  My  lord,  anything  you  would  care  to  take  is 
yours. 

LADY^ARY  (quickly).     Nothing. 

ERNEST.     Rot  !     If  I  could  have  your  socks,  Crichton 

LADY  MARY.     Come,  father  ;  f  we  are  regdy. 

(Follvived  by  the  others,  she  and  LORD  LOAM  pick  their  way 
up  the  rocks.  In  their  indignation  they  scarcely  notice  that 
daylight  is  coming  to  a  sudden  end$ 

CRICHTON.  My  lordj  I  implore  you — /  am  not  desirous  of 
being  head.  Do  you  have  a  try  at  it,  my  lord. 

LORD  LOAM  (outraged).     A  try  at  it  ! 

CRICHTON  (eagerly).  It  may  be  that  you  will  prove  to  bcjthe 
best  man. 

LORD  LOAM.     May  be  !     My  children,  come. 

(They  disappear  proudly  but  gingerly  up  those  splintered 
rocks.) 

TREHERNE.  Jrichton,  I  'm  sorry  ;  but  of  course  I  must  go 
with  them. 

CRICHTON.     Certainly,  sir. 

(He  calls  to  TWEENY,  and  she  comes  from  behind  the  huty 
where  she  has  been  watching  breathlessly.) 
Will  you  be  so  kind,  sir,  as  to  take  her  to  the  others. 

CREHERNE.     Assuredly. 

TWEENY.     But  what  do  it  all  mean  ? 

CRICHTON.  Does,  Tweeny,  does.  (He  passes  her  up  the 
rocks  to  TREHERNE.)  We  shall  meet  again  soon,  Tweeny. 
Good-night,  sir. 

TREHERNE.     Good-night.     I  dare  say  they  are  not  far  away. 

CRICHTON  (thoughtfully).  They  went  westward,  sir,  and  the 
wind  is  blowing  in  that  direction.  That  may  mean,  sir,  that 
Nature  is  already  taking  the  matter  into  her  own  hands.  They 
are  all  hungry,  sir,  and  the  pot  has  come  a-boil.  (He  takes  off 
the  lid.)  The  smell  will  be  borne  westward.  That  pot  is  full 
of  Nature,  Mr.  Treherne.  Good-night,  sir. 
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TREHERNE.        Good-Hlght. 

(He  mounts  the  rocks  with  TWEENY,  and  they  are  he&rdfo, 
a  little  time  after  their  figures  qre  swallowed  up  in  the  fas 
growing  darkness.  CRICHTO!*  stands  motionless,  the  lid  it 
his  hand,  though  he  has  forgotten  it  and  his  reason  for  taking 
it  off  the  pot.  He  is  deeply  stirred,  but  presently  is  ashamet 
of  his  dejection,  for  it  is  as  if  he  doubted  his  principles 
Bravely  true  to  his  faith  that  Nature  will  decide  now  as  evet 
before,  he  proceeds  manfully  with  his  preparations  far  thi 
night.  He  lights  a  ship's  lantern,  one  of  several  treasure* 
he  has  brought  ashore,  find  is  filling  his  pipe  with  crumbs 
of  tobacco  from  various  pockets,  when  the  stealthy  move- 
ments of  some  animal  in  the  grass  startles  him.  With 
the  lantern  in  o*ie  hand  and  his  cutlass  in  the  other,  ht 
searches  the  ground  vroimd  the  hut.  He  returns,  lights  his 
pipe,  and  sits  down  by  the  fire,  which  casts  weird  moving 
shadows.  There  is  a  red  gleam  on  his  face  ;  in  the  darkness 
he  is  a  strong  and  perhaps  rather  sinister  figure.  In  the 
great  stillness  that  has  fall  en  over  the  land 'the  wash  of  the 
surf  seems  to  have  increased  in  volume.  The  sound  is  in- 
describably mournful.  Except  where  the  fire  is,  desolation 
has  fallen  on  the  island  like  a  pall. 

Once  or  twice,  as  Nature  dictates,  CRICHTON  leans  for- 
ward to  stir  the  pot,  and  the  smell  is  borne  westward. 
He  then  resumes  his  silent  vigil. 

Shadows  other  than  those  cast  by  the  fire  begin  to  descend 
the  rocks.  They  are  the  adventurers  returning.  One  by  one 
they  steal  nearer  to  the  pot  until  they  are  squatted  round  it, 
with  their  hands  out  to  the  blqze.  LADY  MARY  only  is 
absent.  Presently  she  comes  within  sight  of  the  others,  then 
stands  against  a  tree  with  her  teeth  clenched.  One  wonders, 
perhaps,  what  Nature  is  to  make  of  her.) 


ACT   III 
THE  HAPPY  HOME 

THE  scene  is  the  hall  of  their  island  home  two  years  later.  This 
sturdy  log-house  is  no  mere  extension  of  the  ljut  we  have  seen  in 
process  of  erection,  but  has  been  built  a  mile  or  less  to  the  west 
of  it,  on  higher  ground  and  near  a  stream.  When  the  master 
chose  this  site,  the  others  thought  that  »11  he  expected  from  the 
stream  was  a  sufficiency  of  drinking  vater.  They  know  better 
now  every  time  they  go  clown  to  the  mill  or  turn  on  the  electric 
light. 

This  hall  is  the  living-room  of  the  house,  and  walls  and'foof 
are  of  stout  logs.  Across  the  joists  supporting  the  roof  are  laid 
many  home-made  implements,  such  as  spades,  saws,  fishing-rods, 
and  from  hooks  in  the  joists  are  suspended  cured  foods,  of  which 
hams  are  specially  in  evidence.  Deep  recesses  half-way  up  the 
walls  contain  various  provender  in  barrels  and  sacks.  There 
are  some  skins,  trophies  of  the  chase,  on  the  floor,  which  is  other- 
wise bare.  The  chairs  and  tables  are  in  some  cases  hewn  oflt  of 
the  solid  wood,  and  in  others  the  result  of  rough  but  efficient 
carpentering.  Various  pieces  of  wreckage  from  the  yacht  have 
been  turned  to  novel  uses  :  thus  the  steering;wheel  now  hangs 
fro«i  the  centre  of  the  roof,  with  electric  lightsT attached  to  it 
encased  in  bladders.  A  lifebuoy  has  become  the  back  of  a  chair. 
Two  barrels  have  been  halved  and  turn  coyly  from  each  other 
as  a  settee. 

The  farther  end  of  the  room  is  more  strictly  the  kitchen,  and 
is  a  great  recess,  which  can  be  shut  off  from  the  hall  by  folding- 
doors.  There  is  a  large  open  fire  on  it.  The  chimney  is  half 
of  one  of  the  boats  of  the  yacht.  On  the  walls  of  the  kitchen 
proper  are  many  plate-racks,  containing  shells  5  there  are  rows 
of  these  of  one  size  and  shape,  which  mark  them  off  as  dinner 
plates  or  bowls  ;  others  are  as  obviously  tureens.  They  are 
arranged  primly  as  in  a  well-conducted  kitchen  ;  indeed,  neat- 
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ness  and  cleanliness  are  the  note  struck  everywhere,  yet  the  effect 
of  the  whole  is  romantic  and  barbaric.  « 

The  qjiter  door  into  this  hall  is  a  little  peculiar  on  an  island. 
It  is  covered  with  skins  and  is  in  foul-  leaves,  like  the  swing-doors 
of  fashionable  restaurants,  whicjh  allow  you  to  enter  without 
allowing  the  hot  air  to  escape.  During  the  winter  season  our 
castaways  have  found  this  contrivance  useful,  but  Crichton's 
bxdn  was  perhaps  a  little  lordly  when  he  conceived  it.  Another 
door  lteads  by  a  passage  to  the  sleeping-rooms  of  the  hou$e,  vyhich 
are  all  on  the  ground-floor,  and  to  Crichton's  work-room,  where 
he  is  at  this  moment,  and  whither  we  should  like  to  follow  him, 
but  in  a  play  we  may  not,  as  it  is  out  of  sight.  There  is 
a  large  window  space  without  a  window,  which,  however, 
can  be  shuttered,  and  vhrouph  this  we  have  a  view  of  cattle- 
sheds,  fowl-pens,  and  a  £.eld  of  grain.  It  is  a  fine  summer 
evening. 

Tweeny  is  sitting  there,  very  busy  plucking  the  feathers  off  a 
bim  and  dropping  them  on  a  sheet  placed  for  that  purpose  on  the 
floor.  She  is  trilling  to  herself  in  the  lightnesr-  of  her  heart. 
We  may  remember  that  Tweeny,  alone  among  the  women,  had 
dressed  wisely  for  an  island  when  they  fled  the  yacht,  and  her 
going-away  gown  still  adheres  to  her,  though  in  fragments.  A 
score  of  pieces  have  been  added  here  and  there  as  necessity  com- 
pelled, and  these  have  been  patched  and  repatched  in  incongruous 
colours  ;  but,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  it  can  still  be  maintained 
that  Tweeny  wears  a  skirt.  She  is  deservedly  proud  of  her 
skirt,  and  sometimes  lends  it  on  important  occasions  when 
approached  in  the  proper  spirit. 

Some  one*  outside  has  been  whistling  to  Tweeny ;  «>the 
guarded  whistle  which,  on  a  less  savage  island,  is  sometimes 
assumed  to  be  an  indication  to  cook  that  the  constable  is  willing, 
if  the  coast  be  clear.  Tweeny,  however,  is  engrossed,  or  per- 
haps she  is  not  in  the  mood  for  a  follower,  so  he  climbs  in  at  the 
window  undaunted,  to  take  her  willy-nilly.  He  is  a  jolly- 
looking  labouring  man,  who  answers  to  the  name  of  Daddy, 

and But  though  that  may  be  his  island  name,  we  recognise 

hiirt  at  once.  He  is  Lord  Loam,  settled  down  to  the  new  con- 
ditions, and  enjoying  life  heartily  as  handy-man  about  the  happy 
home.  He  is  comfortably  attired  in  skins.  He  is  still  stout, 
but  all  the  flabbiness  has  dropped  from  him  ;  gone  too  is  his 
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pomposity  5   his  eye  is  clear,  brown  his  skin  ;   he  could  leap  a 
gate.* 

In  his  hands  he  carries^  an  island-made  concertina,' and  such 
is  the  exuberance  of  his  spirits  that,  as  he  alights  on  the  floor,  he 
bursts  into  music  and  song,  something  about  his  beiqg  a  chickety 
chickety  chick  chick,  and  will  Tweeny  please  to  tell  him  whose 
chickety  chick  is  she.  Retribution  follows  sharp.  We  hear  a 
whir,  as  if  from  insufficiently  oiled  machinery,  and  over  tAe 
passage  iloor  appears  a  placard  showing  the  one  word  4  Siience.' 
His  lordship  stops,  and  steals  to  Tweeny  on  his  tiptoes. 

LORD  LOAM.      I  thought  the  Gov.  was  out. 

TWEENY.     Well,  you  see  he  ain't.     And  if  he  were  to  catch 

you  here  idling •• 

(LORD  LOAM  pales. t    He  lays  wide  his  musical  instrument 
and  hurriedly  dons  an  apron,     TWEENY  gives  him  the  bird 
to  pluck  9  and  busies  herself  laying  the  table  for  dinner.) 
LORD  LOAM  (softly).     What  is  he  doing  now  ? 
TWEENY.      I  think  he  is  working  out  that  plan  for  laying  on 
hot  and  cold. 

LORD  LOAM  (proud  of  his  master}.     And  he  '11  manage  it  too. 

The  man  who  pould  build  a  blacksmith's  forge  without  tools 

TWEENY  (not  less  proud).  He  made  the  tools. 
LORD  LOAM.  Out  of  half  a  dozen  rusty  nails.  The  saw- 
mill, Tweeny  ;  the  speaking-tube  ;  the  electric  lighting  ;  and 
look  at  the  use  he  has  made  of  the  bits  of  the  yacht  that  were 
washed  ashore.  And  all  in  two  years.  He  is  a  master  I  'm 
proud  to  pluck  for. 

(He  chirps  happily  at  his  work>  and  she*  regards  him 
curiously.) 

TWEENY.  Daddy,  you  're  of  little  use,  but  you  're  a  bright, 
cheerful  creature  to  have  about  the  house.  (He  beams  at  this 
commendation.)  Do  you  ever  think  of  old  times  now  ?  We 
was  a  bit  different. 

LORD  LOAM  (pausing).     Circumstances  alter  cases. 

(He  resumes  his  plucking  contentedly.) 

TWEENY.  But,  Daddy,  if  the  chance  was  to  come  of  getting 
back  ? 

LORD  LOAM.     I  have  given  up  bothering  about  it. 

TWEENY,     You  bothered  that  day  long  ago  when  we  saw  a 
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ship  passing  the  island.  How  we  all  ran  like  crazy  folk  into  the 
water,  Daddy,  and  screamed  and  held  out  our  arms.  (Thjy  are 
both  a  little  agitated.)  But  it  sailed  ayvay,  and  we  Ve  never  seen 
another. 

LORD  LOAM.  If  the  electrical  contrivance  had  been  made 
then  that  we  have  now  we  could  have  attracted  that  ship's 
notice.  (Their  eyes  rest  on  a  mysterious  apparatus  that  fills  a 
corner  of  the  hall.)  A  touch  on  that  lever,  Tweeny,  and  in  a 
few  moments  bonfires  would  be  blazing  all  round  the  »hore. 

TWEENY  (backing  from  the  lever  as  if  it  might  spring  at  her). 
It 's  the  most  wonderful  thing  he  has  done. 

LORD  LOAM  (in  a  reverie).     And  then — England — home  ! 

TWEENY  (also  seeing  visions).     London  of  a  Saturday  night  ! 

LORD  LOAM.  My  terds,  in  rising  once  more  to  address  this 
historic  chamber 

TWEENY.     There  was  a  little  ham  and  beef  shop  off  the 

Edgware  Road 

(The  visions  fade  ;  they  return  to  the  practical.) 

LORD  LOAM.  Tweeny,  do  you  think  1  couid  have  an  egg 
to  my  tea  ? 

(At  this  moment  a  wiry,  athletic  figure  in  skins  darkens  the 
window.  He  is  carrying  two  pails,  whicl\  are  suspended 
from  a  pole  on  his  shoulder,  and  he  is  ERNEST.  We  should 
say  that  he  is  ERNEST  completely  changed  if  we  were  of  those 
who  hold  that  people  change.  As  he  enters  by  the  window 
he  has  heard  LORD  LOAM'S  appeal,  and  is  perhaps  justifiably 
indignant.) 

ERNEST.  Wljiat  is  that  about  an  egg  ?  Why  should  you 
have  an  egg  \  . 

LORD  LOAM  (with  hauteur).  That  is  my  affair,  sir.  (With  a 
Parthian  shot  as  he  withdraws  stiffly  from  the  room.}  The  Gov. 
has  never  put  my  head  in  a  bucket. 

ERNEST  (coming  to  rest  on  one  of  his  buckets,  and  speak- 
ing with  excusable  pride).  Nor  mine  for  nearly  three 
months.  It  was  only  last  week,  Tweeny,  that  he  said  to  me, 
*  Ernest,  the  water  cure  has  worked  marvels  in  you,  and  I 
question  whether  I  shall  require  to  dip  you  any  more.' 
(Complacently)  Of  course  that  sort  of  thing  encourages  a 
fellow. 

TWEENY  (who  has  now  arranged  the  dinner-table  to  her  satis- 
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faction).     I  will  say,  Erny,  I  never  seen  a  young  chap  more 
improved. 

ERNEST  (gratified).  '£hank  you.  Tweeny ;  that 's  very 
precious  to  me. 

(She  retires  to  the  fire  t*  work  the  great  bellojvs  with  her 
foot,  and  ERNEST  turns  to  TREHERNE,  who  has  come  in 
looking  more  like  a  cow-boy  than  a  clergyman.     He  has  a 
small  box  in  his  hand  which  he  tries  to  conceal.) 
What  have  you  got  there,  John  ? 

TREHERNE.  Don't  tell  anybody.  It  is  a  little  present  for 
the  Gov.  ;  a  set  of  razors.  One  for  each  day  in  the  week. 

ERNEST  (opening  the  box  and  examining  its  contents).  Shells  ! 
He  '11  like  that.  He  likes  sets  of  things. 

TREHERNE  (in  a  guarded  voice).     Ha\fe  you  noticed  that  ? 

ERNEST.     Rather. 

TREHERNE.      He  is  becoming  a  bit  magnificent  in  his  ideas. 

ERNEST  (huskily).     John,  it  sometimes  gives  me  the  creeps. 

TREHERNE  (making  sure  that  TWEENY  is  out  of  hearing). 
What  do  you  think  of  that  brilliant  robe  he  got  the  girls  to  make 
for  him  ? 

ERNEST  (uncomfortably).     I  think  he  looks  too  regal  in  it. 

TREHERNE.  t  Regal  !  I  sometimes  fancy  that  is  why  he 
is  so  fond  of  wearing  it.  (Practically)  Well,  I  must  take  these 
down  to  the  grindstone  and  put  an  edge  on  them. 

ERNEST  (button-holing  him).  I  say,  John,  I  want  a  word 
with  you. 

TREHERNE.       Well  ? 

ERNEST  (become  suddenly  diffident).  Dash  \f  all,  you  know, 
you  *re  a  clergyman. 

TREHERNE.  One  of  the  best  things  the  Gov.  has  done  is  to 
insist  that  none  of  you  forget  it. 

ERNEST  (taking  his  courage  in  his  hands).  Then — would  you, 
John  ? 

TREHERNE.       What  ? 

ERNEST  (wistfully).     Officiate  at  a  marriage  ceremony,  John  ? 

TREHERNE  (slowly).     Now,  that  is  really  odd. 

ERNEST.  Odd  ?  Seems  to  me  it 's  natural.  And  whatever 
is  natural,  John,  is  right. 

TREHERNE.  I  mean  that  same  question  has  been  put  to  me 
to-day  already. 
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ERNEST  (eagerly).     By  one  of  the  women  ? 

TREHERNE.     Oh  no  ;  they  all  put  it  to  me  long  ago.  *This 
was  by  the  Gov.  himself. 

ERNEST.     By  Jove  !     (Admiringly}   I  say,  John,  what  an 
observant  beggar  he  is. 

TREHERNE.     Ah  !     You  fancy  he  was  thinking  of  you  ? 

ERNEST.     I  do  not  hesitate  to  affirm,  John,  that  he  has  seen 
tlte  love-light  in  my  eyes.     You  answered 

TREHERNE.      I  said  Yes,  I  thought  it  would  be  my  ditfy  to 
officiate  if  called  upon. 

ERNEST.     You /re  a  brick. 

TREHERNE  (still  pondering).     But  I  wonder  whether  he  was 
thinking  of  you  ? 

ERNEST.     Make'  yo*r  mind  easy  about  that. 

TREHERNE.     Well,  my  best  wishes.     Agatha  is  a  very  fine 
girl. 

ERNEST.     Agatha  ?     What  made  you  think  it  was  Agatha  ? 

^REHERNE.     Man  alive,  you  told  me  all  about  it  soon  after 
we  were  wrecked.  t 

ERNEST.     Pooh  !     Agatha  is  all  very  well  in  her  way,  John, 
but  I  am  flying  at  bigger  game. 

TREHERNE.     Ernest,  which  is  it  ? 

ERNEST.     Tweeny,  of  course. 

TREHERNE.     Tweeny  ?     (Reprovingly)  Ernest,  I  hope  her 
codking  has  nothing  to  do  with  this. 

ERNEST  (with  dignity).     Her  cooking  has  very  little  to  do 
with  it. 

TREHERNE.     But  docs  she  return  your  affection  ? 

ERNEST  (simply).     Yes,  John,  I  believe  I  may  say  so.     I  am 
unworthy  of  her,  but  I  think  I  have  touched  her  heart. 

TREHERNE  (with  a  sigh).     Some  people  seem  to  have  all  the 
luck.     As  you  know,  Catherine  won't  look  at  me. 

ERNEST.      I  'm  sorry,  John. 

TREHERNE.     It 's  my  deserts  ;    I  'm  a  second  eleven  sort  of 
chap.     Well,  my  heartiest  good  wishes,  Ernest. 

ERNEST.     Thajnk  you,  John.     How  is  the  little  black  pig 
to-day  ? 

TREHERNE  (departing).     He  has  begun  to  eat  again. 
(After  a  momenfs  reflection  ERNEST  calls  to  TWEENY.) 

ERNEST.     Are  you  very  busy,  Tweeny  ? 
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TWEENY  (coming  to  him  good-naturedly}.  There  is  always 
wori.  to  do  j  but  if  you  want  me,  Ernest 

ERNEST.  There  is  something  I  should  like  to  say  to  you  if 
you  could  spare  me  a  moment. 

TWEENY.     Willingly.     W«hat  is  it  ? 

ERNEST.     What  an  ass  I  used  to  be.  Tweeny. 

TWEENY  (tolerantly).     Oh,  let  bygones  be  bygones. 

ERNEST  (sincerely,  and  at  his  very  best).  I  'm  no  great  shaices 
eveR  now.  But  listen  to  this,  Tweeny  ;  I  have  knowH  many 
women,  but  until  I  knew  you  I  never  knew  any  woman. 

TWEENY  (to  whose  uneducated  e^ars  this  sounds  dangerously  like 
an  epigram}.  Take  care — the  bucket. 

ERNEST  (hurriedly).  I  didn't  mean  it  in  that  way.  (He  goes 
chivalrously  on  his  knees.}  Ah,  Tween}',  I  don't  undervalue  the 
bucket,  but  what  I  want  to  say  now  is  that  the  sweet  refinement 
of  a  dear  girl  has  done  more  for  me  than  any  bucket  could  do. 

TWEENY  (with  large  eyes).  Are  you  offering  to  walk  out 
with  me,  Erny  ?  T 

ERNEST  (passionately).  More  than  that.  I  want  to  build  a 
little  house  for  you — in  the  sunny  glade  down  by  Porcupine 
Creek.  I  want  to  make  chairs  for  you  and  tables  j  and  knives 
and  forks,  anc^  a  sideboard  for  you. 

TWEENY  (who  is  fond  of  language).  I  like  to  hear  you. 
(Eyeing  him)  Would  there  be  any  one  in  the  house  except  myself, 
Ernest  f 

ERNEST  (humbly).  Not  often  $  but  just  occasionally  there 
would  be  your  adoring  husband. 

TWEENY  (decisively).     It  won't  do,  Ernest., 

ERNEST  (pleading).     It  isn't  as  if  I  should  be  rfiuch  there. 

TWEENY.  I  know,  I  know  ;  but  I  don't  love  you,  Ernest, 
I  'm  that  sorry. 

ERNEST  (putting  his  case  cleverly).  Twice  a  week  I  should  be 
away  altogether — at  the  dam.  On  the  other  days  you  would 
never  see  me  from  breakfast  time  to  supper. 

(With  the  self-abnegation  of  the  true  lover.} 
If  you  like  I  '11  even  go  fishing  on  Sundays. 

TWEENY.     It 's  no  use,  Erny. 

ERNEST  (rising  manfully}.  Thank  you,  Tweeny  ;  it  can't 
be  helped.  (Then  he  remembers.)  Tweeny,  we  shall  be  dis- 
appointing the  Gov. 
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TWEENY  (quaking).     What 's  that  ? 
ERNEST.      He  wanted  us  to  marry. 

TWEENF  (blankly).  You  and  me  ?  the  Gov.  !  (Her  head 
droops  woefully.  From  without  is  heard  the  whistling  of  a  happier 
spirit,  and  TWEENY  draws  herscjf  up  fiercely.}  That 's  her  ; 
that 's  the  thing  what  has  stole  his  heart  from  me. 

(A  stalwart  youth  appears  at  the  window,  so  handsome  and 
tingling  with  vitality  that,  glad  to  depose  CRICHTON,  we  cry 
thankfully, '  The  hero  at  last.9  But  it  is  not  the  hero  ;  *it  is 
the  heroine.  This  splendid  boy,  clad  in  skins,  is  what 
Nature  has  done  for  L^DY  MARY.  She  carries  bow  and 
arrows  and  a  blow-pipe,  and  over  her  shoulder  is  a  fat  buck, 
which  she  drops  with  a  cry  of  triumph.  Forgetting  to  enter 
demurely,  she  leafs  through  the  window.} 
(Sourly)  Drat  you,  Polly,  v/hy  don't  you  wipe  your  feet  ? 

LADY  MARY  (gocd-naturedly).  Come,  Tweeny,  be  nice  to 
me.  It  's  a  splendid  buck. 

(But  TWEENY  shakes  her  off,  and  retires  to  the  kitchen  fire.) 
ERNEST.     Where  did  you  get  it  ? 

LADY  MARY  (gaily}.  I  sighted  a  herd  near  Penguin's  Creek, 
but  had  to  creep  round  Silver  Lake  to  get  to  windward  of  them. 
However,  they  spotted  me  and  then  the  fun  began  There  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  try  and  run  them  down,  so  I  singled  out  a 
fat  buck  and  away  we  went  down  the  shore  of  the  lake,  up  the 
valley  of  rolling  stones  ;  he  doubled  into  Brawling  River  and 
took  to  the  water,  but  I  swam  after  him  ;  the  river  is  only  half  a 
mile  broad  there,  but  it  runs  strong.  He  went  spinning  down  the 
rapids,  down  I  we^it  in  pursuit ;  he  clambered  ashore,  I  clambered 
ashore  ;  away  Ve  tore  helter-skelter  up  the  hill  and  down  again. 
I  lost  him  in  the  marshes,  got  on  his  track  again  near  Bread  Fruit 
Wood,  and  brought  him  down  with  an  arrow  in  Firefly  Grove. 
TWEENY  (staring  at  her).  Aren't  you  tired  ? 
LADY  MARY.  Tired  !  It  was  gorgeous. 

(She  runs  up  a  ladder  and  deposits  her  weapons  on  the  joists. 
She  is  whistling  again.) 

TWEENY  (snappmg}.      I  can't  abide  a  woman  whistling. 
LADY  MARY  (indifferently}.     I  like  it. 
TWEENY  (stamping  her  foot).      Drop  it,  Polly,  I  tell  you. 
LADY  MARY.      I  won't.      I  'm  as  good  as  you  are. 
(They  are  facing  each  other  defiantly.) 
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ERNEST  (shocked).      Is  this  necessary  ?     Think  how  it  would 
pain  him. 

(LADY  MARY'S  eyesjtike  a  new  expression.  IF*  see  them 
soft  for  the  first  time.) 

LADY  MARY  (contritely).     Tweeny,  I  beg  yourtpardon.     If 
my  whistling  annoys  you,  I  shall  try  to  cure  myself  of  it. 

(Instead  of  calming  TWEENY,  this  floods  her  face  in  tears.} 
Why,  how  can  that  hurt  you,  Tweeny  dear  ? 

TWEENY.     Because  I  can't  make  you  lose  your  temp«r. 
LADY  MARY  (divinely).     Indeed,  I  often  do.     Would  that  I 
were  nicer  to  everybody. 

TWEENY.  There  you  are  again.  (Large-eyed)  What  makes 
you  want  to  be  so  nice,  Polly  ? 

LADY  MARY  (with  fervour).  Only  thankfulness,  Tweeny. 
(She  exults.)  It  is  such  fun  to  be  ali  -e. 

(So  also  seem  to  think  CATHERINE  and  AGATHA,  who  bounce 
in  with  fishing-rods  and  creel.  They,  too,  are  in  manly 
attire.} 

CATHERINE.*  We  've  got  some  ripping  fish  for  the  Gov.'s 
dinner.  Are  we  in  time  ?  We  ran  all  the  way. 

TWEENY  (tartly}.  You  '11  please  to  cook  them  yourself, 
Kitty,  and  loo,k  sharp  about  it. 

(She  retires  to  her  hearth,  where  AGATHA  follows  her.) 
AGATHA  (yearning).     Has  the  Gov.  decided  who  is  to  wait 
upon  him  to-day  ?  * 

CATHERINE  (who  is  cleaning  her  fish).      It 's  my  turn. 
AGATHA  (hotly).     I  don't  see  that. 

TWEENY  (with  bitterness).  It 's  to  be  neither  of  you,  Aggy  ; 
he  ^ants  Polly  again. 

(LADY  MARY  is  unable  to  resist  a  joyous  whistle.) 
AGATHA  (jealously).     Polly,  you  toad. 

(But  they  cannot  make  LADY  MARY  angry.) 
TWEENY  (storming).     How  dare  you  look  so  happy  ? 
LADY  MARY  (willing  to  embrace  her).     I  wish,  Tweeny,  there 
was  anything  I  could  do  to  make  you  happy  also. 

TWEENY.  Me  !  Oh,  I  'm  happy.  ,  (She  remembers 
ERNEST,  whom  it  is  easy  to  forget  on  an  island.}  I  've  just  had 
a  proposal,  I  tell  you. 

(LADY  MARY  is  shaken  at  last,  and  her  sisters  with  her.) 
AGATHA.     A  proposal  ? 
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CATHERINE  (going  white).     Not — not 

(She  dare  not  say  his  name.) 

ERNESI*  (with  singular  modesty),  you  needn't  be  alarmed  ; 
it  was  only  me. 

LADY  MARY  (relieved).     Oh,  you  ! 

AGATHA  (happy  again).     Ernest,  you  dear,  I  got  such  a  shock. 

CATHERINE.  It  was  only  Ernest  (showing  him  her  fish  in 
thankfulness).  They  are  beautifully  fresh  \  come  and  help  me 
to  cook  them. 

ERNEST  (with  simple  dignity).  Do  you  mind  if  I  don't  cook 
fish  to-night  ?  (She  does  not^mind  in  the  least.  They  have  all 
forgotten  him.  A  lark  is  singing  in  three  hearts.)  I  think  you 
might  all  be  a  little  sorry  for  a  chap.  (But  they  are  not  even  sorry  ^ 
and  he  addresses  AGATHA  in  these  winged  words)  I  'm  particularly 
disappointed  in  you,  Aggy. ;  seeing  that  I  was  half  engaged  to 
you,  I  think  you  might  have  had  the  good  feeling  to  be  a  little 
more  hurt. 

IGATHA.     Oh,  bother. 

ERNEST  (summing  up  the  situation  in  so  far  as  it  effects  himself). 
I  shall  now  go  and  lie  down  for  a  bit. 

(He  retires  coldly  but  unregretted.     LADY  MARY  approaches 
TWEENY  with  her  most  insinuating  smile.)   f 

LADY  MARY.  Tweeny,  as  the  Gov.  has  chosen  me  to  wait 
on  him,  please  may  I  have  the  loan  of  it  again  ? 

*'     (The  reference  made  with  such  charming  delicacy  is  evidently 
to  TWEENY'S  skirt.) 

TWEENY  (doggedly).     No,  you  mayn't. 

AGATHA  (supporting  TWEENY).     Don't  you  give  it  to  her. 

LADY  MARtf  (still  trying  sweet  persuasion).  You  know  quite 
well  that  he  prefers  to  be  waited  on  in  a  skirt. 

TWEENY.     I  don't  care.     Get  one  for  yourself. 

LADY  MARY.      It  is  the  only  one  on  the  island. 

TWEENY.     And  it 's  mine. 

LADY  MARY  (an  aristocrat  after  all).  Tweeny,  give  me  that 
skirt  directly. 

CATHERINE.        Don't. 
TWEENY.       I  WOn't. 

LADY  MARY  (clearing  for  action).     I  shall  make  you. 
TWEENY.     I  should  like  to  see  you  try. 

(An  unseemly  fracas  appears  to  be  inevitable,  but  something 
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happens.  The  whir  is  again  heard,  and  the  notice  is  dis- 
played €  Dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite.'  Its  effect  is  in- 
stantaneous and  cheering.  The  ladies  look  attach  other 
guiltily  and  immediately  proceed  on  tiptoe  to  their  duties. 
These  are  all  concerned*  with  the  master's  dinner.  CATH- 
ERINE attends  to  his  fish.  AGATHA  fills  a  quaint  toast-rack 
and  brings  the  menu,  which  is  written  on  a  shell.  LADY 
MARY  twists  a  wreath  of  green  leaves  around  her  head,  and 
ffaces  a  flower  beside  the  master's  plate.  TWEENY  signs 
that  all  is  ready,  and  she  and  the  younger  sisters  retire  into 
the  kitchen,  closing  the  screen  that  separates  it  from  the 
rest  of  the  room.  LADY  MARY  beats  a  tom-tom,  which  is 
the  dinner-bell.  She  then  gently  worh  a  punkah,  which  we 
have  not  hitherto  observed,  and  *tands  at  attention.  No 
doubt  she  is  in  hopes  that  the  Gov.  will  enter  into  conversa- 
tion with  her,  but  she  is  too  good  a  parlour-maid  to  let  her 
hopes  appear  in  her  face.  We  may  watch  her  manner  with 
complete  approval.  There  is  not  one  of  us  who  woulcfnot 
give  her  £2.6  a  year. 

The  master  comes  in  quietly,  a  book  in  his  hand,  still  the  only 
book  on  the  island,  for  he  has  not  thought  it  worth  while  to 
build  a  printing-press.  His  dress  is  not  noticeably  different 
from  that  of  the  others,  the  skins  are  similar,  but  perhaps 
these  are  a  trifle  more  carefully  cut  or  he  carries  them  better. 
One  sees  somehoiv  that  he  has  changed  for  his  evening  meal. 
There  is  an  odd  suggestion  of  a  dinner  jacket  about  his  doe- 
skin coat.  It  is,  perhaps,  too  grave  a  face  for  a  man  of 
thirty-two,  as  if  he  were  over?nuch  immersed  in  affairs,  yet 
there  is  a  sunny  smile  left  to  lighten  it  at  times  and  bring  back 
its  youth  ;  perhaps  too  intellectual  a  face  to  pass  as  strictly 
handsome,  not  sufficiently  suggestive  of  oats.  His  tall  figure 
is  very  straight,  slight  rather  than  thick-set,  but  nobly 
muscular.  His  big  hands,  firm  and  hard  with  labour 
though  they  be,  are  finely  shaped — note  the  fingers  so  ?nuch 
more  tapered,  the  nails  better  tended  than  those  of  his 
domestics  ;  they  are  one  of  many  indications  that  he  is  of  a 
superior  breed.  Such  signs,  as  has  often  been  pointed' out, 
are  infallible.  A  romantic  figure,  too.  One  can  easily  see 
why  the  women- folks  of  this  strong  man's  house  both  adore; 
and  fear  him. 
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He  does  not  seem  to  notice  who  is  waiting  on  him  to-night ', 
but  inclines  his  head  slightly  to  whoever  it  is,  a*  she 
take*  her  place  at  the  lack  of¥his  chair.  LADY  MARY 
respectfully  places  the  menu-shell  before  him,  and  he 
glances^  at  it,} 

CRICHTON.     Clear,  please. 

(LADY  MARY  knocks  on  the  screen,  and  a  serving  hutch  in  it 
opens,  through  which  TWEENY  offers  two  soup  plates.  LADY 
MARY  selects  the  clear,  and  the  aperture  is  closest.  *She 
works  the  punkah  while  the  master  partakes  of  the 
soup.) 

CRICHTON  (ivho  always  gives  praise  where  it  is  due).     An 
excellent  soup,  Polly,  but  still  a  trifle  too  rich. 

LADY  MARY.     Thank  you. 

(The  next  course  is  the  fish,  and  while  it  is  being  passed 
through  the  hutch  we  have  a  glimpse  of  three  jealous  women. 
LADY  MARY'S  ?novements  are  so  deft  and  noiseless  that  any 
observant  spectator  can  see  that  she  was  born  to  wait  at 
table.) 

CRICHTON  (unbending  as  he  eats).     Polly,  you  are  a  very  smart 
girl. 

LADY  MARY  (bridling,  but  naturally  gratified).    fLa  ! 

CRICHTON  (smiling).     And  I  'm  not  the  first  you  Ve  heard  it 
from,  I  '11  swear. 

L\DY  MARY  (wriggling).     Oh  Gov.  ! 

CRICHTON.     Got  any  followers  on  the  island,  Polly  ? 

LADY  MARY  (tossing  her  head).     Certainly  not. 

CRICHTON.      I  {bought  that  perhaps  John  or  Ernest 

LADY  MAKY*(tilting  her  nose).      1  don't  say  that  it 's  for  w&nt 
of  asking. 

CRICHTON  (emphatically).     I  'm  sure  it  isn't. 

(Perhaps  he  thinks  he  has  gone  too  far.) 
You  may  clear. 

(Flushed  with  pleasure,  she  puts  before  him  a  bird  and 
vegetables,  sees  that  his  beaker  is  filled  with  wine,  and  returns 
to  the  punkah.  She  would  love  to  continue  their  conversa- 
tion, but  it  is  for  him  to  decide.  For  a  time  he  seems  to  have 
forgotten  her.) 

CRICHTON  (presently).     Did  you  lose  any  arrows  to-day  ? 

LADY  MARY.     Only  one  in  Firefly  Grove. 
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CRICHTON.     You  were  as  far  as  that  ?     How  did  you  get 
acrobS  the  Black  Gorge  ? 

LADY  MARY.        I  WCllt  1CTOSS  Oil  tllC  1'OpC. 

CRICHTON.      Hand  over  hand  ? 

LADY  MARY  (swelling  at  th  *  implied  praise).     I  .wasn't  in  the 
least  dizzy. 

CRICHTON  (moved).     You  brave  girl  !     (He  sits  back  in  his 
chair  a  little  agitated.)     But  never  do  that  again. 
L*DY  MARY  (pouting).     It  is  such  fun,  Gov. 
CRICHTON  (decisively).      I  forbid  it. 
LADY  MARY  (the  little  rebel).     I  shall. 
CRICHTON  (surprised).     Polly  ! 

(He  signs  to  her  sharply  to  step  forward,  but  for  a  moment 
she  holds  back  petulantly,  and  eveti  when  she  does  come  it  is 
less  obediently  than  like  a  naughty,  sulky  child.  Neverthe- 
less ^  with  the  forbearance  that  is  characteristic  of  the  man, 
he  addresses  her  with  grave  gentleness  rather  than  severely.) 
You  must  do  as  I  tell  you,  you  know. 

LADY  MAR'j  (strangely  passionate).     I  won't. 
CRICHTON  (smiling  at  her  fury).     We  shall  see.     Frown  at 
me,  Polly  ;    there,  you  do  it  at  once.     Clench  your  little  fists, 

stamp  your  feet,  bite  your  ribbons 

(A  student  of  women,  or  at  least  of  this  woman,  he  knows 
that  she  is  about  to  do  those  things,  and  thus  she  seems  to  do 
them  to  order.  LADY  MARY  screws  up  her  face  like  a  baby 
and  cries,  tie  is  immediately  kind.) 

You  child  of  Nature  ;   was  it  cruel  of  me  to  wish  to  save  you 
from  harm  ? 

LADY  MARY  (drying  her  eyes).  I  'm  an  ungracious  wretch. 
Oh  Gov.,  I  don't  try  half  hard  enough  to  please  you.  I  'm  even 
wearing — (she  looks  down  sadly) — when  I  know  you  prefer  it. 

CRICHTON  (thoughtfully).  I  admit  I  do  prefer  it.  Perhaps 
I  am  a  little  old-fashioned  in  these  matters. 

(Her  tears  again  threaten.) 
Ah,  don't,  Polly  j   that 's  nothing. 

LADY  MARY.     If  I  could  only  please  you,  Gov. 
CRICIITON  (sloiuly).     You  do  please  me,  child,  very  much — 
(he  half  rises) — very  much  indeed.     (If  he  meant  to  say  more 
he  checks  himself.     He  looks  at  his  plate.)     No  more,  thank 
you. 
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(The  simple  island  meal  is  soon  ended,  save  for  the  walnuts 
and  the  wine,  and  CRTCHTON  is  too  busy  a  man  to  lingef  long 
over  them.  But  he  is  a  stickler.for  etiquette,  and  the  table 
is  cleared  charmingly,  though  with  dispatch,  before  they  are 
placed  Before  him.  LADY  MARY  is  an  artist  wifh  the  crumb- 
brush,  and  there  are  few  arts  more  delightful  to  watch. 
Dusk  has  come  sharply,  and  she  turns  on  the  electric  light. 
It  awakens  CRICHTON  from  a  reverie  in  which  he  has  been 
'regarding  her.)  «  . 

CRICHTON.     Polly,  there  is  only  one  thing  about  you  that  I 

don't  quite  like. 

(She  looks  up,  making  a  inouc,  if  that  can  be  said  of  one  who 
so  well  knows  her  place.  He  explains.) 

That  action  of  the  hanck. 

LADY  MARY.       What  ddJ  do  ? 

CRICHTON.  This — like  one  washing  them.  I  have  noticed 
that  the  others  tend  to  do  it  also.  It  seems  odd. 

£ADY  MARY  (archly).     Oh  Gov.,  have  you  forgotten  ? 

CRICHTON.     What  ?  ' 

LADY  MARY.  That  once  upon  a  time  a  certain  other  person 
did  that  ? 

CRICHTON  (groping).  You  mean  myself?  ($he  nods,  and 
he  shudders.)  Horrible  ! 

LADY  MARY  (afraid  she  has  hurt  him).  You  haven't  for  a  very 
lon£  time.  Perhaps  it  is  natural  to  servants. 

CRICHTON.  That  must  be  it.  (He  rises.)  Polly  !  (She 
looks  up  expectantly,  but  he  only  sighs  and  turns  away.) 

LADY  MARY  (gently).     You  sighed,  Gov. 

CRICHTON.  "  Did  I  ?  I  was  thinking.  (He  paces  the  mm 
and  then  turns  to  her  agitatedly,  yet  with  control  over  his  agitation. 
There  is  some  mournfulness  in  his  voice.)  I  have  always  tried  to 
do  the  right  thing  on  this  island.  Above  all,  Polly,  I  want 
to  do  the  right  thing  by  you. 

LADY  MARY  (with  shining  eyes).  How  we  all  trust  you.  That 
is  your  reward,  Gov. 

CRICHTON  (who  is  having  a  fight  with  himself).  And  now  I 
want  a  greater  reward.  Is  it  fair  to  you  ?  Am  I  playing  the 
game  ?  Bill  Crichton  would  like  always  to  play  the  game.  If 

we  were  in  England 

(He  pauses  so  long  that  she  breaks  in  softly.) 
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LADY  MARY.  We  know  now  that  we  shall  never  see  England 
again. 

CRICHTON.  I  am  thiqking  of  two  people  whom  neither  of 
us  has  seen  for  a  long  time — Lady  Mary  Lasenby,  and  one 
Crichton,  a  butler. 

(He  says  the  last  word  bravely,  a  word  he  once  loved,  though 
it  is  the  most  horrible  of  all  words  to  him  now.) 

LADY  MARY.  That  cold,  haughty,  insolent  girl.  Gov.,  look 
around  j«ou  and  forget  them  both. 

CRICHTON.  I  had  nigh  forgotten  them.  He  has  had  a 
chance,  Polly — that  butler — in  tjiese  two  years  of  becoming  a 
man,  and  he  has  tried  to  take  it.  There  have  been  many  failures, 
but  there  has  been  some  success,  and  with  it  I  have  let  the  past 
drop  off  me,  and  turned  my  back  on  it.f  That  butler  seems  a 
far-away  figure  to  me  now,  and  nott  myself.  I  hail  him,  but 
we  scarce  know  each  oth'er.  If  I  am  to  bring  him  back  it  can 
only  be  done  by  force,  for  in  my  soul  he  is  now  abhorrent  to  me. 
But  if  I  thought  it  best  for  you  I  'd  haul  him  back  ;  I  svs^ear 
as  an  honest* man,  I  would  bring  him  back  with  all  his 
obsequious  ways  and  deferential  airs,  and  let  you  see  the 
man  you  call  your  Gov.  melt  for  ever  into  him  who  was 
your  servant.  % 

LADY  MARY  (shivering).  You  hurt  me.  You  say  these 
things,  but  you  say  them  like  a  king.  To  me  it  is  the  past  that 
was  not  real. 

CRICHTON  (too  grandly).      A  king  !      I  sometimes  feel 

(For  a  moment  the  yellow  light  gleams  in  his  green  eyes. 
We  remember  suddenly  what  TREHERNE/W//  ERNEST  said 
about  his  regal  look.  He  checks  himself.) 

I  say  it  harshly,  it  is  so  hard  to  say,  and  all  the  time  there  is 
another  voice  within  me  crying (He  stops.) 

LADY  MARY  (trembling  but  not  afraid).  If  it  is  the  voice  of 
Nature 

CRICHTON  (strongly).     I  know  it  to  be  the  voice  of  Nature. 

LADY  MARY  (in  a  whisper).  Then,  if  you  want  to  say  it  very 
much,  Gov.,  please  say  it  to  Polly  Lasenby. 

CRICHTON  (again  in  the  grip  of  an  idea).  A  king  !  Polly, 
some  people  hold  that  the  soul  but  leaves  one  human  tenement 
for  another,  and  so  lives  on  through  all  the  ages.  I  have  occa- 
sionally thought  of  late  that,  in  some  past  existence,  I  may  have 
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• 

been  a  king.     It  has  all  come  to  me  so  naturally,  not  as  if  I  had 
to  work  it  out,  but  —  as  —  if  —  I  —  remembered. 

'  Or  ever  the  knightly  yej/rs  were  gone, 

With  the  old  world  to  the  grave, 
•    I  was  a  king  in  Babylon, 

And  you  were  a  Christian  slave.* 

H  may  have  been  ;   you  hear  me,  it  may  have  been. 

LADY  MARY  (n)ho  is  as  one  fascinated).     It  may  havabeeji. 

CRICHTON.  I  am  lord  over  all.  They  are  but  hewers  of 
wood  and  drawers  of  water  for  me.  These  shores  are  mine. 
Why  should  I  hesitate  ;  I  have  no  longer  any  doubt.  I  do 
believe  I  am  doing  the  right  thing.  Dear  Polly,  I  have  grown 
to  love  you  ;  are  you  afraid  to  mate  with  me  ?  (She  rocks  her 
arms  ;  no  words  will  come%from 


'  I  was  a  king  in  Babylon, 
And  you  were  a  Christian  slave.5 

LADY  MARY  (bewitched}.  You  are  the  most  wonderful  man 
I  have  ever  known,  and  I  am  not  afraid. 

(He  takes  her  to  him  with  mastership.     Presently  he  is 
seated,  and  she  is  at  his  feet  looking  up  adoringly  in  his  face. 
As  the  tension  relaxes  she  speaks  with  a  smile.} 
I  want  you  to  tell  me  —  every  woman  likes  to  know  —  when  was 
the  first  time  you  thought  me  nicer  than  the  others  ? 

CRICHTON  (stroking  her  hair).  I  think  a  year  ago.  We 
were  chasing  goats  on  the  Big  Slopes,  and  you  out-distanced 
us  all  ;  you  were  the  first  of  our  party  to  run  a  goat  down  ; 
I  was  proud  Of  you  that  day.  v 

LADY  MARY  (blushing  with  pleasure).  Oh  Gov.,  I  only  did 
it  to  please  you.  Everything  I  have  done  has  been  out  of  the 
desire  to  please  you.  (Suddenly  anxious)  If  I  thought  that  in 
taking  a  wife  from  among  us  you  were  imperilling  your 
dignity  - 

CRICHTON  (decisively).  Have  no  fear  of  that,  dear.  I  have 
thought  it  all  out.  The  wife,  Polly,  always  takes  the  same 
position  as  the  husband. 

LADY  MARY.  But  I  am  so  unworthy.  It  was  sufficient  to 
me  that  I  should  be  allowed  to  wait  on  you  at  that  table. 

CRICHTON.     You  shall  wait  on  me  no  longer.     At  whatever 
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table  I  sit,  Polly,  you  shall  soon  sit  there  also.     (Boyishly)  Come, 
let  ufc  try  what  it  will  be  like. 

LADY  MARY.     As  youK  jervant  at  your  feet. 
CRICHTON.     No,  as  my  consort  by  my  side. 

(They  are  sitting  thus  ^*hen  the  hatch  is  again  opened  and 
coffee  offered.  But  LADY  MARY  is  no  longer  there  to  receive 
it.  Her  sisters  peep  through  in  consternation.  In  vain 
they  rattle  the  cup  and  saucer.  AGATHA  brings  the  coffee 

/£*CRICHTON.) 

CRICHTON  (forgetting  for  the  moment  that  it  is  not  a  month 
hence].  Help  your  mistress  first,  girl.  (Three  women  are  bereft 
of  speech,  but  he  does  not  notice  it.  He  addresses  CATHERINE 
vaguely.)  Are  you  a  good  girl,  Kitty  ? 

CATHERINE  (when  she  finds  her  tongue].      I  try  to  be,  Gov. 

CRICHTON  (still  more  vaguely).     That 's  right. 

(He  takes  command  of  himself  again,  and  signs  to  them  to  sit 
down.  ERNEST  comes  in  cheerily,  but  finding  CRICHTON 
here  is  suddenly  weak.  He  subsides  on  a  chair ',  wondewng 
what  hiti  happened.) 

CRICHTON  (surveying  him).  Ernest.  (ERNEST  rises.)  You 
are  becoming  a  little  slovenly  in  your  dress,  Krnest  $  I  don't 
like  it  % 

ERNEST  (respectfully).  Thank  you.  (ERNEST  sits  again. 
DADDY  tftti/TRBHERNK  arrive.) 

CRICHTON.     Daddy,  I  want  you. 

LORD  LOAM  (gloomily}.  Is  it  because  I  forgot  to  clean  out 
the  dam  ? 

CRJCHTON  (encouragingly).  No,  no.  (He  .pours  some  wine 
int&w  goblet,)  A  glass  of  wine  with  you,  Daddy/ 

LORD  LOAM  (hastily).     Your  health,  Gov. 

(He  is  about  to  drink  y  but  the  master  checks  him.) 

CRICHTON.  And  hers.  Daddy,  this  lady  has  done  me  the 
honour  to  promise  to  be  my  wife. 

LORD  LOAM  (astounded)..    Polly  ! 

CRICIITON  (a  little  perturled).  I  ought  first  to  have  asked 
your  consent.  I  deeply  regret — but  Nature';  may  I  hope  I 
have  your  approval  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  May  you,  Gov.  ?  (Delighted)  Rather  ! 
Polly  ! 

(He  puts  his  proud  arms  round  her.) 
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TREHERNE.     We  all  congratulate  you,  Gov.,  most  heartily. 
ERNEST.     Long  life  to  you  both,  sir. 

(There  is  much  shaking  ofhand^  all  of  which  is  sincere.) 
TREHERNE.     When  will  it  be,  Gov.  ? 

CRICHTON  (after  turning  to  LAHY  MARY,  who  whispers  to  him). 
As  soon  as  the  bridal  skirt  can  be  prepared.  (His  manner  has 
been  most  indulgent,  and  without  the  slightest  suggestion  of 
patronage.  But  he  knows  it  is  best  for  all  that  he  should  keep  his 
place,  <and  that  his  presence  hampers  them.)  My  friendsj  I  thank 
you  for  your  good  wishes,  I  thank  you  all.  And  now,  perhaps 
you  would  like  me  to  leave  yo.u  to  yourselves.  Be  joyous.  Let 
there  be  song  and  dance  to-night.  Polly,  I  shall  take  my  coffee 
in  the  parlour — you  understand. 

(He  retires  witfrpleusant  dignity.      Immediately  there  is  a 
rush  of  two  girls  #**LADY  MARY.) 

LADY  MARY.     Oh,  oh  !   Father,  they  are  pinching  me. 
LORD    LOAM    (taking   her    under    his   protection).     Agatha, 
Catherine,  never  presume  to  pinch  your  sister  again.     On  the 
other  hand,  she  may  pinch  you  henceforth  as  much  as  ever  she 
chooses. 

(/;/  the  meantime  TWEENY  is  weeping  softly^  and  the  two 
are  not  above  using  her  as  a  weapon.} 
CATHERINE.      Poor  Tweeny,  it 's  a  shame. 
AGATHA.     After  he  had  almost  promised  you. 
VWEENY  (loyally  turning  on  them).     No,  he  never  did.     He 
was  always  honourable  as  could  be.     'Twas  me  as  was  too  vulgar. 
Don't  you  dare  say  a  word  agin  that  man. 

ERNEST  (to  LORD  LOAM).     You  '11  get  a  lot  of  tit-bits  out  of 
this,  Daddy. ' 

LORD  LOAM.     That 's  what  I  was  thinking. 
ERNEST  (plunged  in  thought).     I  dare  say  /shall  have  to  clean 
out  the  dam  now. 

LORD  LOAM  (heartlessly).     I  dare  say. 

(His  gay  old  heart  makes  him  again  proclaim  that  he  is  a 
chickety  chick.     He  seizes  the  concertina.) 
TREHERNE  (eagerly).     That 's  the  proper  spirit. 

(He  puts  his  arm  round  CATHERINE,  and  in  another  moment 
they  are  all  dancing  to  Daddy's  music.  Never  were  people 
happier  on  an  island.  A  moment's  pause  is  presently  created 
by  the  return  0/ CRICHTON,  wearing  the  wonderful  robe  oj 


ACT  in.]         THE  ADMIRABLE  CRICHTON  219 

which  we  have  already  had  dark  mention.  Never  has  he 
looked  more  regal y  never  perhaps  felt  so  regal.  We  need 
not  grudge  him  the  one  foible  of  his  rule,  for  it  is  ati  coming  to 
an  end.) 

CRICHTON  (graciously,  seeing  the?n  hesitate).  No,  no  ;  I  am 
delighted  to  see  you  all  so  happy.  Go  on. 

TREHERNE.     We  don't  like  to  before  you,  Gov. 
CRICHTON  (his  last  order).     It  is  my  wish. 

(The  merrymaking  is  resumed^  and  soon  CRICHTON  iiimself 
joins  in  the  dance.     It  is  when  the  fun  is  at  its  fastest  and 
most  furious  that  all  stop  abruptly  as  if  turned  to  stone. 
They  have  heard  the  boom  of  a  gun.     Presently  they  are 
alive  again.     ERNEST  leap*  to  the  window.) 
TREHERNE  (huskily).     It  was  a  ship"§  gun  !     (They  turn  to 
CRICHTON  for  confirmation  ;    even  >*  that  hour  they  turn  to 
CRICHTON.)     Gov.  ? 
CRICIITON.      Yes. 

(///  another  moment  LADY  MARY  and  LORD  LOAM  are  alme.) 
LADY  MARV  (seeing  that  her  father  is  unconcerned).     Father, 
you  heard. 

LORD  LOAM  (placidly).      Yes,  my  child. 

LADY  MARX  (alarmed  by  his  unnatural  calmness).  But  it  was 
a  gun,  father. 

LORD  LOAM  (looking  an  old  man  now>  and  shuddering  a  little). 
Yes — a  gun — I  have  often  heard  it.  It 's  only  a  dream,  you 
know  ;  why  don't  we  go  on  dancing  ? 

(She  takes  his  hands,  which  have  gone  cold.) 
LADY  MARY.     Father.     Don't  you  see,  they  have  all  rushed 
down  to  the  beach  ?     Come. 

LORD  LOAM.  Rushed  down  to  the  beach  ;  yes,  always  that 
— I  often  dream  it. 

LADY  MARY.      Come,  father,  come. 
LORD  LOAM.     Only  a  dream,  my  poor  girl. 

(CRICHTON  presently  returns.     He  is  pale  but  firm.) 
CRICHTON.     We  can  see  lights  within  a  mile  of  the  shore — 
a  great  ship. 

LORD  LOAM.     A  ship — always  a  ship. 
LADY  MARY.     Father,  this  is  no  dream. 
LORD  LOAM  (looking  timidly  at  CRICHTON).      It 's  a  dream, 
isn't  it  ?     There  's  no  ship  ? 
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CRICHTON   (soothing  him  with  a  touch}.     You  are  awake, 
Daddy,  and  there  is  a  ship. 

LORD  AOAM  (clutching  him).     Yoyare  not  deceiving  me  ? 

CRICHTON.     It  is  the  truth. 

LORD  LO^M  (reeling).     True  ^ — a  ship — at  last  ! 

(He  goes  after  the  others  pitifully.) 

^  CRICHTON  (quietly).     There  is  a  small  boat  between  it  and 
the  island  ;  they  must  have  sent  it  ashore  for  water. 

LADY  MARY.        Coming  ill  ? 

CRICHTON.     No.     That  gun  must  have  been  a  signal  to 
recall  it.     It  is  going  back.    /They  can't  hear  our  cries. 

LADY  MARY  (pressing  her  temples).  Going  away  !  So  near — 
so  near.  {Almost  to  herself)  I  think  I  'm  glad. 

CRICHTON  (cheerily)?  Have  no  frar.  I  shall  bring  them  back. 
(He  goes  towards  ftie  table  on  ijuhich  is  the  electrical  ap- 
paratus.) 

LADY  MARY  (standing  on  guard  as  it  were  between  him  and  the 
tabi*).  What  are  you  going  to  do  ? 

CRICHTON.     To  fire*  the  beacons.  * 

LADY  MARY.  Stop  !  (She  face s  him.)  Don't  you  see  what 
it  means  ? 

CRICHTON  (firmly).  It  means  that  our  life  on  the  island  has 
come  to  a  natural  end. 

LADY  MARY  (huskily).     Gov.,  let  the  ship  go. 

CRICHTON.     The  old  man — you  saw  what  it  means  to  him. 

LADY  MARY.     But  I  am  afraid. 

CRICHTON  (adoringly).     Dear  Polly. 

LADY  MARY.  *Gov.,  let  the  ship  go.  (She  clings  to  him>  but 
though  it  is  his  death  sentence  he  loosens  her  hold).  • 

CRICHTON.     Bill  Crichton  has  got  to  play  the  game. 

(He  pulls  the  levers.  Soon  through  the  window  one  of  the 
beacons  is  seen  flaring  red.  There  is  a  long  pause.  Alarms 
and  excursions  outside.  ERNEST  is  the  first  to  reappear.) 

ERNEST.  Polly,  Gov.,  the  boat  has  turned  back.  (He  is 
gone.  There  is  more  disturbance.  He  returns.)  They  arc 
English  sailors  ;  they  have  landed  !  We  are  rescued,  I  tell  you, 
rescued  ! 

LADY  MARY  (wanly).  Is  it  anything  to  make  so  great  a  to-do 
about  ? 

ERNEST  (staring).     Eh  ? 
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LADY  MARY.     Have  we  not  been  happy  here  ? 
ERNEST.     Happy  ?  lord,  yes. 

LADY  MARY  (catching  hid  of  his  sleeve).  Ernest,  -we  must 
never  forget  all  that  the  Gov.  has  done  for  us. 

ERNEST  (stoutly).     Forget  i&  ?     The  man  who  could  forget 

it  would  be  a  selfish  wretch  and  a But  I  say,  this  makes 

a  difference  ! 

LADY  MARY  (quickly).     No,  it  doesn't. 

ERJVKST  (his  mind  tottering).     A  mighty  difference  ! 

(The  others  co?ne  running  in,  some  weeping  with  joy,  others 
boisterous.      For  some  time  dementia  rules.      Soon  we  see 
bluejackets  gating   through   the  window    at    the  curious 
scene.     LORD  LOAM  comes  accompanied  by  a  naval  officer , 
whom  he  is  continually  shaking  by  this  hand.) 
LORD  LOAM.     And  here,  sir,  is  o-*r  little  home.     Let  me 
thank  you  in  the  name  of  us  all,  again  and  again  and  again. 

OFFICER.  Very  proud,  my  lord.  It  is  indeed  an  honour  to 
have  been  able  to  assist  so  distinguished  a  gentleman  as  Lgfd 
Loam. 

LORD  LOAM.  A  glorious,  glorious  day.  I  shall  show  you 
our  other  rooms.  Come,  my  pets.  Come,  Crichton. 

(lie  has  not  meant  to  be  cruel.     He  does  not  knoiu  he  has 
said  it.     It  is  the  old  life  that  has  come  back  to  him.      They 
all  go.     All  leave  CRICHTON  except  LADY  MARY.) 
LADY  MARY  (stretching  out  her  arms  to  him).      Dear  Gov.,'  I 
will  never  give  you  up. 

(There  is  a  salt  smile  on  his  face  as  he  shakes  his  head  to 
her.  He  lets  the  cloak  slip  to  the  ground.  She  will  not 
take  this  for  an  answer  ;  again  her  arms  go  out  to  him. 
Then  comes  the  great  renunciation.  By  an  effort  of  will 
he  ceases  to  be  an  erect  figure  ;  he  has  the  humble  bearing  of 
a  servant.  His  hands  come  together  as  if  he  were  washing 
them.) 
CRICHTON  (it  is  the  speech  of  his  life).  My  lady. 

(She  goes  away.     There  is  none  to  salute  hi?n  nowy  unless 
we  do  it.) 


ACT   IV 
THE  OTHER  ISLAND 

SOME  months  have  elapsed,  and  we  have  again  the  honour  of 
waiting  upon  Lord  Loam  in  Ijis  London  home.  It  is  the  room 
of  the  first  act,  but  with  a  new  scheme  of  decoration,  for  on  the 
walls  are  exhibited  many  interesting  trophies  from  the  island, 
such  as  skins,  stuffed  ttirds,  and  weapons  of  the  chase,  labelled 
*  Shot  by  Lord  Loam,'  '  Hon.  Ernest  Woolley's  Blowpipe,'  etc. 
There  are  also  two  large  glass  cases  containing  other  odds  and 
ends,  including,  curiously  enough,  the  bucket  in  which  Ernest 
was  first  dipped,  but  there  is  no  label  calling  attention  to  the 
incident. 

It  is  not  yet  time  to  dress  for  dinner,  and  his  lordship  is  on  a 
couch,  hastily  yet  furtively  cutting  the  pages  of  a  new  book. 
With  him  arc  his  two  younger  daughters  and  hj,s  nephew,  and 
they  also  are  engaged  in  literary  pursuits  ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
ladies  are  eagerly  but  furtively  reading  the  evening  papers, 
on'copies  of  which  Ernest  is  sitting  complacently  but  furtively, 
doling  them  out  as  called  for.  Note  the  frequent  use  of  the 
word  *  furtive.'  It  implies  that  they  arc  very  reluctant  to  be 
discovered  by  they  r  butler,  say,  at  their  otherwise  delightful  task. 

AGATHA  (reading  aloud,  with  emphasis  on  the  wrong  words}. 
4  In  conclusion,  we  most  heartily  congratulate  the  Hon.  Ernest 
Woolley.  This  book  of  his,  regarding  the  adventures  of  him- 
self and  his  brave  companions  on  a  desert  isle,  stirs  the  heart  like 
a  trumpet.' 

(Evidently  the  book  referred  to  is  the  one  in  LORD  LOAM'S 
hands.)        »• 

ERNEST.     Here  is  another. 

CATHERINE  (reading).     4  From  the  first  to  the  last  of  Mr. 
Woolley's  engrossing  pages  it  is  evident  that  he  was  an  ideal  man 
to  be  wrecked  with,  and  a  true  hero.'    (Half-admiringly)  Ernest ! 
222 
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ERNEST  (calmly).  That 's  how  it  strikes  them,  you  know. 
Here*'s  another  one. 

AGATHA  (reading).  'There  arc  many  kindly  references  to 
the  two  servants  who  were  wrecked  with  the  family,  and 
Mr.  Woolley  pays  the  butler  a» glowing  tribute  in  a  .footnote.' 

(Some  one  coughs  uncomfortably.) 

LORD  LOAM  (who  has  been  searching  the  index  for  the  letter  L\ 
Excellent,  excellent.  At  the  same  time  I  must  say,  Ernest,  that 
the  whole  book  is  about  yourself. 

ERNEST  (genially).     As  the  author 

LORD  LOAM.  Certainly,  certainly.  Still,  you  know,  as  a 
peer  of  the  realm — (with  dignity) — I  think,  Ernest,  you  might 
have  given  me  one  of  your  adventures. 

ERNEST.  I  say  it  was  you  who  taught'us  how  to  obtain  a  fire 
by  rubbing  two  pieces  of  stick  together. 

LORD  LOAM  (beaming).  Do  you,  do  you  ?  I  call  that  very 
handsome.  What  page  ? 

(Here  the  door  opens^  and  the  well-bred  CRICHTON  enters 
with  the*  evening  papers  as  subscribed  for  by  the  house. 
Those  we  have  already  seen  have  perhaps  been  introduced 
by  ERNEST  ''furtively?  Every  one  except  the  intruder 
is  immediately  self-conscious,  and  when  he  withdraws  there 
is  a  general  sigh  of  relief.  They  pounce  on  the  new  papers. 
ERNEST  evidently  gets  a  shock  from  one^  which  he  casts 
contemptuously  on  the  floor.) 

AGATHA  (more  fortunate).     Father,  sec  page  81.      *  It  was  a 
tiger-cat/  says  Mr.  Woolley, c  of  the  largest  size.     Death  stared 
Lord  Loam  in  the  face,  but  he  never  flinched,' 
LORD  LOAM  (searching  his  book  eagerly).     Page  8 1 . 
AGATHA.      *  With  presence  of  mind  only  equalled  by  his 
courage,  he  fixed  an  arrow  in  his  bow.' 

LORD  LOAM.     Thank  you,  Ernest ;   thank  you,  my  boy. 
AGATHA.     *  Unfortunately  he  missed.' 

LORD  LOAM.        Eh  f 

AGATHA.      '  But  by  great  good  luck  I  heard  his  cries  ' — 

LORD  LOAM.        My  CHCS  ? 

AGATHA.  — 'and  rushing  forward  with  drawn  knife,  I 
stabbed  the  monster  to  the  heart.' 

(LORD  LOAM  shuts  his  book  with  a  pettish  slam.     There 
might  be  a  scene  here  were  it  not  that  CRICHTON  reappears 
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and  goes  to  one  of  the  glass  cases.     All  are  at  once  on  the 
alert,  and  his  lordship  is  particularly  sly.) 
LORD  LOAM.     Anything  in  the  papers,  Catherine  ? 
CATHERINE.     No,  father,  nothing — nothing  at  all. 
ERNEST  (it  pops  out  as  of  yore)>     The  papers  !     The  papers 
are  guides  that  tell  us  what  we  ought  to  do,  and  then  we  don't 
do  it. 

(CRICHTON  having  opened  the  glass  case  has  taken  out  the 
bucket  y  and  ERNEST,  looking  round  for  applause*  sees  him 
carrying  it  off^  and  is  undone.     For  a  moment  of  time  he 
forgets  that  he  is  no  longer  on  the  island,  and  with  a  sigh  he 
is  about  to  follow  CRICHTON  and  the  bucket  to  a  retired  spot. 
The  door  closes,  and  ERNEST  comes  to  himself.) 
LORD  LOAM  (uncomfortably).     I  told  him  to  take  it  away. 
ERNEST.      I  thought — *(he  wipes  his  brow) — I  shall  go  and 
dress. 

v       (He  goes.) 

CATHERINE.  Father,  it 's  awful  having  Crichton  here. 
It 's  like  living  011  tiptoe. 

LORD  LOAM  (gloomily).  While  lie  is  here  we  are  sitting  on  a 
volcano. 

AGATHA.  How  mean  of  you  !  I  am  sun;  he  has  only 
stayed  on  with  us  to — to  help  us  through.  It  would  have 
looked  so  suspicious  if  he  had  gone  at  once. 

"CATHERINE  (revelling  in  the  worst).  But  suppose  Lady 
Brocklehurst  were  to  get  at  him  and  pump  him.  She  is  the 
most  terrifying,  suspicious  old  creature  in  England  ;  and 
Crichton  simply,can't  tell  a  lie. 

LORD  LOAM.  My  dear,  that  is  the  volcano  to  which  I  .was 
referring.  (He  has  evidently  something  to  communicate.)  It  is 
all  Mary's  fault.  She  said  to  me  yesterday  that  she  would 
break  her  engagement  with  Brocklehurst  unless  I  told  him 
about — you  know  what. 

(All  conjure  up  the  vision  of  CRICHTON.) 
AGATHA.      Is  she  mad  ? 
,LORD  LOAM.     £he  calls  it  common  honesty. 
CATHERINE.     Father,  have  you  told  him  ? 
LORD  LOAM  (heavily).     She  thinks  I  have,  but  I  couldn't. 
She  is  sure  to  find  out  to-night. 

(Unconsciously  he  leans  on  the  island  concertina,  which  he 
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has  perhaps  been  lately  showing  to  an  interviewer  as  some- 
thing made  for  TWEENY.      It  squeaks,  and  they  all  jump.) 
CATHERINE.      It  is  like  a  bird  of  ill-omen. 
LORD  LOAM  (vindictively).      1  must  have  it  taken  away  ;    it 
has  done  that  twice. 

(LADY  MARY  comes  in.  She  is  hi  evening  dress.  Un- 
doubtedly she  meant  to  sail  in,  but  she  forgets,  and  despite  her 
garments  it  is  a  manly  entrance.  She  is  properly  ashamed 
if  herself.  She  tries  again,  and  has  an  encouraging  success. 
She  indicates  to  her  sisters  that  she  wishes  to  be  alone  with 
papa.) 

AGATHA.  All  right,  but  we  know  what  it 's  about.  Come 
along.  Kit. 

(They  go.      LADY  MARY  thoughtlessly  sits  like  a  boy,  and 
again  corrects  herself.      She  adfcesses  her  father,  but  he  is 
in  a  brown  study \  and  she  seeks  to  draw  his  attention  by 
whistling.      This  troubles  them  both.) 
LADY  MARY.      How  horrid  of  me  ! 

LORD  LOAM  {depressed).      If  you  would  try  to  remember 

LADY  MARY  (sighing).  I  do  ;  but  there  are  so  manv  things 
to  remember. 

LORD  i<o AM  [sympathetically).     There  are (In  a  whisper) 

Do  you  know,  Mary,  I  constantly  find  myself  secreting  hairpins. 

LADY  MARY.      I  find  it  so  difficult  to  go  up  steps  one  at  a  time. 

LORD  LOAM.      1  was  dining  with  half  a  dozen  members  of  o\ir 

party  last  Thursday,  Mary,  and  they  were  so  eloquent  that  I 

couldn't  help  wondering  all  the  time  how  iruny  of  their  heads 

he  would  have  put  in  the  bucket. 

L»ADY  MARY.  1  use  so  many  of  his  phrases.  And  my 
appetite  is  so  scandalous.  Father,  I  usually  have  a  chop  before 
we  sit  down  to  dinner. 

LORD  LOAM.      As  for  my  clothes (wriggling)-     My  dear, 

you  can't  think  how  irksome  collars  arc  to  me  nowadays. 

LADY  MARY.     They  can't  be  half  such  an  annoyance,  father, 

(She  looks  dolefully  at  her  skirt.) 

LORD  LOAM  (hurriedly).  Ouite  so — quite  so.  You  Have 
dressed  early  to-night,  Mary. 

LADY  MARY.  That  reminds  me  j  1  had  a  note  from  Brockle- 
hurst  saying  that  he  would  come  a  few  minutes  before  his 
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mother  as — as  he  wanted  to  have  a  talk  with  me.  He  didn't 
say  what  about,  but  of  course  we  know. 

(Eis  lordship  fidgets.} 

(With  feeling)  It  was  good  of  you  to  tell  him,  father.  Oh,  it  is 
horrible  to  me - (covering  her  face}.  It  seemed  so  natural  at 
the  time. 

LORD  LOAM  (petulantly}.  Never  again  make  use  of  that  word 
in  this  house,  Mary. 

LADY  MARY  (with  un  effort).  Father,  Brocklehurs*  has  been 
so  loyal  to  me  for  these  two  years  that  I  should  despise  myself 
were  I  to  keep  my — my  extraordinary  lapse  from  him.  Had 
Brocklehurst  been  a  little  less  good,  then  you  need  not  have  told 
him  my  strange  little  secret. 

LORD   LOAM   (weaKy).     Polly — I   mean   Mary — it  was  all 

Crichton's  fault,  he - 

'  •>• 

LADY  MARY  (with  decision).  No,  father,  no  ;  not  a  word 
against  him,  though  I  haven't  the  pluck  to  go  on  with  it ;  I 
can't  even  understand  how  it  ever  was.  Father,  do  you  not  still 
hear  the  surf  ?  Do  you  see  the  curve  of  the  beach  ? 

LORD  LOAM.  I  have  begun  to  forget - (/;/  a  low  voice) 
But  they  were  happy  days  ;  there  was  something  magical  about 
them. 

LADY  MARY.  It  was  glamour.  Father,  I  have  lived 
Arabian  nights.  I  have  sat  out  a  dance  with  the  evening  star. 
But  it  was  all  in  a  past  existence,  in  the  days  of  Babylon,  and  I 
am  myself  again.  But  he  has  been  chivalrous  always.  If  the 
slothful,  indolent  creature  I  used  to  be  has  improved  in  any  way, 
I  owe  it  all  to  him.  I  am  slipping  back  in  many  ways,  but  I  am 
determined  riot  to  slip  back  altogether — in  memory  of  bins*  and 
his  island.  That  is  why  I  insisted  on  your  telling  Brocklclmrst. 
He  can  break  our  engagement  if  he  chooses.  (Proudly)  Mary 
Lascnby  is  going  to  play  the  game. 

LORD  LOAM.     But  my  dear ------ 

(LORD  BROCKLEHURST  is  annoumcd.) 

\  ADY  MARY  (meaningly}.  Father,  dear,  oughtn't  you  to  be 
dicssing  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (very  unhappy).  The  fact  is — before  1  go — I 
want  to  say - 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Loam,  if  you  don't  mind,  I  wish  very 
specially  to  have  a  word  with  Mary  before  dinner. 
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LORD  LOAM.       But 

LADY  MARY.     Yes,  father. 

(She  induces  him  to  go,  and  thus  courageously  fates  LORD 
BROCKLEHURST  to  hear  her  fate.) 
I  am  ready,  George. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (who  is  so  agitated  that  she  ought  to  see 
he  is  thinking  not  of  her  but  of  himself.)  It  is  a  painful  matter — 
I  wish  I  could  have  spared  you  this,  Mary, 

LADY  IV:ARY.     Please  go  on. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     In  common  fairness,  of  course,  this 
should  be  remembered,  that  two  years  had  elapsed.     You  and  I 
had  no  reason  to  believe  that  we  should  ever  meet  again. 
(This  is  more  considerate  than  she  had  expected.) 

LADY  MARY  (softening).      I  was  so  lost  to  the  world,  George. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (wfth  a  groan)?  At  the  same  time,  the 
thing  is  utterly  and  absolutely  inexcusable 

LADY  MARY  (recovering  her  hauteur).     Oh  ! 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  And  so  I  have  already  said  to 
mother. 

LADY  MARY  (disdaining  him).     You  have  told  her  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Certainly,  Mary,  certainly  ;  I  tell 
mother  everythi/ig. 

LADY  MARY  (curling  her  lip).     And  what  did  she  say  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  To  tell  the  truth,  mother  rather 
pooh-poohed  the  whole  affair. 

LADY  MARY  (incredulous).  Lady  Brocklehurst  pooh-poohed 
the  whole  affair  ! 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  She  said,  *  Mary  anH  I  will  have  a 
good  laugh  over  this.' 

LADY  MARY  (outraged).  George,  your  mother  is  a  hateful, 
depraved  old  woman. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.        Mary  ! 

LADY  MARY  (turning  away).  Laugh  indeed,  when  it  will 
always  be  such  a  pain  to  me. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (with  strange  humility).  If  only  you 
would  let  me  bear  all  the  pain,  Mary. 

LADY  MARY  (who  is  taken  aback).     George,  I  think  you  are 

the  noblest  man 

(She  is  touched,  and  gives  him  both  her  hands.      Unfortun- 
ately he  simpers.) 
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LORD  BROCKLEIIURST.     She  was  a  pretty  little  thing. 

(She  stares,  but  he  marches  to  his  doom.} 

Ah,  not-  beautiful  like  you.  I  assure  you  it  was  the  merest 
folly  ;  there  were  a  few  letters,  but  we  have  got  them  back. 
It  was  all  owing  to  the  boat  being  so  late  at  Calais.  You  see  she 
had  such  large,  helpless  eyes. 

LADY  MARY  (fixing  him).  George,  when  you  lunched  with 
father  to-day  at  the  club 

LC?RD  BROCKLEHURST.  I  didn't.  He  wired  me  that  he 
couldn't  come. 

LADY  MARY  (with  a  tre?nor).     But  he  wrote  you  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.       No. 

LADY  MARY  (a  bird  singing  in  her  breast).  You  haven't  seen 
him  since  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST:        No. 

(She  is  saved.  Is  he  to  be  let  off  also  1  Not  at  all.  She 
bears  down  on  him  like  a  ship  of  war.) 

LADY  MARY.      George,  who  and  what  is  this  woman  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (cowering).  She  wus — she  is — the 
shame  of  it — a  lady's-maid. 

LADY  MARY  (properly  horrified).     A  what  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  A  lady's-maid.  A  mere  servant, 
Mary.  (LADY  MARY  whirls  round  so  that  he  shall  not  see  her  face.) 
I  first  met  her  at  this  house  when  you  were  entertaining  the 
servants  ;  so  you  see  it  was  largely  your  father's  fault. 

LADY  MARY  (looking  him  up  and  down).     A  lady's-maid  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (degraded).     Her  name  was  Fisher. 

LADY  MARY.      My  maid  ! 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (with  open  hands).  Can  you  forgive 
me,  Mary  ? 

LADY  MARY.     Oh  George,  George  ! 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Mother  urged  me  not  to  tell  you 
anything  about  it  ;  but 

I,ADY  MARY  (fro?n  her  heart).      I  am  so  glad  you  told  me. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  YOU  see  there  was  nothing  catas- 
trophic in  it. 

LADY  MARY  (thinking  perhaps  of  another  incident).  No, 
indeed. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (inclined  to  simper  again).  And  she 
behaved  awfully  well.  She  quite  saw  that  it  was  because  the 
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boat  was  late.     I  suppose  the  glamour  to  a  girl  in  service  of  a 
man  in  high  position 

LADY  MARY.     Glamour  ! — yes,  yes,  that  was  it. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Mother  says  that  a  girl  in  such 
circumstances  is  to  be  excused  if  she  loses  her  head. 

LADY  MARY  (impulsively).  George,  I  am  so  sorry  if  I  said 
anything  against  your  mother.  I  am  sure  she  is  the  dearest  old 
thing. 

LOUD  FROCKLEHURST  (in  calm  waters  at  last).  Of  couree  for 
women  of  our  class  she  has  a  very  different  standard. 

LADY  MARY  (grown  tiny).     Of  course. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  You  see,  knowing  how  good  a 
woman  she  is  herself,  she  was  naturally  anxious  that  I  should 
marry  some  one  like  her.  That  is  what  has  made  her  watch 
your  conduct  so  jealously^  Mary. 

LADY  MARY  (hurriedly  thinking  things  out).  I  know.  I — I 
think,  George,  that  before  your  mother  comes  I  should  like  to 
say  a  word  to  father. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (nervously).     About  this  ? 

LADY  MARY.  Oh  no  ;  I  shan't  tell  him  of  this.  About 
something  else. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     And  you  do  forgive  me,  Mary  ? 

LADY  MARY  (smiling  on  him).  Yes,  yes.  I — I  am  sure  the 
boat  was  very  late,  George. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (earnestly).     It  really  was. 

LADY  MARY.  I  am  even  relieved  to  know  that  you  are  not 
quite  perfect,  dear.  (She  rests  her  hands  on  his  shoulders.  She 
has  a  moment  of  contrition.}  George,  when  we  are  married, 
we  °hall  try  to  be  not  an  entirely  frivolous  couple,  won't  we  ? 
We  must  endeavour  to  be  of  some  little  use,  dear. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (the  ass).     Noblesse  oblige. 

LADY  MARY  (haunted  by  the  phrases  of  a  better  man).  Mary 
Lasenby  is  determined  to  play  the  game,  George. 

(Perhaps  she  adds  to  herself,  '  Except  just  this  once  A 
kiss  closes  this  episode  of  the  two  lovers  ;  and  soon  after  the 
departure  <?/"LADY  MARY  the  COUNTESS  OF  BROCKLEHURST 
is  announced.  She  is  a  very  formidable  old  lady.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.        AloilC,  George  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  Mother,  I  told  her  all  ;  she  has 
behaved  magnificently. 


230  THE' ADMIRABLE  CRICHTON         [ACT  TV. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (who  has  not  shared  his  fears).  Silly 
boy.  (She  casts  a  supercilious  eye  on  the  island  trophies.)  So1  these 
are  the  wonders  they  brought  back  with  them.  Gone  away  to 
dry  her  eyes,  I  suppose  ? 

LORD  BRPCKLEHURST  (proud  fof  his  mate).  She  didn't  cry, 
mother. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  No  ?  (She  reflects.)  You  're  quite 
right.  I  wouldn't  have  cried.  Cold,  icy.  Yes,  that  was  it. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (who  has  not  often  contradicted*  her).  I 
assure  you,  mother,  that  wasn't  it  at  all.  She  forgave  me  at 
once. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (opening  her  eyes  sharply  to  the  full). 
Oh! 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  She  was  awfully  nice  about  the  boat 
being  late  ;  she  even  said  she  was  relieved  to  find  that  I  wasn't 
quite  perfect. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (pouncing).     She  said  that  ? 

/.ORD  BROCKLEHURST.     She  really  did. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  I  mean  /  wouldn't.  »  Now  if  7  had 
said  that,  what  would  have  made  me  say  it  ?  (Suspiciously) 
George,  is  Mary  all  we  think  her  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (with  unexpected  spirit).  If  she  wasn't, 
mother,  you  would  know  it. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Hold  your  tongue,  boy.  We  don't 
really  know  what  happened  on  that  island. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  You  were  reading  the  book  all  the 
morning. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  How  can  I  be  sure  that  the  book  is 
true  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     They  all  talk  of  it  as  true. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  How  do  I  know  that  they  are  not 
lying  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     Why  should  they  lie  ? 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Why  shouldn't  they  ?  (She  teflecti 
again.)  If  I  had  been  wrecked  on  an  island,  I  think  it  highly 
probable  that  I  should  have  lied  when  I  came  back.  Weren't 
some  servants  with  them  ? 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     Oichton,  the  butler. 

(He  is  surprised  to  see  her  ring  the  bell.) 
Why,  mother,  you  are  not  going  to 
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LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Yes,  I  am.  (Pointedly)  George, 
watch  whether  Crichton  begins  any  of  his  answers  to  my 
questions  with  4  The  fact  is.' 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.       Why  ? 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Because  that  is  usually  the  beginning 
of  a  lie. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (as  CRICHTON  opens  the  door}.  Mother, 
you  can't  do  these  things  in  other  people's  houses. 

LADY   BROCKLEHURST  (cOO/ty,  to  CRICHTON).        It  Was   I-  who 

rang.  (Surveying  him  through  her  eyeglass.)  So  you  were  one 
of  the  castaways,  Crichton  ? 

CRICHTON.     Yes,  my  lady. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Delightful  book  Mr.  Woolley  has 
written  about  your  adventures.  (CRICHTON  bows.)  Don't 
you  think  so  ?  , 

CRICHTON.     I  have  not  read  it,  my  lady. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Odd  that  they  should  not  have  pre- 
sented you  with  a  copy. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     Presumably  Crichton  is  no  reader. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  By  the  way,  Crichton,  were  there 
any  books  on  the  island  ? 

CRICHTON.      I  had  one,  my  lady — Henley's  poems. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.     Never  heard  of  him. 
(CRICHTON  again  bows.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (who  has  not  heard  of  him  either).  \ 
think  you  were  not  the  only  servant  wrecked  ? 

CRICHTON.     There  was  a  young  woman,  my  lady. 

LADY    BROCKLEHURST.     I    want   to   see   her.     (CRICHTON 
bows,  but  remains.)     Fetch  her  up. 
(He  goes.) 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (almost  standing  up  to  his  mother). 
This  is  scandalous. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (defining  her  position).  I  am  a  mother. 
(CATHERINE  and  AGATHA  enter  in  dazzling  confections,  and 
quake  in  secret  to  find  themselves  practically  alone  with 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.) 

(Even  as  she  greets  them)  How  d'you  do,  Catherine — 
Agatha  ?  You  didn't  dress  like  this  on  the  island,  I  expect  ' 
By  the  way,  how  did  you  dress  ? 

(They  have  thought  themselves  prepared,  but ) 
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AGATHA.     Not — not  so  well,  of  course,  but  quite  the  same 
idea. 

(Ehey  are  relieved  by  the  arrival  of  TREHERNE,  who  is  in 
clerical  dress.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.     How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Trcheme  ? 
There  is  not  so  much  of  you  in  the  book  as  I  had  hoped. 

TREHERNE  (modestly).     There  wasn't  very  much  of  me  on 
the  island.  Lady  Brocklehurst. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.        How  d'ye  mean  ? 

(tie  shrugs  his  honest  shoulders.) 

LORD    BROCKLEHURST.      I    hear    you    have    got    a    living, 
Treherne.     Congratulations. 
TREHERNE.     Thanks. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.        Is  it  a  good  Olie  ? 

TREHERNE.     So-so.     They  are  rather  weak  in  bowling,  but 
it 's  a  good  bit  of  turf. 

(Confidence  is  restored  by  the  entrance  of  ERNEST,  who  takes 
f.      in  the  situation  promptly,  and,  of  course,  knows  he  is  a  match 

for  any  old  lady.)  • 

ERNEST  (with  ease).      How  do  you  do,  Lady  Brocklehurst. 
LADY  BROCKLEHURST.     Our  brilliant  author  ! 
ERNEST  (impervious  to  satire}.     Oh,  I  don't  kiiow. 
LADY  BROCKLEHURST.      It  is  as  engrossing,  Mr.  Woolley,  as 
if  it  were  a  work  of  fiction. 

*>:RNEST  (suddenly  uncomfortable).     Thanks,  awfully.      (Re- 
covering) The  fact  is 

(He  is  puzzled  by  seeing  the  Brocklehurst  family  exchange 
meaning  looks.) 

CATHERINE'  (to    the    rescue).     Lady      Brocklehurst,     Mr. 
Treherne  and  I — we  are  engaged. 
AGATHA.     And  Ernest  and  I. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (grimly).     I  see,  my  dears  ;   thought  it 
wise  to  keep  the  island  in  the  family. 

(An  awkward  moment  this  for  the  entrance  of  LORD  LOAM 
and  LADY  MARY,  who,  after  a  private  talk  upstairs,  are 
feeling  happy  and  secure.) 

LORD  LOAM  (with  two  handsfor  his  distinguished  guest).     Aha  ! 
ha,  ha  !  younger  than  any  of  them,  Emily. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.     Flatterer.     (To  LADY  MARY)  You 
seem  in  high  spirits,  Mary. 
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LADY  MARY  (gaily).     I  am. 

L/?DY    BROCKLEIIURST    (with   a   significant  glance   at    LORD 

BROCKLEHURST).     After 

LADY  MARY.      I — I  mean.     The  fact  is 

(Again  that  disconcerting  glance  between  the  Countess  and 
her  son.} 

LORD  LOAM  (humorously).  She  hears  wedding  bells,  Emily, 
ha,  ha  ! 

LADY.BROCKLEHURST  (coldly).  Do  you,  Mary  ?  Can't  say 
I  do  ;  but  I  'm  hard  of  hearing. 

LADY  MARY  (instantly  her  match}.  If  you  don't,  Lady 
Brocklehurst,  I  'm  sure  I  don't. 

LORD  LOAM  (nervously).  Tut,  tut.  Seen  our  curios  from 
the  island,  Emily  ?  I  should  like  you  to* examine  them. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURS-H  Thank  you,  Henry.  T  am  glad 
you  say  that,  for  I  have  just  taken  the  liberty  of  asking  two  of 
them  to  step  upstairs. 

(There  is  an  uncomfortable  silence,  which  the  entrance  *of 

CRICHTCN    with    TWEENY    does    not    seem    to    dissipate. 

CRTCHTON  is  impenetrable,  but  TWEENY  hangs  back  in  fear.} 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (stoutly}.      Loam,  I  have  no  hand  in 

this. 

LADY  BROCKLEIIURST  (undisturbed).  Pooh,  what  have  I 
done  ?  You  always  begged  me  to  speak  to  the  servants,  Henry, 
and  I  merely  wanted  to  discover  whether  the  views  you  used 
to  hold  about  equality  were  adopted  on  the  island  ;  it  seemed  a 
splendid  opportunity,  but  Mr.  Woolley  has  not  a  word  on  the 
subject. 

(All  eyes  turn  to  ERNEST.) 

ERNEST  (with  confidence).     The  fact  is 

(The  fatal  words  again.) 
LORD  LOAM  (not  quite  certain  what  he  is  to  assure  her  of).     I 

assure  you,  Emily 

LADY  MARY  (as  cold  as  steel).  Father,  nothing  whatever 
happened  on  the  island  of  which  I,  for  one,  am  ashamed,  and  I 
hope  Crichton  will  be  allowed  to  answer  Lady  Brocklehur^t's 
questions. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  To  be  sure.  There  's  nothing  to 
make  a  fuss  about,  and  we  Ye  a  family  party.  (To  CRICHTON) 
Now,  truthfully,  my  man. 

H  2 
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« 

CRICHTON  (calmly).      I  promise  that,  my  lady. 

(Some  hearts  sink,  the  hearts  that  could  never  underhand 
a  Grichton.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (sharply}.     Well,  were  you  all  equal 
on  the  island,  ? 

CRICHTON.  No,  my  lady.  I  think  I  may  say  there  was  as 
little  equality  there  as  elsewhere. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  All  the  social  distinctions  were 
preserved  ? 

CRICHTON.     As  at  home,  my  lady. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.     The  servants  ? 

CRICHTON.     They  had  to  keep  their  place. 

LADY  BROCKLEHTTRST.      Wonderful.      How  was  it  managed  ? 
(With  an  inspiration)  Yx>u,  girl,  tell  me  that. 
(Can  there  be  a  more  critical  moment  ?) 

TWEENY  (in  agony).  If  you  please,  my  lady,  it  was  all  the 
Gov.'s  doing. 

(They  give  themselves  tip  for  lost.     LORD  LOAM  tries  to  sink 
out  of  sight.)  • 

CRICHTON.  In  the  regrettable  slang  of  the  servants' 
hall,  my  lady,  the  master  is  usually  referred  to  as  the 
Gov. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  I  see.  (She  turns  to  LORD  LOAM.) 
You 

tbRD  LOAM  (reappearing).  Yes,  I  understand  that  is  what 
they  called  me. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (to  CRTCHTON).       You  didn't  CVeil  take 

your  meals  with  the  family  ? 

CRICHTON.   '  No,  my  lady,  I  dined  apart. 
(I sail  safe?) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (alas).  You,  girl,  also  ?  Did  you 
dine  with  Crichton  ? 

TWEENY  (scared).     No,  your  ladyship. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (fastening  on  her).     With  whom  ? 

TWEENY.      I  took  my  hit  of  supper  with — with  Daddy  and 
Pojly  and  the  rest., 
(Va  victis.) 

ERNEST  (leaping  into  the  breach).  Dear  old  Daddy — he  was 
our  monkey.  You  remember  our  monkey,  Agatha  ? 

AGATHA.     Rather  !     What  a  funny  old  darling  he  was. 
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CATHERINE  (thus  encouraged).  And  don't  you  think  "Polly 
was  the  sweetest  little  parrot,  Mary  ? 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Ah  !  1  understand  ;  animals  you 
had  domesticated  ? 

LORD  LOAM  (heavily}.     Qu^te  so — quite  so. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  The  servants'  teas  that 'used  to  take 
place  here  once  a  month 

CRICHTON.  They  did  not  seem  natural  on  the  island,  my 
lady,  and  were  discontinued  by  the  Gov.'s  orders. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST.  A  clear  proof,  Loam,  that  they  were 
a  mistake  here. 

LORD  LOAM  (seeing  the  opportunity  for  a  diversion).  I  admit 
it  frankly.  I  abandon  them.  Emily,  as  the  result  of  our  ex- 
periences on  the  island,  I  think  of  going»over  to  the  Tories. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.      I  am  delighted  to  hear  it. 

LORD  LOAM  (expanding).  Thank  you,  Crichton,  thank  you  ; 
that  is  all. 

(He  motions  to  them  to  go,  but  the  time  is  not  yet.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  One  moment.  (There  is  a  universal 
but  stifled  groan.)  Young  people,  Crichton,  will  be  young 
people,  even  on  an  island  ;  now,  I  suppose  there  was  a  certain 
amount  of — shall  we  say  sentimentalising,  going  on  ? 

CRTCHTON.  *  Yes,  my  lady,  there  was. 

LORD  BROCKLEHURST  (ashamed).     Mother  ! 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (disregarding  him).  Which  genfjc- 
man  ?  (To  TWEENY)  You,  girl,  tell  me. 

TWEENY  (confused).      If  you  please,  my  lady 

ERNEST  (hurriedly).     The  fact  is 

(He  is  checked  as  before,  and  probably  *$<iys  '  D — ;/  '  to 
himself,  but  he  has  saved  the  situation.) 

TWEENY  (gasping).     It  was  him — Mr.  Ernest,  your  ladyship. 

LADY  BROCKLEIIURST  (counsel  for  the  prosecution).  With 
which  lady  ? 

AGATHA.  I  have  already  told  you,  Lady  Brocklehurst,  that 
Ernest  and  I 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Yes,  now  \  but  you  were  two  years 
on  the  island.  (Looking  at  LADY  MARY)  Was  it  this  lady  ?  * 

TWEENY.     No,  your  ladyship. 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST.  Then  I  don't  care  which  of  the 
others  it  was.  (TWEEN Y gurgles.)  Well,  T  suppose  that  will  do. 
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LORD  13ROCKLEHURST.  Do  !  I  hope  you  are  ashamed  of 
yourself,  mother.  (To  CRICHTON,  who  is  going)  You  ace  an 
excellent  fellow,  Crichton  ;  and  if,  after  we  are  married,  you 
ever  wish  to  change  your  place,  come  to  us. 

LADY  MARY  (losing  her  head  for  the  only  time}.  Oh  no, 
impossible.  ' 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (at  once  suspicious).  Why  impossible  ? 
(LADY  MARY  cannot  answer,  or  perhaps  she  is  too  proud.)  Do 
you  see  why  it  should  be  impossible,  my  man  ? 

(He  can  make  or  mar  his  unworthy  Mary  noiv.     llave  you 
any  doubt  of  him  ?) 

CRICHTON.  Yes,  my  lady.  I  had  not  told  you,  my  lord, 
but  as  soon  as  your  lordship  is  suited  I  wish  to  leave  service. 

(They  are  all  immensely  relieved,  except  poor  TWEENY.) 
TREHERNE    (the    only   curious    one).     What    will    you    do, 
Crichton  ? 

(CRICHTON  shrugs  his  shoulders.} 
—  -JRICHTON.     Shall  I  withdraw,  my  lord  ? 

(He    withdraws    with    TWEENY;    the   ttyindcrslorm    is 
over.) 

LADY  BROCKLEHURST  (thankful  to  have  made  herself  unpleas- 
ant). Horrid  of  me,  wasn't  it  ?  But  if  one  wasn't  disagreeable 
now  and  again,  it  would  be  horribly  tedious  to  be  an  old  woman. 
He  will  soon  be  yours,  Mary,  and  then — think  of  the  oppor- 
tunities you  will  have  of  being  disagreeable  to  me.  On  that 

understanding,  my  dear,  don't  you  think  we  might ? 

(Their  cold  lips  meet.) 
LORD  LOAM  (vaguely).     Quite  so — quite  so. 

(CRICHT/}>,  announces  dinner,  and  they  file  out.   LA  i>  Y  MA  R  Y 
stays  behind  a  moment  and  impulsively  holds  out  her  hand.) 
LADY  MARY.     To  wish  you  every  dear  happiness. 
CRICHTON  (an  enigma  to  the  last).     The  same  to  you,  my 
lady. 

LADY  MARY.  Do  you  despise  me,  Crichton  ?  (The  man 
who  could  never  tell  a  lie  makes  no  answer.)  I  am  ashamed  of 
myself,  but  I  am  the  sort  of  woman  on  whom  shame  sits 
lightly.  (He  does  not  contradict  her.}  You  are  the  best  man 
among  us. 

CRICHTON.  On  an  island,  my  lady,  perhaps  j  but  in 
England,  no. 
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uy>Y  MARY   (not  inexcusably).     Then   there  is  something 
wrong  with  England. 

CRICHTON.     My  lady,  not  even  from  you  can  I  listen  to  a 
word  against  England. 

LADY  MARY.     Tell  me  one  thing  :   you  have  n'ot  lost  your 
courage  ? 

CRICHTON.     No,  my  lady. 

(She  goes.     He  turns  out  the  lights.) 
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ONE*  would  like  to  peep  covertly  into  Amy's  diary  (octavo, 
with  the  word  '  Amy  '  in  gold  letters  wandering  across  the 
soft  brown  leather  covers,  as  if  it  was  a  long  word  and,  in 
Amy's  opinion,  rather  a  dear).  To  take  such  a  liberty,  and 
allow  the  reader  to  look  over  our  shoulders,  as  they  often  invite 
you  to  do  in  novels  (which,  however,  are  hiuch  more  coquettish 
things  than  plays),  would  be  very  helpful  to  us ;  we  should 
learn  at  once  what  sort  of 'girl  Amy  is,  and  why  to-day  finds  her 
washing  her  hair.  We  should  also  get  proof  or  otherwise,  that 
we  are  interpreting  her  aright;  for  it  is  our  desire  not  .to 
record  our  feelings  about  Amy,  but  merely  Amy's  feelings 
about  herself ;  not  to  tell  what  we  think  happened,  but  what 
Amy  thought  happened.  The  book,  to  be  sure,  is  padlocked, 
but  we  happen  to  know  where  it  is  kept.  (In  the  lower  drawer 
of  that  hand-painted  escritoire.)  Sometimes  in  the  night  Amy, 
waking  up,  wonders  whether  she  did  lock  her  diary,  and  steals 
downstairs  in  white  to  make  sure.  On  these  occasions  site 
undoubtedly  lingers  among  the  pages,  re-reading  the  peculiarly 
delightful  bit  she  wrote  yesterday  ;  so  we  could  peep  over  her 
shoulder,  while  the  reader  peeps  over  ours.  Then  why  don't 
we  do  it  ?  Is  it  because  this  would  be  a  form  or  Eavesdropping, 
and  that  we  cannot  be  sure  our  hands  are  clean  enough  to  turn 
the  pages  of  a  young  girl's  thoughts  ?  It  cannot  be  that,  be- 
cause the  novelists  do  it.  It  is  because  in  a  play  we  must  tell 
little  that  is  not  revealed  by  the  spoken  words  ;  you  must 
ferret  out  all  you  want  to  know  from  them,  although  of  course 
now  and  then  we  may  whisper  a  conjecture  in  brackets ;  there 
is  no  weather  even  in  plays  except  in  melodr^na  ;  the  novelist 
can  have* sixteen  chapters  about  the  hero's  grandparents,  but 
there  can  be  very  little  rummaging  in  the  past  for  us ;  we  are 
expected  merely  to  present  our  characters  as  they  toe  the  mark  ; 
then  the  handkerchief  falls,  and  off  they  go. 
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So  now  we  know  why  we  must  not  spy  into  Amy's  diary. 
Perhaps  we  have  not  always  been  such  sticklers  for  the  etiquette 
of  the  thing  ;  but  we  are  always  sticklers  on  Thursdays,  and 
this  is  a  Thursday. 

As  you  fire  to  be  shown  Am/'s  room,  we  are  permitted  to 
describe  it,  though  not  to  tell  (which  would  be  much  more 
interesting)  why  a  girl  of  seventeen  has,  as  her  very  own,  the 
chief  room  of  a  house.  The  moment  you  open  the  door  of 
this  poom  (and  please,  you  are  not  to  look  conscioufly  at  the 
escritoire  as  if  you  knew  the  diary  was  in  it)  you  are  aware, 
though  Amy  may  not  be  visible,  that  there  is  an  uncommonly 
clever  girl  in  the  house.  The  door  does  not  always  open  easily, 
because  attached  thereto  is  a  curtain  which  frequently  catches 
in  it,  and  this  curtain  is  hand-sewn  (extinct  animals)  5  indeed 
a  gifted  woman's  touch  is  everywhere  ;  if  you  are  not  hand- 
sewn  you  are  almost  certainly  hand-painted,  but  incompletely, 
for  Amy  in  her  pursuit  of  the  arts  has  often  to  drop  one  in 
orner  to  keep  pace  with  another.  Some  of  the  chairs  have 
escaped  as  yet,  but  their  time  will  come.  The  table-cover 
and  the  curtains  arc  of  a  lovely  pink,  perforated  ingeniously 
with  many  tiny  holes,  which  when  you  consider  them  against 
a  dark  background,  gradually  assume  the  appearance  of  some- 
thing pictorial,  such  as  a  basket  of  odd  flowers.  The  fender- 
stool  is  in  brown  velvet,  and  there  are  words  on  it  that  invite 
you  to  sit  down.  Some  of  the  letters  of  this  message  have 
been  burned  away.  There  are  artistic  white  bookshelves 
hanging  lopsidedly  here  and  there,  and  they  also  have  pink 
curtains,  no  larger  than  a  doll's  garments.  These  little  curtains 
are  for  covering  the  parts  where  there  are  no  books  as « yet. 
The  pictures  on  the  walls  are  mostly  studies  done  at  school, 
and  include  the  well-known  windmill,  and  the  equally  popular 
old  lady  by  the  shore.  Their  frames  are  of  fir-cones,  glued 
together,  or  of  straws  which  have  gone  limp,  and  droop  like 
streaks  of  macaroni.  There  is  a  cosy  corner  ;  also  a  milking- 
stool,  but  no  cow.  The  lampshades  have  had  ribbons  added 
tq  them,  and  frorr?  a  distance  look  like  ladies  of  the  ballet.  The 
flower-pot  also  is  in  a  skirt.  Near  the  door  is  a  large  screen, 
such  as  people  hide  behind  in  the  more  ordinary  sort  of  play  ; 
it  will  be  interesting  to  see  whether  we  can  resist  the  temptation 
to  hide  some  one  behind  it. 
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A,  few  common  weeds  rear  their  profane  heads  in  this 
innocent  garden  ;  for  instance  a  cruet-stand,  a  basket  ^f  cutlery, 
and  a  triangular  dish  of  the  kind  in  which  the  correct  confine 
cheese.  They  have  not  strayed  here,  they  live  here  ;  indeed 
this  is  among  other  things  the  dining-room  of  a  Inodest  little 
house  in  Brompton  made  beautiful,  or  nearly  so,  by  a  girl, 
who  has  a  soul  above  food  and  conceals  its  accessories  as  far 
as  gossible  from  view,  in  drawers,  even  in  the  waste-paper 
basket.  Not  a  dish,  not  a  spoon,  not  a  fork,  is  hand-painted, 
a  sufficient  indication  of  her  contempt  for  them. 

Amy  is  present,  but  is  not  seen  to  the  best  advantage,  for  she 
has  been  washing  her  hair,  and  is  now  drying  it  by  the  fire. 
Notable  among  her  garments  are  a  dressing-jacket  and  a  towel, 
and  her  head  is  bent  so  far  back  over  the  fire  that  we  see  her 
face  nearly  upside-dowrc.  This  is  no  position  in  which  we 
can  do  justice  to  her  undoubted  facial  charm.  Seated  near  her 
is  her  brother  Cosmo,  a  boy  of  thirteen,  in  naval  uniform. 
Cosmo  is  a  cachet  at  Osborne,and  properly  proud  of  his  station,'but 
just  now  he  looks  proud  of  nothing.  He  is  plunged  in  gloom. 
The  cause  of  his  woe  is  a  telegram,  which  he  is  regarding  from 
all  points  of  the  compass,  as  if  in  hopes  of  making  it  send  him 
better  news.  At  last  he  gives  expression  to  his  feelings. 


COSMO.     All  I  can  say  is  that  if  father  tries  to  kiss  me,  I 
kick  him. 

(//"AMY  makes  any  reply  the  ^vords  arrive  upside-down  and 
are  unintelligible.  The  maid  announces  MISS  DUN  BAR. 
Then  AMY  rises,  brings  her  head  to  the  position  in  which 
they  are  usually  carried  ;  and  she  and  GINEVRA  look  into 
each  other's  eyes.  They  always  do  this  when  they  meet, 
though  they  meet  several  times  a  day,  and  it  is  worth  doing, 
for  what  they  see  in  those  pellucid  pools  is  love  eternal. 
Thus  they  loved  at  school  (in  their  last  two  terms),  and 
thus  they  will  love  till  the  grave  encloses  them.  These 
thoughts,  and  others  even  more  beautiful,  are  in  their  minds 
as  they  gaze  at  each  other  now.  No  man  will  ever  be  able 
to  say  *  Amy?  or  to  say  '  Ginevra,'  with  such  a  trill  as 
they  are  saying  it. 

AMY.     Ginevra,  my  beloved. 

GINEVRA.     My  Amy,  my  better  self. 
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AMY.     My  other  me.     (There  is  something  almost  painful  in 

love  like  this.)     Are  you  well,  Ginevra  ? 
GINEVRA.     Quite  well,  Amy.     (Heavens,  the  joy  of  AMY 
because  GINEVRA  is  quite  we//.)     How  did  my  Amy  sleep  ? 
AMY.     I  <had  a  good  night.       ° 

(How  happy  is  GINEVRA  because  AMY  has  had  a  good  night. 
All  this  time  they  have  been  slowly  approaching  each  other, 
drawn  by  a  power  stronger  than  themselves.  Their  in- 
Mention  is  to  kiss.  They  do  so.  COSMO  snorts,  and  betakes 
himself  to  some  other  room,  his  bedroom  probably,  where  a 
man  may  be  alone  with  mannish  things.  The  maidens  do 
not  resent  his  rudeness.  They  know  that  poor  COSMO'S 
time  will  come,  artd  they  are  glad  to  be  alone,  for  they  have 
much  to  say  that  is  for  no  other  mortal  ears.  Some  of  it  is 
sure  to  go  into  the  diary  ;  indeed  if  we  were  to  put  our  ear 
to  the  drawer  where  the  diary  is  we  could  probably  hear  its 
little  heart  ticking  in  unison  with  theirs. 

It  is   GINEVRA  who  speaks  first.      She  is  indeed  the 
bolder  of  the  two.     She  grips  AMY'S  hand.)  " 
GINEVRA.     Amy,  shall  we  go  to  another  to-night  ? 

(This  does  not  puzzle  AMY,  she  is  prepared  for  it,  her  honest 
grey  eyes  even  tell  that  she  has  wanted  it,  bui  now  that  it  is 
come  she  quails  a  little.) 

%AMY.  Another  theatre  ?  Ginevra,  that  would  be  five  in 
one  week. 

GINEVRA  (without  blanching).  Yes,  but  it  is  also  only  eight 
in  seventeen  years. 

AMY  (comfort^.)  And  they  have  taught  us  so  much,  haven't 
they  ?  Until  Monday,  dear,  when  we  went  to  our  first  real 
play  we  didn't  know  what  Life  is. 

GINEVRA.  We  were  two  raw,  unbleached  school-girls, 
Amy — absolutely  unbleached. 

(//  is  such  a  phrase  as  this  that  gives  GINEVRA  the  moral 
ascendancy  in  their  discussions.) 

AMY  (looking  perhaps  a  little  unbleached  even  now).  Of 
course  I  had  my  diary,  dear,  and  I  do  think  that,  even 
before  Monday,  there  were  things  in  it  of  a  not  wholly 
ordinary  kind. 

GINEVRA.     Nothing  that  necessitated  your  keeping  it  locked. 
AMY.     No,  I  suppose  not.      You  are  quite  right,  Ginevra. 
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But  we  have  made  up  for  lost  time.     Every  night  since  Monday, 
including  the  matinee,  has  been  a  revelation. 

(She  closes  her  eyes  so  that  she  may  see  the  revelation*  more 
clearly.     So  does  GINEVRA.) 

GINEVRA.  Amy,  that  hearf-gripping  scene  when  the  love- 
maddened  woman  visited  the  man  in  his  chambers. 

AMY.  She  wasn't  absolutely  love-maddened,  Ginevra  ;  bhe 
really  loved  her  husband  best  all  the  time. 

GVSEV£A.     Not  till  the  last  act,  darling. 

AMY.  Please  don't  say  it,  Ginevra.  She  was  most  foolish, 
especially  in  the  crgpe  de  chine,  but  we  know  that  she  only  went 
to  the  man's  chambers  to  get  back  her  letters.  How  I  trembled 
for  her  then. 

GINEVRA.      I  was  strangely  calm. 

AMY.  Oh,  Ginevra,  I  had  such  a  presentiment  that  the 
husband  would  call  at  those  chambers  while  she  was  there. 
And  he  did.  Ginevra,  you  remember  his  knock  upon  the  door. 
Surely  you  trembled  then  ? 

(GINEVRA  knits  her  lips  triumphantly.) 

GINEVRA,  Not  even  then,  Amy.  Somehow  I  felt  sure  that 
in  the  nick  of  time  her  lady  friend  would  step  out  from  some- 
where and  say  that  the  letters  were  hers. 

AMY.      Nobly  compromising  herself,  Ginevra. 

OINEVRA.  Amy,  how  I  love  that  bit  where  she  says  so 
unexpectedly,  with  noble  self-renunciation,  *  He  is  my  affiancv«d 
husband.' 

AMY.  Isn't  it  glorious  !  Strange,  Ginevra,  that  it  happened 
in  each  play. 

GINEVRA.  That  was  because  we  always  wcmto  the  thinking 
theatres.  Real  plays  are  always  about  a  lady  and  two  men  ; 
and  alas,  only  one  of  them  is  her  husband.  That  is  Life, 
you  know.  It  is  called  the  odd,  odd  triangle. 

AMY.  Yes,  I  know.  (Appealingly)  Ginevra,  I  hope  it 
wasn't  wrong  of  me  to  go.  A  month  ago  I  was  only  a  school- 
girl. 

GINEVRA.     We  both  were. 

AMY.  Yes,  but  you  are  now  an  art  student,  in  lodgings, 
with  a  latch-key  of  your  own  ;  you  have  no  one  dependent  on 
you,  while  I  have  a  brother  and  sister  to — to  form. 

GINEVRA.     You  must  leave  it  to  the  Navy,  dear,  to  form 
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Cosmo,  if  it  can  ;  and  as  the  sister  is  only  a  baby,  time  enough 
to  form  her  when  she  can  exit  from  her  pram.  f 

AMY.  V  I  am  in  a  mother's  place  for  the  time  being,  Ginevra. 

GINEVRA.     Even  mothers  go  to  thinking  theatres. 

AMY.  Whether  mine  does,  (jinevra,  I  don't  even  know. 
This  is  a  very  strange  position  I  am  in,  awaiting  the  return  from 
India  of  parents  I  have  not  seen  since  I  was  twelve  years  old. 
I  don't  even  know  if  they  will  like  the  house.  The  rent  is 
as  th<;y  told  me  to  give,  but  perhaps  my  scheme  of  dgconition 
won't  appeal  to  them  ;  they  may  think  my  housekeeping  has 
been  defective,  and  may  not  make  allowance  for  my  being  so 
new  to  it. 

GINEVRA.  My  owncst  Amy,  if  they  are  not  both  on  their 
knees  to  you  for  the  -noble  way  in  which  you  have  striven  to 
prepare  this  house  for  them 

AMY.  Darling  Ginevra,  all  I  ask  Is  to  be  allowed  to  do  my 
duty. 

*  GINEVRA.  Listen,  then,  Amy  :  your  duty  is  to  be  able  to 
help  your  parents  in  every  way  when  they  return.  Your 
mother  having  been  so  long  in  India  can  know  little  about  Life  ; 
how  sweet,  then,  for  you  to  be  able  to  place  your  knowledge  at 
her  feet. 

AMY.      I  had  thought  of  that,  dearest. 

GINEVRA.  Then,  Amy,  it  would  be  simply  wrong  of  us  not 
tc  go  to  another  theatre  to-night.  I  have  three  and  ninepence, 
so  that  if  you  can  scrape  together  one  and  threepence 

AMY.      Generous  girl,  it  can't  be. 

GINEVRA.     Why  not  ? 

(The  return  of  COSMO  handling  the  telegram  more  pugna- 
ciously than  ever  provides  the  answer.] 

AMY.     Cosmo,  show  Miss  Dunbar  the  telegram. 

GINEVRA  (reading}.    "Boat arrived  Southampton  this  morning. 

AMY.      A  day  earlier  than  they  expected. 

COSMO  (darkly).      It 's  the  other  bit  I  am  worrying  about. 

GLNEVRA  (reading).  '  Hope  to  reach  our  pels  this  afternoon. 
Kisses  from  both  to  all.  Deliriously  excited.  Mummy  and 
Dad.' 

COSMO.  Pets,  kisses !  What  can  the  telegraph  people 
think  ? 

AMY.     Surely  you  want  to  kiss  your  mother. 
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c'osMO  (stoutly).      I  'in  going  to  kiss  her.      I  mean  to  do  it. 

It 's  filthcr  i  am  worrying  about ;  with  his  4  kisses  from  both  to 

nil'     All  I  can  say  is  that,  if  father  comes  slobbering  4ver  me, 

I  '11  surprise  him. 

(Here  the  outer  door  slattx,  and  the  three  start  to  their  feet 

as  if  Philippi  had  dawned.      To  COSMO  the  slam  sounds 

uncommonly  like  a  father**  kiss.     He  immediately  begins 

to  rehearse  the  greeting  which  is  meant  to  ward  off  the  fatal 

•  blow.     '  How  are  youy  father  ?     I  *m  glad  to  see*  you, 

father  ;    it 's  a  long  journey  from  India  ;    wont  you  sit 

down  ? ' 

AMY  (the  first  to  recover}.     How  silly  of  us  ;  it  is  only  nurse 

with  baby. 

(Presumably  what  we  hear  is  a  perambulator  backing  into 
its  stall  in  the  passage.  Then  nurse  is  distinctly  heard  in 
the  adjoining  room,  and  we  may  gather  that  this  is  for  the 
nonce  the  nursery  of  the  house,  though  to  most  occupants 
it  would  be  the  back  dining-room.  There  is  a  door 
between  *the  two  rooms,  and  COSMO,  peeping  through 
a  chink  in  it,  sounds  to  his  fellow-conspirators  the  AH** 
Well. 
AMY.  Poor  nurse,  I  suppose  I  had  better  show  her  the 

telegram.     She  is  sure  to  cry.     She  looks  upon  mother  as  a 

thief  who  has  come  to  bteal  baby  from  her. 

(GINEVRA  wags  her  head  to  indicate  that  this  is  another  j/;<.V 
of  Life  ;  and  NURSE  being  called  in  is  confronted  with  the 
telegra?n.  She  runs  a  gamut  of  emotion  without  words, 
implies  that  she  is  nobody  and  must  submit,  nods  humbly, 
sets  her  teeth,  is  both  indignant  and  servile,  and  finally 
bursts  into  tears.  AMY  tries  to  comfort  her,  but  gets  this 
terrible  answer  :) 
NURSE.  They  will  be  bringing  a  black  woman  to  nurse  her 

— a  yah-yah,  they  call  them. 

(AMY  signs  to  GINEVRA,  and  GINEVRA  signs  to  AMY.  These 
two  souls  perfectly  understand  each  other,  and  the  telegraphy 
means  that  it  will  be  better  for  dear  GINEVRA  to  retire  for 
a  time  to  dear  AMY'S  sweet  little  bedroom.  AMY  slips  the 
diary  into  the  hand  of  GINEVRA,  who  pops  upstairs  with  it 
to  read  the  latest  instalment.  NURSE  rambles  on.] 
NURSE.  I  have  had  her  for  seventeen  months.  She  was 
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just  two  months  old,  the  angel,  when  they  sent  her  to  England, 
and  she  has  been  mine  ever  since.  The  most  of  them  htfs  one 
look  forvtheir  mammas  and  one  look  for  their  nurse,  but  she 
knew  no  better  than  to  have  both  looks  for  me.  (She  returns 
to  the  nursery,  wailing  '  My  reign  is  over.'') 

COSMO.      Do  you  think  Molly  will  chuck  nurse  for  mother  ? 

AMY  (experienced).      It  is  the  way  of  children. 

COSMO.     Shabby  little  beasts. 

AMY.  You  mustn't  say  that,  Cosmo  ;  but  still  it  if,  hard  on 
nurse.  Of  course  (with  swimming  eyes)  in  a  sense  it 's  hard  on 
all  of  us — I  mean  to  be  expecting  parents  in  these  circumstances. 
There  must  be  almost  the  same  feeling  of  strangeness  in  the 
house  as  when  it  is  a  baby  that  is  expected. 

COSMO  (gloomily).  I  suppose  it  is  a  bit  like  that.  Great 
Scott,  Amy,  it  can't  be  quite  so  bad  as  that. 

(AMY,  who  is  of  a  'very  affectionate  nature,  is  glad  to  have 
the  comfort  of  his  hand.) 

AMY.     What  do  we  really  know  about  mother,  Cosmo  ? 
(They  are  perhaps  a  touching  pair.) 

COSMO.     There  are  her  letters. 

AMY.     Can  one  know  a  person  by  letters  ?     Does  she  know 
you,  Cosmo,  by  your  letters  to  her,  saying  that  your  motto  is 
'Something   attempted,    something    done    to    earn   a    night's 
repose,'  and  so  on. 
9  COSMO.     Well,  I  thought  that  would  please  her. 

AMY.      Perhaps  in  her  letters  she  says  things  just  to  please  us. 
(COSMO  wriggles.) 

COSMO.  This  is  pretty  low  of  you,  damping  a  fellow  when 
he  was  trying  f(5  make  the  best  of  it. 

AMY.  All  I  want  you  to  feel,  is  that  as  brother  and  sister, 
we  are  allies,  you  know — against  the  unknown. 

COSMO.     Yes,  Amy. 

AMY.  I  want  to  say,  dear,  that  I  'm  very  sorry  I  used  to 
shirk  bowling  to  you. 

COSMO.  That 's  nothing.  I  know  what  girls  are.  Amy, 
it 's  all  right,  I  rqally  am  fond  of  you. 

AMY.     I  have  tried  to  be  a  sort  of  mother  to  you,  Cosmo. 

COSMO.  My  socks  and  things — I  know.  (Returning 
anxiously  to  the  greater  question)  Amy,  do  we  know  anything 
of  them  at  all  ? 
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AMY.  We  know  some  cold  facts,  of  course.  We  know 
that  father  is  much  older  than  mother. 

COSMO.  I  can't  understand  why  such  an  old  chap  snould  be 
so  keen  to  kiss  me. 

AMY  (in  a  low  voice).      Mother  is  forty. 

COSMO  (in  a  still  lower  voice).  I  thought  she  was  almost  more 
than  forty. 

AMY.  Don't  be  so  ungenerous,  Cosmo.  Of  course  we 
musfcbe  prepared  to  see  her  look  older. 

COSMO.     Why  ? 

AMY.     She  will  be  rather  yellow,  coming  from  India,  you 
know.     They  will  both  be  a  little  yellow. 
(They  exchange  forlorn  glances.) 

COSMO  (manfully).  We  shan't  be  any  the  less  fond  of  them 
for  that,  Amy. 

AMY.     No,  indeed. 

(He  has  an  inspiration.) 

COSMO.  Do  you  think  we  should  have  these  yellow  flowers 
in  the  room  ?  •  They  might  feel — eh  ? 

AMY.  How  thoughtful  of  you,  dear.  I  shall  remove  them 
at  once.  After  all,  Cosmo,  we  seem  to  know  a  good  deal  about 
them  ;  and  th^n  we  know  some  other  things  by  heredity. 

COSMO.     Heredity  ?     That 's  drink,  isn't  it  ? 

*  * 

AMY.  No,  you  boy  !  It  's  something  in  a  play.  It  means 
that  if  we  know  ourselves  well,  we  know  our  parents  also. 
From  thinking  of  myself,  Cosmo,  I  know  mother.  In  her 
youth  she  was  one  who  did  not  love  easily  ;  but  when  she  loved 
once  it  was  for  aye.  A  nature  very  difficult  to  understand,  but 
profoundly  interesting.  I  can  feel  her  within  me,  as  she  was 
when  she  walked  down  the  aisle  on  that  strong  arm,  to  honour 
and  obey  him  henceforth  for  aye.  What  cared  they  that  they 
had  to  leave  their  native  land,  they  were  together  for  aye.  And 

(Her  face  is  flushed.     COSMO  interrupts  selfishly.) 

COSMO.     What  about  father  ? 

AMY.  Very  nice,  unless  you  mention  rupoes  to  him.  Yoji 
sec  the  pensions  of  all  Indian  officers  are  paid  in  rupees,  which 
means  that  for  every  2s.  due  to  them  they  get  only  is.  4d.  If 
you  mention  rupees  to  any  one  of  them  he  flares  up  like  a 
burning  paper. 
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COSMO.  I  know.  I  shall  take  care.  But  what  would  you 
say  he  was  like  by  heredity  ? 

AMY.  '  Quiet,  unassuming,  yet  of  an  intensely  proud  nature. 
One  who  if  he  was  deceived  would  never  face  his  fellow- 
creatures,  bjat  would  bow  his  lu;ad  before  the  wind  and  die. 
A  strong  man. 

COSMO.     Do  you  mean,  Amy,  that  he  takes  all  that  from  me  ? 

AMY.     I  mean  that  is  the  sort  of  man  my  mother  would  love. 

COS»MO.     Yes,  but  he  is  just  as  likely  to  kiss  me  as  c*rcr.  * 
(The  return  of  GINEVRA  makes  him  feel  that  this  room  is 
no  place  for  him.] 

COSMO.  I  think  I  '11  go  and  walk  up  and  down  outside, 
and  have  a  look  at  them  as  they  're  getting  out  of  the  cab.  My 
plan,  you  see,  is  first  to  kiss  mother.  Then  I  Ve  made  up 
four  things  to  say  to  father,  and  it 's  after  I  Ve  said  them  that 
the  awkward  time  will  come.  So  then  I  say,  *  I  wonder  what 
is  in  the  evening  papers  '  j  and  out  I  slip,  and  when  I  come 
back  you  will  all  have  settled  down  to  ordinary  life,  same  as 
other  people.  That 's  my  plan. 

(He  goes  off,  not  without  hope,  and  GINEVRA  shrugs  her 
shoulders  forgivingly.) 

GINEVRA.    How  strange  boys  are.   Have  you  an v c  plan,'  Amy  ? 

AMY.  Only  this,  dear  Ginevra,  to  leap  into  my  mother's 
arms. 

(GINEVRA  lifts  what  can  only  be  called  a  trouser  leg,  because 
that  is  what  it  is>  though  they  are  very  seldom  seen  alone.) 

GINEVRA.     What  is  this  my  busy  bee  is  making  ? 

AMY.  It 's  a  gentleman's  leg.  You  hand-sew  them  and 
stretch  them  over  a  tin  cylinder,  and  they  are  then  user!  as 
umbrella  stands.  Art  in  the  Home  says  they  arc  all  the  rage. 

GINEVRA.  Oh,  Amy,  Boudoir  Gossip  says  they  have  quite 
gone  out. 

AMY.  Again  !  Every  art  decoration  I  try  goes  out  before 
I  have  time  to  finish  it. 

(She  remembers  the  diary.') 
pid  my  Ginevra  .like  my  new  page  ? 

GTNF.VRA.  Dearest,  that  is  what  T  came  down  to  speak 
about.  You  forgot  to  give  me  the  key. 

AMY.  Ginevra,  can  you  ever  forgive  me  ?  Let  us  go  up 
and  read  it  together. 
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(With  arms  locked  they  seek  the  seclusion  ^AMY'S  bedroom. 
COSMO  rushes  in  to  tell  them  that  there  is  a  suspicious- 
looking  cab  coming  down  the  street,  but  finding  the  room 
empty  he  departs  again  to  reconnoitre.  A  cab  draws  up, 
a  bell  rings,  and  soon  w^  hear  the  voice  0/"coipNEL  GREY. 
He  can  talk  coherently  to  FANNY,  he  can  lend  a  hand  in 
dumping  down  his  luggage  in  the  passage,  he  can  select  from 
a  handful  of  silver  wherewith  to  pay  his  cabman  :  all  im- 
possible deeds  to  his  ALICE,  who  would  drop  the  luggage  on 
your  toes  and  cast  all  the  silver  at  your  face  rather  than 
be  kept  another  minute  from  her  darlings.  €  Where  are 
they  ?  '  she  has  evidently  cried  just  before  we  see  her,  and 
FANNY  has  made  a  heartless  response,  for  it  is  a  dejected 
ALICE  that  appears  in  the  doorway  of  the  room.} 

ALICE  (woefully}.     All  put  !   even — even  baby  ? 

FANNY.     Yes,  ma'am. 

(The  poor  mother,  who  had  entered  the  house  like  a  whirl- 
wind, subsides  into  a  chair.  Her  arms  fall  empty  by  her 
side  :  a*  moment  ago  she  had  six  of  them,  a  pair  for  each 
child.  She  cries  a  little,  and  when  ALICE  cries,  which  is 
not  often  for  she  is  more  given  to  laughter,  her  face  screws 
up  like  DOLLY'S  rather  than  like  AMY'S.  She  is  very  un- 
like the  sketch  of  her  lately  made  by  the  united  fancies  of  her 
son  and  daughter  ;  and  she  will  dance  them  round  the  room 
many  times  before  they  know  her  better.  AMY  will  fiev'er 
be  so  pretty  as  her  mother,  COSMO  will  never  be  so  gay,  and 
it  will  be  years  before  either  of  them  is  as  young.  But  it  is 
quite  a  minute  before  we  suspect  this  ;  we  must  look  the 
other  way  while  the  COLONEL  dries  her  tears.  He  is  quite 
a  grizzled  veteran,  and  is  trying  hard  to  pretend  that 
having  done  without  his  children  for  so  many  years,  a  few 
minutes  more  is  no  great  matter.  His  adorable  ALICE  is 
this  man's  one  joke.  Some  of  those  furrows  in  his  brow 
have  come  from  trying  to  understand  her,  he  owes  the 
agility  of  his  mind  to  trying  to  keep  up  with  her^  the 
humorous  twist  in  his  mouth  is  the  result  of  chuckling  01  wr 
her.} 

ALICE  (fluttering  across  the  room}.    Robert,  I  claro  say  my  Amy 
painted  that  table  ! 

FANNY.     Yes,  ma'am,  she  did. 
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ALICE.     Robert,  Amy's  table  ! 

COLONEL.     Yes,  but  keep  cool,  memsahib. 

FANNt.  I  suppose,  ma'am,  I  'm  to  take  my  orders  from 
you  now. 

ALICE  (j<?  timidly  that  FANNY*  is  encouraged  to  be  bold}.  I 
suppose  so. 

FANNY.  The  poor  miss  !  it  will  be  a  bit  trying  for  her  just 
at  first. 

•  (ALICE  is  taken  aback.} 

ALICE.      I  hadn't  thought  of  that,  Robert. 
(ROBERT  thinks  it  time  to  take  command,} 

COLONEL.  Fiddle-de-dee.  Bring  your  mistress  a  cup  of 
tea,  my  girl. 

FANNY.  Yes,  sir.  Here  is  the  tea-caddy,  ma'am.  I  can't 
take  the  responsibility  ;  but  this  is  the  key. 

ALICE  (falteringly},  Robert,  I  daren't  break  into  Amy's 
caddy.  She  mightn't  like  it.  1  can  wait. 

COLONEL.     Rubbish.     Give   me   the    key.     (Even   FANNY 
cannot  but  admire  the  COLONEL  as  he  breaks  into  the  caddy.}    That 
makes  me  feel  I  'm  master  of  my  own  house  already.      Don't 
stare  at  me,  girl,  as  if  I  was  a  housebreaker. 
(FANNY  ^-0r,r.) 

ALICE.      I  feel  that  is  just  what  we  both  arc  !      (/;/  another 
moment  rapturous}  It 's  home,  home  !      India  done,  home  begun. 
(He  is  as  glad  as  she.} 

COLONEL.      Home,   memsahib.      And    we  've   never   had   a 
real  one  before.     Thank  God,  I  'in  able  to  give  it  you  at  last. 
(She   darts    impulsively  from   one   object  in   the  room  to 
another?)  i 

ALICE.  Look,  these  pictures  !  I  'm  sure  they  are  all  Amy's 
work.  They  are  splendid.  (With  perhaps  a  moment's  mis- 
giving} Aren't  thev  ? 

COLONEL  (guardedly}.  I  couldn't  have  done  them.  (lie 
considers  the  hand-painted  curtains.}  She  seems  to  have  stopped 
everything  in  the  middle.  Still,  I  couldn't  have  done  them. 
I  .expect  this  is  what  is  called  a  cosy  corner. 

(But  ALICE  has  found  something  ?nore  precious.     She  utters 
little  cries  of  rapture.} 

COLONEL.     What  is  it  ? 

ALICE.     Oh,  Robert,  a  baby's  shoe  !     My  baby.    (She  presses 
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it  to  her  as  if  it  were  a  dove.  Then  she  is  appalled.)  Robert,  if 
I  had  met  my  baby  coming  along  the  street  I  shouldn't  have 
known  her  from  other  people's  babies. 

COLONEL.  Yes,  you  would.  Don't  break  down  now.  Just 
think,  Alice,  after  to-day,  yo\i  will  know  your  baby  anywhere. 

ALICE.     Oh  joy,  joy,  joy  ! 

(Then  the  expression  of  her  face  changes  to  *  Oh  ^voeJ  woe, 
WoeS ) 

COLONEL.     What  is  it  now,  Alice  ? 

ALICE.      Perhaps  she  won't  like  me. 

COLONEL.     Impossible. 

ALICE.      Perhaps  none  of  them  will  like  me. 

COLONEL.  My  dear  Alice,  children  always  love  their  mother, 
whether  they  see  much  of  her  or  not.  It 's  an  instinct. 

ALICE.     Who  told  yoy  that  ? 

COLONEL.     You  goose.      It  was  yourself. 

ALICE.      I  'vc  lost  faith  in  it. 

(He  thinks  it  ^v^se  to  sound  a  warning  note.) 

COLONEL.  *  Of  course  you  must  give  them  a  little  time. 

ALICE.  Robert,  Robert  !  Not  another  minute.  That 's 
not  the  way  people  ever  love  me.  They  mustn't  think  me  over 
first  or  anything  of  that  sort.  If  they  do  I  'm  lost  ;  they  must 
love  me  at  once. 

COLONEL.  A  good  many  have  done  that.  (Surveying  her 
quizzically  as  if  she  were  one  of  AMY'S  incompleted  works.) 

ALICE.     You  are  not  implying,  Robert,  that   I   ever 

If  I  ever  did  I  always  told  you  about  it  afterwards,  didn't 
I  ?  And  I  certainly  never  did  it  until  I  was  sure  you  were 
comfortable. 

COLONEL.      You  always  wrapped  me  up  first. 

ALICE.  They  were  only  boys,  Robert — poor  lonely  boys. 
What  are  you  looking  so  solemn  about  ? 

COLONEL.  I  was  trying  to  picture  you  as  you  will  be  when 
you  settle  down. 

ALICE  (properly  abashed).  Not  settled  down  yet — with  a  girl 
nearly  grown  up.  And  yet  it 's  true  ;  it 's  the  tragedy  of  Alice 
Grey.  (She  pulls  his  hair.)  Oh,  husband,  when  shall  I  settle 
down  ? 

COLONEL.  I  can  tell  you  exactly — in  a  year  from  to-day. 
Alice,  when  1  took  you  away  to  that  humdrummy  Indian 


2  54  ALICE  SIT-BY-THE-FIRE  [ACT  i. 

station  I  was  already  quite  a  middle-aged  bloke.  I  chuckled 
over  your  gaiety,  but  it  gave  me  lumbago  to  try  to  be  gay  with 
you.  Poor  old  girl,  you  were  like  an  only  child  who  has  to 
play  alone.  When  for  one  month  in  the  twelve  we  went  to — 
to — where  rfie  boys  were,  it  wa*>  like  turning  you  loose  in  a 
sweet-stuff  shop. 

ALICE.     Robert,  darling,  what  nonsense  you  do  talk. 

COLONEL  (making  rather  a  wry  face}.  I  didn't  always  like  it, 
memsahib.  But  I  knew  my  dear,  and  could  trust  her  ;  'and 
I  often  swore  to  myself  when  I  was  shaving,  '  I  won't  ask  her 
to  settle  down  until  I  have  given  her  a  year  in  England.'  A 
year  from  to-day,  you  harum-scarum.  By  that  time  your 
daughter  will  be  almost  grown  up  herself ;  and  it  wouldn't  do 
to  let  her  pass  you. 

ALICE.  Robert,  here  is  an  idea  ;  she  and  I  shall  come  of 
age  together.  I  promise  ;  or  I  shall  try  to  keep  one  day  in 
front  of  her,  like  the  school-mistresses  when  they  arc  teaching 
boys  Latin.  Dearest,  you  haven't  been  disappointed  in  me  as 
a  whole,  have  you  ?  I  haven't  paid  you  for  all  y6ur  dear  kind- 
nesses to  me — in  rupees,  have  I  ? 

(His  answer  is  of  no  consequence,  for  at  this  moment  there 
arrives  a  direct  message  fro?n  heaven.  It  wmes  by  way  of 
the  nursery,  and  is  a  child9 s  cry.  The  heart  of  ALICE  GREY 
stops  beating  for  several  seconds.  Then  it  say*y  *  My 
Molly ! '  The  NURSE  appears  and  i*  at  once  on  the 
defensive.) 

NURSE.     Is  it — Mrs.  Grey  ? 

ALICE  (hastily^.     Yes.      Is  my — child  in  there  ? 

NURSE.     Yes,  ma'am. 

COLONEL  (ready  to  catch  her  if  she  falls).     Alice,  be  culm. 

ALICE  (falteringly).     May  1  go  in,  nurse  ? 

NURSE  (cold-hcartcdly).  She  's  sleeping,  ina'din,  and  1  have 
made  it  a  i  ule  to  let  her  wake  up  naturally.  But  1  dare  say  it  \ 
a  bad  rule. 

ALICE  (her  hands  on  her  heart).  I  'm  sure  it 's  a  good  rule. 
1  shan't  wake  her,4iurse, 

COLONEL  (showing  the  stuff  he  is  made  of).  Gad,  /  will.  It  '& 
the  least  she  can  do  to  let  herself  be  wakened. 

ALICE  (admiring  the  effrontery  of  the  man).  Don't  interfere, 
Robert. 
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COLONEL.     Sleeping  ?     Why,  she  cried  just  now. 

NifRSE.     That  is  why  I  came  out — to  see  who  was  making 
so  much  noise. 

(An  implacable  woman  this,  and  yet  when  she  is  alone  with 
MOLLY  a  very  bundle  ofHelight.) 

I  'in  vexed  when  she  cries — I  dare  say  it 's  old-fashioned  of  me. 
Not  being  a  yah-yah  I  'm  at  a  disadvantage. 

ALICE  (swelling).     After  all,  she  is  my  child. 

ctiLON*L  (firmly).     Come  along,  Alice. 

ALICE.      1  would  prefer  to  go  alone,  dear. 

COLONEL.     All  right.     But  break  it  to  her  that  I  'm  kicking 
my  heels  outside. 

(ALICE  gets  as  far  as  the  door.  The  NURSE  discharges  a 
last  duty.) 

NURSE.     You  won't  tquch  her,  ma'am  ;   she  doesn't  like  to 
be  touched  by  strangers. 

ALICE.     Strangers  ! 

COLONEL.     Really,  nurse. 

ALICE.      It  %  quite  true. 

NURSE.      She  's  an  angel  if  you  have  the  right  way  with  her. 

ALICE.     Robert,  if  I  shouldn't  have  the  right  way  with  her  ! 

COLONEL.     £rou  ! 

(But  the  woman  has  scored  again.) 

ALICE  (willing  to  go  on  her  knees).     Nurse,  what  soit  of  a  way 
does  she  like  from  strangers  ? 

NURSE.     She  's  not  fond  of  a  canoodliu'  way. 

ALICE  (faintly).      Is  she  not  ? 

(She  departs  to  face  her  child,  and  the  natural  enemy  follow* 
her,  after  giving  COLONEL  GREY  a  moment  in  which  to  dis- 
charge her  if  he  dares,  that  is  if  he  ivishcs  to  see  his  baby 
wither  and  die.  One  may  as  well  say  here  that  NURSE 
weathered  this  and  many  another  gale,  and  remained  in  the 
house  for  many  years  to  be  its  comfort  and  its  curse. 

J-ANNY,  with  the  tea-tray,  comes  and  goes  without  the 
COLONEL'S  being  aware  of  her  presence.  He  merely  knows 
that  he  has  waved  some  one  aiuay.  The  fact  is  that  the 
COLONEL  is  engrossed  in  a  rather  undignified  pursuit.  He 
is  listening  avidly  at  the  nursery  door,  and  is  thus  discovered 
by  another  member  of  his  family  who  has  entered  cautiously. 
This  is  MASTER  COSMO,  who,  observing  the  tea-tray,  has 
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the  happy  notion  of  interposing  it  between  himself  and  his 
fathers  possible  oscillatory  intentions.     He  lifts  the  tray, 
and  thus  armed  introduces  himself.) 
COSMO.      Hallo,  father  ! 

(lli^fathet  leaves  the  doot(  and  strides  to  him.) 
COLONEL.      Is  it — it 's  Cosmo. 

COSMO  (with  the  tray  well  to  the  fore).     I  'in  awfully  glad  to 
sec  you — it 's  a  long  way  from  India. 

COLONEL.      Put  that  down,  my  boy,  and  let  me  get  hold  of 
you. 

COSMO  (ingratiatingly).      Have  some  tea,  father. 
COLONEL.      Put  it  down. 

(COSMO  docs  so,  and  prepares  for  the  worst.      The  COLONEL 
takes  both  his  hands.) 
Let 's  have  a  look  at  you.     So  this  is  you. 

(He  waggles  his  head,  well  pleased y  while  COSMO  backs  in 
a  gentlemanly  manner.) 

COSMO  (^implying  that  this  first  meeting  is  now  an  affair  of  the 
past).      Has  Mother  gone  to  lie  down  ? 
COLONEL.      Lie  down  ?     She  's  in  there. 

(COSMO  steals  to  the  nursery  door  and  softly  closes  it.) 
Why  do  you  do  that  ? 

COSMO.      I  don't  know.      I  thought  it  would  be — best.      (/;/ 
a  burst  of  candour]   This  is  not  the  way  I  planned  it,  you  sec. 
COLONEL.     Our   meeting  ?     So   you  've   been   planning   it. 

My  dear  fellow,  I  was  planning  it  too,  and  my  plan 

(He  is  certainly  coming  closer.) 

COSMO  (hurriedly).     Yes,  I  know.     Now  that 's  over — our 
first  meeting,  1  mean  ;  now  we  settle  down. 
COLONEL.     Not  yet.      Come  here,  my  boy. 

(He  draws  him  to  a  chair  ;  he  evidently  thinks  that  a  father 
and  his  boy  of  thirteen  can  sit  in  the  same  chair.     COSMO 
is  burning  to  be  pleasant,  but  of  course  there  are  limits.) 
COSMO.     Look   here,   father.     Of  course,   you   see — ways 
change.      I  dare  say  they  did  it,  when  you  were  a  boy,  but  it 
isn't  done  now.    . 

COLONEL.     What  isn't  done,  you  dear  fellow  ? 
COSMO.      Oh — well  ! — and   then    taking    both    hands   and 
saying  '  Dear  fellow  ' — It 's  gone  out,  you  know. 
(The  COLONEL  chuckles  and  forbears.) 
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COLONEL.  I  'm  uncommon  glad  you  told  me,  Cosmo. 
Not  having  been  a  father  for  so  long,  you  see,  I  'm  rather  raw 
at  it. 

COSMO  (relieved).  That 's  all  right.  You  '11  soon  get  the 
hang  of  it. 

COLONEL.     If  you  could  give  me  any  other  tips  i 
COSMO   (becoming  confidential).     Well,   there 's   my   beastly 
name.     Of  course   you   didn't   mean   any   harm   when   you 
christened  me  Cosmo,  but — I  always  sign  myself c  C.  Grey  ' — 
to  make  the  fellows  think  I  'm  Charles. 
COLONEL.      Do  they  call  you  that  ? 
COSMO.     Lord,  no,  they  call  me  Grey. 
COLONEL.     And  do  you  want  me  to  call  you  Grey  ? 
COSMO  (magnanimously).     No,  I  don't  expect  that.      But  I 
thought  that  before  people,  you  know,  you  needn't   call  me 
anything.     If  you  want  to  attract  my  attention  you  could  just 
say  "  Hst  ! ' — like  that. 

COLONEL.  Right  you  arc.  But  you  won't  make  your 
mother  call  yo\i  Hst. 

COSMO  (sagaciously).     Oh  no — of  course  women  are  different. 
COLONEL.     You  '11  be  very  nice  to  her,  Cosmo  ?     She  had 
to  pinch  and  s^ve  more  than  I  should  have  allowed — to  be  able 
to  send  you  into  the  navy.     We  are  poor  people,  you  know. 
COSMO.     I  've  been  planning  how  to  be  nice  to  her. 
COLONEL.     Good  lad.     Good  lad.  * 

(COSMO  remembers  his  conversation  with  AMY,  and  thought- 
fully hides  the  '  yellow  flowers  '  behind  a  photograph.     This 
may  be  called  one  of  his  plans  for  being  nice  to  mother.) 
(ioSMo.      You  don't  have  your  medals  here,  tathcr  ? 
COLONEL.      No,  I  don't  carry  them  about.      But  your  mother 
docs,  the  goose.     They  are  not  very  grand  ones,  Cobino. 
COSMO  (true  blue).      Yes,  they  arc. 

(Au  aw kivard  silence  falls.      The  COLUNKL  has  so  much  to 
say  that  he  can  only  look  it.     He  looks  it  so  eloquently  that 
COSMO'S  fears  return.     He  summom  the  plan  to  his  help.) 
1  wonder  what  is  in  the  evening  papers.     J,f  you  don't  miad, 
I  '11  cut  out  and  get  one. 

(Before  he  can  cufyfout,  however,  ALICE  is  in  the  roo?ny  the 
picture  of  distress.  No  wonder,  for  even  we  can  hear 
the  baby  howling.) 
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ALICE  (tragically).  My  baby.  Robert,  listen  j  that  is  how 
I  affect  hen 

(COSMO  cowers  unseen.) 

COLONEL.  No,  no,  darling,  it  isn't  you  who  have  made  her 
cry.  She-^she  is  teething.  It 's  her  teeth,  isn't  it  ?  (He 
barks  at  the  nurse,  who  emerges  looking  not  altogether  woeful.) 
Say  it 's  her  teeth,  woman. 

NURSE  (taking  this  as  a  reflection  on  her  charge).  She  had  her 
teeth  long  ago.  * 

ALICE  (the  forlorn).     The  better  to  bite  me  with. 
NURSE  (complacently).     I  don't  understand  it.     She  is  usually 
the  best-tempered  lamb — as  you  may  see  for  yourself,  sir. 

(//  is  an  invitation  that  the  COLONEL  is  eager  to  accept ,  but 
after  one  step  toward  the  nursery  he  is  true  to  ALICE.) 
COLONEL.     I  decline  to  see  her.     I  refuse  to  have  anything 
to  do  with  her  till  she  comes  to  a  more'reasonable  frame  of  mind. 
(The  NURSE  retires,  to  convey  possibly  this  ultimatum  to 
her  charge.) 

ALICE  (in  the  noblest  spirit  of  self-abnegation).  *  Go,  Robert. 
Perhaps  she — will  like  you  better. 

COLONEL.     She  's  a  contemptible  child. 

(But  that  nursery  door  does  draw  him  strongly.  He  finds 
himself  getting  nearer  and  nearer  to  it.  *  /  V/  show  her,' 
with  a  happy  pretence  that  his  object  is  merely  to  enforce 
discipline.  The  forgotten  COSMO  pops  up  again;  the 
COLONEL  introduces  him  with  a  gesture  and  darts  off  to  his 
baby.)  * 

ALICE  (entranced).     My  son  ! 

COSMO  (forgetting  all  plans).     Mother  !     She  envelops  him 
in  her  arms,  worshipping  him,  and  he  likes  it. 
ALICE.     Oh,  Cosmo — how  splendid  you  are  ! 
COSMO  (soothingly).     That 's  all  right,  mother. 
ALICE.     Say  it  again. 
COSMO.     That 's  all  right. 
ALICE.     No,  the  other  word. 
v  COSMO.     Motljcr. 
ALICE.     Again. 

COSMO.     Mother — mother (When  she  has  come  to)  Arc 

you  better  now  ? 

ALICE.     He  is  my  son,  and  he  is  in  uniform. 
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COSMO  (aware  that  allowances  must  be  made).     Yes,  I  know. 

ALICE.     Are  you  glad  to  see  your  mother,  Cosmo  ? 

COSMO.     Rather  !     Will  you  have  some  tea  ? 

ALICE.  No,  no,  I  feel  I  can  do  nothing  for  the  rest  of  my 
life  but  hug  my  glorious  boy.  * 

COSMO.     Of  course,  I  have  my  work. 

ALICE.      His  work  !      Do  the  officers  love  you,  Cosmo  ? 

COSMO  (degraded).     Love  me  !     I  should  think  not. 

ALICE.*  I  should  like  to  ask  them  all  to  come  and  stay 
with  us. 

COSMO  (appalled).  Great  Scott,  mother,  you  can't  do  things 
like  that. 

ALICE.     Can't  I  ?     Are  you  very  studious,  Cosmo  ? 

COSMO  (neatly).  My  favourite  authors  are  William  Shake- 
speare and  William  Milton.  They  are  grand,  don't  you 
think  ? 

ALICE.  I  'm  only  a  woman,  you  see  ;  and  I  'm  afraid  they 
sometimes  bore  me,  especially  William  Milton. 

COSMO  (with  relief).     Do  they  ?     Me,  too. 

ALICE  (on  the  verge  of  tears  again).  But  not  half  so  much  as 
I  bore  my  baby. 

COSMO  (anxious  to  help  her).     What  did  you  do  to  her  ? 

ALICE  (appealingly).  I  couldn't  help  wanting  to  hold  her  in 
my  arms,  could  I,  Cosmo  ? 

COSMO  (full  of  consideration).  No,  of  course  you  couldn't. 
(He  reflects.)  How  did  you  take  hold  of  her  ? 

ALICE.     I  suppose  in  some  clumsy  way. 

COSMO.     Not  like  this,  was  it  ? 

ALICE  (gloomily).     I  dare  say. 

COSMO.      You  should  have  done  it  this  way. 

(He  very  kindly  shows  her  how  to  carry  a  baby.) 

ALICE  (with  becoming  humility).     Thank  you,  Cosmo. 

(He  does  not  observe  the  gleam  in  her  eycy  and  is  in  the  high 
good-humour  that  comes  to  any  man  when  any  woman  asks 
him  to  show  her  how  to  do  anything.) 

COSMO.  If  you  like  I  '11  show  you  with'a  cushion.  You 
see  this  (scoops  it  up)  is  wrong  ;  but  this  (he  does  a  little  sleight  of 
hand)  is  right.  Another  way  is  this,  with  their  head  hanging 
over  your  shoulder,  and  you  holding  on  firmly  to  their  legs. 
You  wouldn't  think  it  was  comfortable,  but  they  like  it. 
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ALICE  (adoring  him).  I  see,  Cosmo.  (She  practises  diligently 
with  the,  cushion.}  First  this  way — then  this. 

COSMO.  That 's  first-class.  It 's  just  a  knack.  You  '11 
soon  pick  it  up. 

ALICE  (practising  on  him  instead  of  the  cushion}.  You  darling 
boy  ! 

COSMO.      I  think  I  hear  a  boy  calling  the  evening  papers. 

ALICE  (clinging  to  him}.  Don't  go.  There  can  be  nothing 
in  the  evening  papers  about  what  my  boy  thinks  of  his  mother. 

COSMO.  Good  lord,  no.  (He  thinks  quickly.}  You  haven't 
seen  Amy  yet.  It  isn't  fair  of  Amy.  She  should  have  been 
here  to  take  some  of  it  off  me. 

ALICE.     Cosmo,  you  don't  mean  that  I  bore  you  too  ! 

(He  is  pained.     It  is  now  he  who  boldly  encircles  her.     But 
his  words  ythough  well meant >art  not  so  happy  as  his  action.} 

COSMO.  I  love  you,  mother  ;  and  I  don't  think  you  're  so 
yellow. 

ALICE  (the  belle  of  many  stations}.  Yellow  ?  (Her  brain 
reels.}  Cosmo,  do  you  think  me  plain  ?  * 

COSMO  (gallantly}.  No,  I  don't.  I  'm  not  otic  of  the  kind 
who  judge  people  by  their  looks.  The  soul,  you  know,  is 
what  I  judge  them  by. 

ALICE.     Plain  ?     Me ! 

COSMO  (the  comforter}.  Of  course  it 's  all  right  for  girls  to 
bother  about  being  pretty.  (He  lures  her  away  from  the  subject.} 
I  can  tell  you  a  funny  thing  about  that.  We  had  theatricals  at 
Osborne  one  night,  and  we  played  a  thing  called  4  The  Royal 
Boots.' 

ALICE  (clapping  her  hands}.     1  played  in  that,  too,  last  ycltr. 

COSMO.      You  ? 

AI.TCE.     Yes.     Why  shouldn't  1  ? 

COSMO.     But  we  did  it  for  fun. 

ALICE.     So  did  we. 

COSMO  (his  views  on  the  universe  crumbling).     You  still  like 
fun  ? 
•  ALICE.     Take'care,  Cosmo. 

COSMO.     But  you  're  our  mother. 

ALICE.     Mustn't  mothers  have  fun  ? 

COSMO  (heavily}.  Must  they  ?  I  see.  You  had  played 
the  dowager. 
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ALICE.    No,  I  didn't.   I  played  the  girl  in  the  Wellington  boots. 
CO&MO  (blinking).     Mother,  I  played  the  girl  in  the  Welling- 
ton boots. 

ALTCE  (happily).     My  son — this  ought  to  bring  us  closer 
together.  l  / 

COSMO  (who  has  not  yet  learned  to  leave  well  alone).     But  the 
reason  I  did  it  was  that  we  were  all  boys.     Were  there  no  young 
ladies  where  you  did  it,  mother  ? 
Af.rcE/     Cosmo. 

(She  is  not  a  tamed  mother  yety  and  in  sudden  wrath  she 

flips  his  face  with  her  hand.     He  accepts  it  as  a  smack. 

The  COLONEL  foolishly  chooses  this  moment  to  make  his 

return.     He  is  in  high  good-humour ,  and  does  not  observe 

that  two  of  his  nearest  relatives  are  glaring  at  each  other.) 

COLONEL  (purring  offensively).      It 's  all   right  now,  Alice  ; 

she  took  to  me  at  once. 

ALICE  (tartly).     Oh,  did  she  ! 

COLONEL.     Gurgled  at  me — pulled  my  moustache. 

ALICE.      I  kope  you  got  on  with  our  dear  son  as  well. 

COLONEL.      Isn't  he  a  fine  fellow? 

ALICE.     /  have  just  been  smacking  his  face. 

(She  sits,  down  and  weeps,  while  her  son  stands  haughtily 
at  attention,) 

COLONEL  (with  a  groan).      Hst,  I  think  you  had  better  go  and 
get  that  evening  paper. 

(COSMO  departs  with  his  flag  flying,  and  the  bewildered 
husband  seeks  enlightenment.) 
Smacked  his  face.      But  why,  Alice  ? 
ALICE.      He  infuriated  me. 
COLONEL.     He  seems  such  a  good  boy. 

ALICE  (the  lowly).     No  doubt  he  is.      It  must  be  very  trying 
to  have  me  for  a  mother. 

COLONEL.     Perhaps  you  were  too  demonstrative  ? 
ALICE.      I   dare  say.     A  woman    he  doesn't  know  !     No 
wonder  I  disgusted  him. 

COLONEL.     I  can't  make  it  out. 

ALICE  (abjectly).      It 's  quite  simple.      He  saw  through  me 
nt  once  ;   so  did  baby. 

(The  COLONEL  flings  up  his  hands.      He  hears  whisperings 
outside  the  door.     He  peeps  and  returns  excitedly.) 
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COLONEL.     Alice,  there  's  a  girl  there  with  Cosmo. 

ALICE,  (on  her  feet ,  with  a  cry).     Amy  ! 

COLONEL  (trembling).     I  suppose  so. 

ALICE  (gripping  him),  Robert,  if  she  doesn't  love  me  I 
shall  die.  \  ' 

COLONEL.  She  will,  she  will.  (But  he  has  grown  nervous.) 
Don't  be  too  demonstrative,  dearest 

ALICE.     I  shall  try  to  be  cold.     Oh,  Amy,  love  me ! 

(AMY  comes,  her  hair  up,  and  is  at  once  in  her  father's  drms. 
Then  she  wants  to  leap  into  the  arms  of  the  mother  who 
craves  for  her.  But  ALICE  is  afraid  of  being  too  demon- 
strative,  and  restrains  herself.  She  presses  AMY'S  hands 
only.) 

ALICE.  It  is  you,  Amy.  How  are  you,  dear  ?  (She 
ventures  at  last  to  kiss  her.)  It  is  a  grpat  pleasure  to  your  father 
and  me  to  see  you  again. 

AMY  (damped).    Thank  you,  mother Of  course  I  have 

been  looking  forward  to  this  meeting  very  much  also. 

ALICE  (shuddering).      It  is  very  sweet  of  you  td  say  so. 

(c  OA,  how  cold,'  they  are  both  thinking,  while  the  COLONEL 
regards  them  uncomfortably.  AMY  turns  to  him.  She 
knows  already  that  there  is  safe  harbourage,  there.) 

AMY.     Would  you  have  known  me,  father  ? 

COLONEL.     I  wonder.     She  's  not  like  you,  Alice  ? 

ALICE.     No.     /  used  to  be  demonstrative,  Amy 

AMY  (eagerly).     Were  you  ? 

ALICE  (hurriedly).     Oh,  I  grew  out  of  it  long  ago. 

AMY  (disappointed  but  sympathetic).  The  wear  and  tear  of 
life. 

ALICE  (wincing).     No  doubt. 

AMY  (making  conversation).     You  have  seen  Cosmo  ? 

ALICE.     Yes. 

AMY  (with  pardonable  curiosity).  What  did  you  think  of 
him  ? 

ALICE.     He — seemed  a  nice  boy 

.  AMY  (hurt).     And  baby  ? 

ALICE.     Yes — oh  yes. 

AMY.     Isn't  she  fat  ? 

ALICE.     Is  she  ? 

(The  NURSE'S  head  intrudes.) 
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NURSE.      If   you    please,   sir — I    think    baby    wants  you 
again1. 

(The  COLONEL'S  face  exudes  complacency,  but  he  has  the 
grace  to  falter.] 

COLONEL.     What  do  you  think,  Alice  ? 

ALICE  (broken  under  the  blow].     By  all  means,  go. 

COLONEL.     Won't  you  come  also  ?     Perhaps  if  I  am  with 
you 

ALICE' (after  giving  him  an  annihilating  look).     No,  I — I  had 
quite  a  long  time  with  her. 

(The  COLONEL  tiptoes  off  to  his  babe  with  a  countenance  of 
foolish  rapture  ;  and  mother  and  daughter  are  alone.) 

AMY  (wishing  her  father  would  come  back).     You  can't  have 
been  very  long  with  baby,  mother. 

ALICE.     Quite  long  enough. 

AMY.  Oh.  (Some  seconds  elapse  before  she  can  speak  again.) 
You  will  have  some  tea,  won't  you  ? 

ALICE.     Thank  you,  dear.     (They  sit  down  to  a  chilly  meal.) 

AMY  (merely  a  hostess).     Both  milk  and  sugar  ? 

ALICE  (merely  a  guest).     No  sugar. 

AMY.     I  hope  you  will  like  the  house,  mother. 

ALICE.  I  ajn  sure  you  have  chosen  wisely.  I  see  you  art* 
artistic. 

AMY.  The  decoration  isn't  finished.  I  haven't  quite 
decided  what  this  room  is  to  be  like  yet. 

ALICE.     One  never  can  tell. 

AMY  (making  conversation).  Did  you  notice  that  there  is  a 
circular  drive  to  the  house  ? 

ALICE.     No,  I  didn't  notice. 

AMY.  That  would  be  because  the  cab  filled  it  ;  but  you  can 
see  it  if  you  are  walking. 

ALICE.  I  shall  look  out  for  it.  (Grown  desperate)  Amy, 
have  you  nothing  more  important  to  say  to  me  ? 

AMY  (faltering).  You  mean — the  keys  ?  Here  they  are  ; 
all  with  labels  on  them.  And  here  are  the  tradesmen's  books. 
They  are  all  paid  up  to  Wednesday.  (She. sadly  lets  them  go. 
They  lie  disregarded  in  her  mother's  lap.) 

ALICE.     Is  there  nothing  else  ? 

AMY  (with  a  flash  of  pride).  Perhaps  you  have  noticed  that 
my  hair  is  up  ? 
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ALICE.     It  so  took  me  aback,  Amy,  when  you  came  into  the 
room.     How  long  have  you  had  it  up  ? 

AMY  (with  large  eyes).     Not  very  long.     I — I  began  only 
to-day. 

ALICE  (imploringly).     Dear,  plit  it  down  again.     You  are 
not  grown  up. 

AMY  (almost  sternly).     I  feel  I  am  a  woman  now. 

ALICE  (abject).     A  woman — you  ?     Am  I  never  to  know 
my  daughter  as  a  girl  ! 

AMY.     You  were  married  before  you  were  eighteen. 

ALICE.     Ah,  but  I  had  no  mother.     And  even  at  that  age 
I  knew  the  world. 

AMY  (smiling  sadly).     Oh,  mother,  not  so  well  as  I  know  it. 

ALICE  (sharply).     What  can  you  know  of  the  world  ? 

AMY  (shuddering).     More,  1   hope,  mother,  than  you  will 
ever  know. 

ALICE  (alarmed).     My  child  !      (Seizing  her)  Amy,  tell  me 
what  you  know. 

AMY.      Don't  ask  me,  please.      I  have  sworn  n&t  to  talk  of  it. 

ALICE.     Sworn  ?     To  whom  ? 

AMY.     To  another. 

(ALICE,  with  a  sinking,  pounces  on  her  daughter's  engagement 
finger  ;   but  it  is  unadorned.) 

ALICE.     Tell  me,  Amy,  who  is  that  other  ? 
'AMY  (bravely).     It  is  our  secret. 

ALICE.     Amy,  I  beg  you 

AMY  (a  heroic  figure).     Dear  mother,  I  am  so  sorry  I  must 
decline. 

ALICE.     You  defy  me  !     (She  takes  hold  of  her  daughters 
shoulders.)     Amy,  you  drive  me  frantic.      If  you  don't  tell  me 

at  once  I  shall  insist  on  your  father Oh,  you 

(//  is  not  to  be  denied  that  she  is  shaking  AMY  when  the 
COLONEL  once  more  intrudes.) 

COLONEL   (aghast).     Good  heavens,   Alice,  again  !     Amy, 
what  does  this  mean  ? 

.AMY  (as  she  runs,  insulted  and  in  tears,  from  the  room).     It 
means,  father,  that  I  love  you  very  much. 

COLONEL  (badgered).     Won't  you  explain,  Alice  ? 

ALICE.     Robert,  I  am  in  terror  about  Amy. 

COLONEL.     Why  ? 
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ALICE.  Don't  ask  me,  dear — not  now — not  till  I  have 
spoken  to  her  again.  (She  clings  to  her  husband.}  Robert, 
there  can't  be  anything  in  it  ? 

COLONEL.     If  you   mean   anything  wrong  with   our    girl, 
there  isn't,  memsahib.     What  great  innocent  eyes  she  has  ! 
ALICE  (eagerly).     Yes,  yes,  hasn't  she,  Robert  ? 
COLONEL.     AH  's  well  with  Amy,  dear. 

ALICE.     Of  course  it  is.      It  was  silly  of  me My  Amy. 

COLOI.RL.     And  mine. 

ALICE.  But  she  seems  to  me  hard  to  understand.  (With  her 
head  on  his  breast)  I  begin  to  feel,  Robert,  that  I  should  have 
come  back  to  my  children  long  ago — or  I  shouldn't  have  come 
back  at  all. 

(The  COLONEL  is  endeavouring  to  soothe  her  when  STEPHEN 

ROLLO  is  shown  in.^     He  is  very  young — too  young  to  be  a 

villain,  too  round-faced ;    but  he  is  all  the  villain  we  can 

provide  for  AMY.     His  entrance  is  less  ostentatious  than  it 

might  be  if  he  knew  of  the  role  that  has  been  assigned  to  him. 

He  thittks  indeed  (sometimes  with  a  sigh)  that  he  is  a  very 

good  young  man  ;  and  the  COLONEL  and  ALICE  (without  the 

sigh)  think  so  too.     jlfter  warm  greetings  :) 

STEVE.     Alice,  I  dare  say  you  wish  me  at  Jericho  ;   but  it 's 

six  months  since  I  saw  you,  and  I  couldn't  wait  till  to-morrow. 

ALICE  (giving  him  her  cheek).      I  believe  there  's  some  one  in 

this  house  glad  to  see  me  at  last  ;  and  you  may  kiss  me  for  that, 

Steve. 

STEVE  (who  has  found  the  cheek  wet).  You  arc  not  telling 
me  they  don't  adore  her  ? 

COLONEL.      I  can't  understand  it. 

STEVE.  But  by  all  the  little  gods  of  India,  you  know,  every 
one  has  always  adored  Alice. 

ALICE  (plaintively).     That 's  why  I  take  it  so  ill,  Steve. 
STEVE.     Can  I  do  anything  ?     See  here,  if  the  house  is 
upside  down  and  you  would  like  to  get  rid  of  the  Colonel  for 
an  hour  or  two,  suppose  he  dines  with  me  to-night  ?      I  'm 
dying  to  hear  all  the  news  of  the  Punjaub  since  I  left. 

COLONEL  (with  an  eye  on  the  nursery  door).  No,  Steve,  I — 
the  fact  is — I  have  an  engagement. 

ALICE  (vindictively).     He  means  he  can't  leave  the  baby. 
STEVE.     It  has  taken  to  him  ? 
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COLONEL  (swaggering).     Enormously. 

ALICE  .(whimpering).  They  all  have.  He  has  stolen  them 
from  me.  He  has  taken  up  his  permanent  residence  in  the 
nursery. 

COLONEL*  Pooh,  fiddle-de-dee!  I  shall  probably  come  round 
to-night  to  see  you  after  dinner,  Steve,  and  bring  memsahib 
with  me.  In  the  meantime 

ALICE  (whose  mind  is  still  misgiving  her  about  AMY).  In  the 
meantime  I  want  to  have  a  word  with  Steve  alone,  Robert.' 

COLONEL.  Very  good.  (Stealing  towards  the  nursery) 
Then  I  shall  pop  in  here  again.  How  is  the  tea  business  prosper- 
ing in  London,  Steve  ?  Glad  you  left  India  ? 

STEVE.  I  don't  have  half  the  salary  I  had  in  India,  but  my 
health  is  better.  How  are  rupees  ? 

COLONEL.  Stop  it.  (He  is  waking,  a  doll  of  his  handkerchief 
for  the  further  subjugation  of  MOLLY.  Pie  sees  his  happy  face  in 
a  looking-glass  and  is  ashamed  of  it.}  Alice,  I  wish  it  was  you 
they  loved. 

ALICE  (with  withering  scorn).     Oh,  go  back  to  your  baby. 
(As  soon  as  the  COLONEL  has  gone  she  turns  anxiously  to 
STEVE.) 
Steve,  tell  me  candidly  what  you  think  of  my  girl. 

STEVE.     But  I  have  never  set  eyes  on  her. 

ALICE.  Oh,  I  was  hoping  you  knew  her  well.  She  goes 
sometimes  to  the  Deans  and  the  Rawlings — all  our  old  Indian 
friends 

STEVE.  So  do  I,  but  we  never  happened  to  be  there  at  the 
bame  time.  They  often  speak  of  her,  though. 

ALICE.     What  do  they  say  ? 

STEVE.     They  are  enthusiastic — an  ideal,  sweet  girl. 

ALICE  (relieved).     I  'm  so  glad.     Now  you  can  go,  Steve. 

STEVE.  It 's  odd  to  think  of  the  belle  of  the  Punjaub  as  a 
mother  of  a  big  girl. 

ALICE.  Don't ;  or  1  shall  begin  to  think  it 's  absurd 
myself. 

•STEVE.  Surely  the  boy  felt  the  spell.  (She  shakes  her  head.) 
But  the  boys  always  did. 

ALICE  (wryly).     They  were  older  boys. 

STEVE.     I  believe  I  was  the  only  one  you  never  flirted  with. 

ALICE  (smiling).     No  one  could  flirt  with  you,  Steve. 
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STEVE    (pondering).      I    wonder    why.     (The    problem    has 
troubled  him  occasionally  for  years.) 
ALICE.      I  wonder. 

STEVE.      I  suppose  there  's  some  sort  of  want  in  me. 
ALICE.     Perhaps   that 's   it.1    No,   it 's   because  /you    were 
always  such  a  good  boy. 

STEVE  (wincing).  I  don't  know.  Sometimes  when  1  saw 
you  all  flirting  I  wanted  to  do  it  too,  but  I  could  never  think  of 
how*  to  kegin.  (With  a  sigh)  I  feel  sure  there  's  something 
pleasant  about  it. 

ALICE.  You  're  a  dear  old  donkey,  Steve,  but  I  'm  glad  you 
came,  it  has  made  the  place  seem  more  like  home.  All  these 
years  I  was  looking  forward  to  home  ;  and  now  I  feel  that 
perhaps  it  is  the  place  I  have  left  behind  me. 

(The  joyous  gurgling^  of  MOLLY  draws  them  to  the  nursery 
door  ;  and  there  they  are  observed  by  AMY  and  GINEVRA 
who  enter  from  the  hall.  The  screen  is  close  to  the  two 
girls,  and  they  have  so  often  in  the  last  week  seen  stage 
figures  fop  behind  screens  that,  mechanically  as  it  were, 
they  pop  behind  this  one.) 

STEVE  (who  little  knows  that  he  is  now  entering  on  the  gay 
career).  Listen  to  the  infant. 

ALICE.  Isn't  it  horrid  of  Robert  to  get  on  with  her  so  well. 
Steve,  say  Robert 's  a  brute. 

STEVE  (as  he  bids  her  good- after  noon).  Of  course  he  is  ;  a 
selfish  beast. 

ALICE.  There's  another  kiss  to  you  for  saying  so.  (The 
doomed  woman  presents  her  cheek  again.) 

STEVE.  And  you  '11  come  to  me  after  dinner  to-night, 
Alice  ?  Here,  I  '11  leave  my  card,  I  'm  not  half  a  mile  from 
this  street. 

ALICE.  I  mayn't  be  able  to  get  away.  It  will  depend  on 
whether  my  silly  husband  wants  to  stay  with  his  wretch  of  a 
baby.  I  '11  see  you  to  the  door.  Steve,  you  're  much  nicer 
than  Robert. 

(With  these  dreadful  'words  she  and  the  libertine  go.  AMY 
and  GINEVRA  emerge  white  to  the  lips ;  or,  at  least,  they 
feel  as  white  as  that.] 

AMY  (clinging  to  the  screen  for  support).     He  kissed  her. 
GINEVRA  (sternly).     He  called  her  Alice. 
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AMY.     She  is  going  to  his  house  to-night.     An  assignation. 

GINEVRA.  They  will  be  chambers,  Amy — they  are  always 
chambers.  And  after  dinner,  he  said — so  he  's  stingy,  too. 
Here  is  his  card  :  '  Mr.  Stephen  Rollo.' 

AMY.      I  have  heard  of  him.     They  said  he  was  a  nice  man. 

GINEVRA.  The  address  is  Kensington  West.  That 's  the 
new  name  for  West  Kensington. 

AMY.     My  poor  father.     It  would  kill  him. 

GINEVRA  (the  master  mind).     He  must  never  know: 

AMY.     Ginevra,  what 's  to  be  done  ? 

GINEVRA.  Thank  heaven,  we  know  exactly  what  to  do. 
It  rests  with  you  to  save  her. 

AMY  (trembling).     You  mean  I  must  go — to  his  chambers  ? 

GINEVRA  (firmly).     At  any  cost. 

AMY.     Evening  dress  ? 

GINEVRA.  It  is  always  evening  dress.  And  don't  be  afraid 
of  his  Man,  dear  ;  they  always  have  a  Man. 

AMY.     Oh,  Gincvra. 

GINEVRA.  First  try  fascination.  You  remember  how  they 
fling  back  their  cloak — like  this,  dear.  If  that  fails,  threaten 
him.  You  must  get  back  the  letters.  There  arc  always 
letters. 

AMY.  If  father  should  suspect  and  follow  ?  They  usually 
do. 

GINEVRA.  Then  you  must  sacrilice  yourself  for  her.  Docs 
my  dearest  falter  ? 

AMY  (pressing  GINKVRA'S  hand).  1  will  do  my  duty.  ( )h, 
Gincvra,  what  things  there  will  be  to  put  in  my  diary  to-night. 


ACT    It 

NIGHT  has  fallen,  and  Amy  is  probably  now  in  her  bedroom, 
fully  arrayed  for  her  dreadful  mission.  She  says  good-bye  to 

her  diary — perhaps  for  aye.  She  steals  from  the  house 

But  we  see  none  of  this.  We  are  transported  to  a  very  different 
scene,  which  (if  one  were  sufficiently  daring)  would  represent 
a  Man's  Chambers  at  Midnight.  There  is  no  really  valid 
excuse  for  shirking  this  scene,  which  is  so  popular  that  every 
theatre  has  it  stowed  away.in  readiness  ;  it  is  capable  of '  setting  ' 
itself  should  the  stage-hands  forget  to  do  so. 

It  should  be  a  handsome,  sombre  room  in  oak  and  dark  red, 
with  sinister  easy-chairs  and  couches,  great  curtains  discreetly 
drawn,  a  door*to  enter  by,  a  door  to  hide  by,  a  carelessly  strewn 
table  on  which  to  write  a  letter  reluctantly  to  dictation,  another 
table  exquisitely  decorated  for  supper  for  two,  champagne  in  an 
ice-bucket,  many  rows  of  books  which  on  close  examination 
will  prove  to  be  painted  wood  (the  stage  Lotharios  not  being 
really  reading  men).  The  lamps  shed  a  diffused  light,  and  one 
of  them  is  slightly  odd  in  construction,  because  it  is  for  knocking 
over  presently  in  order  to  let  the  lady  escape  unobserved. 
Through  this  room  moves  occasionally  the  man's  man,  sleek, 
imperturbable,  announcing  the  lady,  the  lady's  husband,  the 
wotnan  friend  who  is  to  save  them  ;  he  says  little,  but  is 
responsible  for  all  the  arrangements  going  right  ;  before  the 
curtain  rises  he  may  be  conceived  trying  the  lamp  and  making 
sure  that  the  lady  will  not  stick  in  the  door. 

That  is  how  it  ought  to  be,  that  is  how  Amy  has  seen  it 
several  times  in  the  past  week  ;  and  now  that  we  come  to  the 
grapple  we  wish  we  could  give  you  what  you  want,  for  you  do 
want  it,  you  have  been  used  to  it,  and  you  wilt  feel  that  you  ait* 
looking  at  a  strange  middle  act  without  it.  But  Steve  cannot 
have  such  a  room  as  this,  he  has  only  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  a  year,  including  the  legacy  from  his  aunt.  Besides, 
though  he  is  to  be  a.  Lothario  (in  so  far  as  we  can  manage  it)  he 


27O  ALICE    SlT-BY-THE-FlRE  [ACT  II. 

is  not  at  present  aware  of  this,  and  has  made  none  of  the  necessary 
arrangements  :  if  one  of  his  lamps  is  knocked  over  it  will 
certainly  explode  ;  and  there  cannot  be  a  secret  door  without 
its  leading  into  the  adjoining  house.  (Theatres  keep  special 
kinds  of  architects  to  design  their  rooms.)  There  is  indeed  a 
little  cupboard  where  his  crockery  is  kept,  and  if  Amy  is  careful 
she  might  be  able  to  squeeze  in  there.  We  cannot  even  make 
the  hour  midnight  ;  it  is  eight-thirty,  quite  late  enough  for 
her  to  be  out  alone. 

Steve  has  just  finished  dinner,  in  his  comfortable  lodgings. 
He  is  not  even  in  evening  dress,  but  he  does  wear  a  lounge  jacket, 
which  we  devoutly  hope  will  give  him  a  rakish  air  to  Amy's  eyes. 
He  would  undoubtedly  have  put  011  evening  dress  if  he  had 
known  she  was  coming.  His  man,  Richardson,  is  waiting  on 
him.  When  we  wrote  that  we  deliberated  a  long  time.  It 
has  an  air,  and  with  a  little  low  cunning  we  could  make  you 
think  to  the  very  end  that  Richardson  was  a  male.  But  if  the 
play  is  acted  and  you  go  to  see  it,  you  would  be  disappointed. 
Steve,  the  wretched  fellow,  never  had  a  Man,  a*hd  Richardson 
is  only  his  landlady's  slavey,  aged  about  fifteen,  and  wistful  at 
sight  of  food.  We  introduce  her  gazing  at  Steve's  platter  as 
if  it  were  a  fairy  tale.  Steve  has  often  caught  her  with  this 
rapt  expression  on  her  face,  and  sometimes,  as  now,  an  engaging 
game  ensues. 

RICHARDSON  (blinking).     Are  you  finished,  sir  ? 

(To  those  who  know  the  game  this  means ,  *  Are  you  to  leave 
the  other  chop — the  one  sitting  lonely  and  lovely  beneath  the 
dish-cover  ? ') 

STEVE.      Yes.      (In  the  game  this  is  merely  a  tantaliser.) 

RICHARDSON  (almost  sure  that  he  is  in  the  right  mood  and  sending 
out  a  feeler.)     "["hen  am  I  to  clear  ? 

STEVE.     No. 

(This  is  intended  to  puzz/e  her,  but  it  is  a  move  he  has  made 
so  often  that  she  understands  its  meaning  at  once.) 

RICHARDSON  (ta  entranced  giggles}.      He,  he,  he  ! 

STEVE  (vacating  his  seat).     Sit  down. 

RICHARDSON.     Again  ? 

STEVE.     Sit  down,  and  clear  the  enemy  out  of  that  dish. 

(By  the  enemy  he  means  the  other  chop  :  what  a  name  for 
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a  chop.     STEVE  plays  the  part  of  butler.     He  brings  her  a 
plate  from  the  little  cupboard.) 
Dinner  is  served,  madam. 

RICHARDSON  (who  will  probably  be  a  great  duchess  some  day). 
I  don't  mind  if  I  does  have  \  snack.  (She  places  jherself  at  the 
table  after  what  she  conceives  to  be  the  manner  of  the  genteelly 
gluttonous  ;  then  she  quakes  a  little.)  If  Missis  was  to  catch  me. 
(She  knows  that  MISSIS  is  probably  sitting  downstairs  with  her  arms 
folded^  hopeful  of  the  chop  for  herself.) 

STEVE.     You  tuck  in  and  I  '11  keep  watch. 

(He  goes  to  the  door  to  peer  over  the  banisters ;  it  is  all  part  of 
the  game.   RICHARDSON  promptly  tucks  in  with  horrid  relish.) 
RICHARDSON.     What  makes  you  so  good  to  me,  sir  ? 
STEVE.     A  gentleman  is  always  good  to  a  lady. 
RICHARDSON  (preening).     A  lady  ?     Go  on. 
STEVE.     And  when  I  found  that  at  my  dinner  hour  you 
were  subject  to  growing  pains  I  remembered  my  own  youth. 
Potatoes,  madam  ? 

RICHARDSON  (neatly).      If  quite  convenient. 

(The  kindly  young  man  surveys  her  for  some  time  in  silence 
while  she  has  various  happy  adventures.) 
STEVE.     Can  I  smoke,  Richardson  ? 

RICHARDSON.  Of  course  you  can  smoke.  I  have  often 
seen  you  smoking. 

STEVE  (little  aware  of  what  an  evening  the  sex  is  to  give  him). 
But  have  I  your  permission  ? 

RICHARDSON.     You  're  at  your  tricks  again. 
STEVE  (severely).     Have  you  forgotten  already  how  I  told 
y£>u  a  true  lady  would  answer  ? 

RICHARDSON.  I  minds,  but  it  makes  me  that  shy.  (She  has^ 
however ,  a  try  at  it.)  Do  smoke,  Mr.  Rollo,  I  loves  the 
smell  of  it. 

(STEVE  lights  his  pipe  ;  no  real  villain  smokes  a  pipe.) 
STEVE.     Smoking  is  a  blessed  companion  to  a  lonely  devil 
like  myself. 

RICHARDSON.  Yes,  sir.  (Sharply)  Wpuld  you  say  dpvil 
to  a  real  lady,  sir  ? 

(STEVE,  it  may  be  hoped,  is  properly  confused,  but  here  the 
little  idyll  of  the  chop  is  brought  to  a  close  by  the  tinkle  of  a 
bell,  RICHARDSON  springs  to  attention.) 
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That  will  be  the  friends  you  are  expecting  ? 

STEVE.  I  was  only  half  expecting  them,  but  I  dare  say  'you 
are  right."  Have  you  finished,  Richardson  ? 

RICHARDSON.  Thereabouts.  Would  a  real  lady  lick  the 
bone — in  co^ipany,  I  mean  ? 

STEVE.     You  know,  I  hardly  think  so. 
RICHARDSON.     Then  I  'm  finished. 

STEVE  (disappearing}.  Say  I  '11  be  back  in  a  jiffy.  I  need 
brushing,  Richardson. 

(RICHARDSON,  no  longer  in  company,  is  about  to  hold  a  last 
friendly  communion  with  the  bone  when  there  is  a  knock  at 
the  door,  followed  by  the  entrance  of  a  mysterious  lady.  Tou 
could  never  guess  who  the  lady  is,  so  we  may  admit  at  once 
that  it  is  MISS  AMY  GREY.  AMY  is  in  evening  dress — her 
only  evening  dress — and  over  it  is  the  cloak,  which  she  is 
presently  to  fling  back  with  staggering  effect.  Just  now  her 
pale  face  is  hiding  behind  the  collar  of  it,  for  she  is  quaking 
inwardly  though  strung  up  to  a  terrible  ordeal.  The  room 
is  not  as  she  expected,  but  she  knows  that  men  we  cunning*} 
AMY  (frowning).  Are  these  Mr.  Rollo's  chambers  ?  The 
woman  told  me  to  knock  at  this  door. 

(She  remembers  with  a  certain  satisfaction  that  the  woman 
had  looked  at  her  suspiciously.) 

RICHARDSON  (the  tray  in  her  hand  to  give  her  confidence). 
Yes,  ma'am.  He  will  K-  down  in  a.  minute,  ma'am.  He  is 
expecting  you,  ma'am. 

(Expecting  her,  is  he  !     AMY  smiles  the  bitter  smile  of 
knowledge.} 

AMY.  We  shall  sec-.  (She  looks  about  her.)  (Sharply) 
Where  is  his  man  ? 

RICHARDSON  (with  the  guilt  of  the  chop  on  her  conscience). 
What  man  ? 

AMY  (brushing  this  subterfuge  aside).  His  man.  They 
always  have  a  man. 

RICHARDSON  (with  sp'n it).      He  is  a  man  himself. 
AMY.     Come,  girl  ;   who  waits  on  him  ? 

RICHARDSON.       Me. 

AMY  (rather  daunted).  No  man  ?  Very  strange.  (For- 
tunately she  sees  the  two  plates.)  Stop.  (Her  eyes  glisten.) 
Two  persons  have  hern  dining  here  !  (RICHARDSON  begins  to 
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tremble.)     Why  do  you  look  so  scared  ?     Was  the  other  a 
gentleman  ? 

RICHARDSON.     Oh,  ma'am. 

AMY  (triumphantly).  It  w^s  not  !  (But  her  triumph  gives 
way  to  bewilderment,  for  she  knows  that  when  she  left  ttie  house  her 
mother  was  still  in  it.  Then  who  can  the  visitor  have  been  ?) 
Why  are  you  trying  to  hide  that  plate  ?  Was  it  a  lady  ?  Girl, 
tell  me  was  it  a  lady  ? 

RICHARDSON  (at  bay).     He — he  calls  her  a  lady. 

AMY  (the  omniscient).     But  you  know  better  ! 

RICHARDSON.     Of  course  I  know  she  ain't  a  real  lady. 

AMY.  Another  woman.  And  not  even  a  lady.  (She  has 
no  mercy  on  the  witness.)  Tell  me,  is  this  the  first  time  she  has 
dined  here  ? 

RICHARDSON  (fixed  by  AJ^Y'S  eye).  No,  ma'am — I  meant  no 
harm,  ma'am. 

AMY.  I  am  not  blaming  you.  Can  you  remember  how 
often  she  has  dined  here  ? 

RICHARDSON.  Well  can  I  remember.  Three  times  last 
week. 

AMY.     Three  times  in  one  week  !      Monstrous. 

RICHARDSON  (with  her  gown  to  her  eyes).  Yes,  ma'am  ;  I 
see  it  now. 

AMY  (considering  and  pouncing).  Do  you  think  she  is  an 
adventuress  ? 

RICHARDSON.     What 's  that  ? 

AMY.      Does  she  smoke  cigarettes  ? 

RICHARDSON  (rather  spiritedly).     No,  she  don't. 

AMY  (taken  aback).     Not  an  adventuress. 

(She  wishes  GINEVRA  were  here  to  help  her.     She  draws 
upon  her  stock  of  knowledge.) 

Can  she  be  secretly  married  to  him  ?     A  wife  of  the  past  turned 
up  to  blackmail  him  ?     That 's  very  common. 

RICHARDSON.     Oh,  ma 'am,  you  are  terrifying  me. 

AMY.  I  wasn't  talking  to  you.  You  may  go.  Stop.  How 
long  had  she  been  here  before  I  came  ? 

RICHARDSON.     She — Her  what  you  arc  speaking  about 

AMY.  Come,  I  must  know.  (The  terrible  admission  refuses 
to  pass  RICHARDSON'S  lips,  and  of  a  sudden  AMY  has  a  dark 
suspicion.)  Has  she  gone  ?  Is  she  here  now  ? 
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RICHARDSON.     It  was  just  a  chop.     What  makes  you  so 
grudging  of  a  chop  ? 

AMY.      I  don't  care  what  they  ate.     Has  she  gone  ? 
RICHARDSON.     Oh,  ma'am. 

(Tfte  little  maid,  bearing  £he  dishes,  backs  to  the  door,  opens 
it  with  her  foot,  and  escapes  from  this  terrible  visitor.  The 
drawn  cm-tains  attracts  AMY'S  eagle  eye,  and  she  looks  behind 
them.  There  is  no  one  there.  She  pulls  open  the  doof  of 
the  cupboard  and  says  firmly,  c  Come  out*  No  one  comes. 
She  peeps  into  the  cupboard  and  finds  it  empty.  A  cup- 
board and  no  one  in  it.  How  strange.  She  sits  down 
almost  in  tears,  wishing  very  much  for  the  counsel  of 
GINEVRA.  Thus  STEVE  finds  her  when  he  returns.) 

STEVE.     I  'm  awfully  glad,  Alice,  that  you 

(He  stops  abruptly  at  sight  of  a  strange  lady.     As  for  AMY, 
the  word  (  Alice  '  brings  her  to  her  feet.} 
AMY.     Sir.     (A  short  remark  but  withering.} 
STEVE.     I  beg  your  pardon.     I  thought — the  fact  is  that  I 

expected You  see  you  are  a  stranger  to  'me — my  name 

is  Rollo — you  are  not  calling  on  me,  are  you  ?  (AMY  inclines  her 
head  in  a  way  that  GINEVRA  and  she  have  practised.  Then  she 
flings  back  her  cloak  as  suddenly  as  an  expert  may  open  an  umbrella. 
Having  done  this  she  awaits  results.  STEVE,  however,  has  no 
knowledge  of  how  to  play  his  part ;  he  probably  favours  musical 
comedy.  He  says  lamely :}  I  still  think  there  must  be  some 
mistake. 

AMY  (in  italics}.     There  is  no  mistake. 

STEVE.     Then  is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you  ? 

AMY  (ardently}.     You  can  do  so  much. 

STEVE.     Perhaps  if  you  will  sit  down 

(AMY  decides  to  humour  him  so  far.      She  would  like  to  sit 
in  the  lovely  stage  wayy  when  they  know  so  precisely  where 
the  chair  is  that  they  can  sit  without  a  glance  at  it.     But  she 
dare  not,  though  GINEVRA  would  have  risked  it.     STEVE 
is  emboldened  to  say  :} 
the  way,  you*  have  not  told  me  your  name. 
AMY   (nervously}.     If  you  please,   do   you   mind   my   not 
telling  it  ? 

STEVE.     Oh,  very  well.     (First  he  thinks  there  is  something 
innocent  about  her  request,  and  then  he  wonders  if  '  innocent *  is 
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the  right  word.)     Well,  your  business,  please  ?  (he  demands,  like 
the  man  of  the  world  he  hopes  some  day  to  be). 

AMY.     Why  are  you  not  in  evening  dress  ? 

STEVE  (taken  aback).     Does  that  matter  ? 

AMY  (though  it  still  worries  her),     I  suppose  not. 

STEVE  (with  growing  stiffness).  Your  business,  if  you  will 
be  so  good  ? 

(AMY  advances  upon  him.     She  has  been  seated  in  any  case 
as  long  as  they  ever  do  sit  on  the  stage  on  the  same  chair.) 

AMY.     Stephen  Rollo,  the  game  is  up. 

(She  likes  this  ;  she  will  be  able  to  go  on  now.) 

STEVE  (recoiling  guiltily,  or  so  she  will  describe  it  to  GINEVRA). 
What  011  earth 

AMY  (suffering  from  a  determination  from  the  mouth,  of  phrases 
she  has  collected  in  Jive  .theatres).  A  chance  discovery,  Mr. 
Stephen  Rollo,  has  betrayed  your  secret  to  me. 

STEVE  (awed).  My  secret  ?  What  is  it  ?  (He  rushes 
rapidly  through  a  well-spent  youth.) 

AMY  (riskffig  a  good  deal).  It  is  this  :  that  woman  is  your 
wife. 

STEVE.     What  woman  ? 

AMY.     The  woman  who  dined  with  you  here  this  evening. 

STEVE.     With  me  ? 

AMY  (icily).  This  is  useless  ,  as  I  have  already  said,  the 
game  is  up. 

STEVE  (glancing  in  a  mirror  to  make  sure  he  is  still  the  same 
person).  You  look  a  nice  girl,  but  dash  it  all !  Whom  can  you 
be  taking  me  for  ?  Tell  me  some  more  about  myself. 

•AMY.  Please  desist.  I  know  everything,  and  in  a  way  I  am 
sorry  for  you.  All  these  years  you  have  kept  the  marriage  a 
secret,  for  she  is  a  horrid  sort  of  woman,  and  now  she  has  come 
back  to  blackmail  you.  That,  however,  is  not  my  affair. 

STEVE  (with  unexpected  power  of  irony).  Oh,  I  wouldn't 
say  that. 

AMY.  I  do  say  it,  Mr.  Stephen  Rollo.  I  shall  keep  your 
secret 

STEVE.     Ought  you  ? 

AMY.  — on  one  condition,  and  on  one  condition  only, 
that  you  return  me  the  letters. 

STEVE.     The  letters  ? 
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AMY.     The  letters.  t 

(STEVE  walks  the  length  of  his  room,  regarding  her  sideways.) 

STEVE.  Look  here,  honestly  I  don't  know  what  you  are 
talking  about.  You  know,  I  co^ild  be  angry  with  you,  but  I 
feel  sure  ydu  are  sincere. 

AMY.      Indeed  I  am. 

STEVE.  Well,  then,  I  assure  you  on  my  word  of  honour  that 
no  lady  was  dining  with  me  this  evening,  and  that  I  have^  vo 
wife. 

AMY  (blankly).     No  wife  !     You  are  sure  ?     Oh,  think  ! 

STEVE.     I  swear  it. 

AMY.      I  am  very  sorry.      (She  sinks  dispiritedly  into  a  chair.) 

STEVE.  Sorry  I  have  no  wife  ?  (She  nods  through  her  tears.) 
Don't  cry.  How  could  my  having  a  wife  be  a  boon  to  you  ? 

AMY  (plaintively).  It  would  have  put  you  in  the  hollow  of 
my  hands. 

STEVE  (idiotically).      And  they  are  nice  hands,  too. 

AMY  (with  a  consciousness  that  he  might  once  upon  a  time  have 
been  saved  by  a  good  woman).  I  suppose  that  is  *now  you  got 
round  her. 

STEVE  (stamping  his  foot).  Haven't  I  told  you  that  she 
doesn't  exist  ? 

AMY.      I  don't  mean  her — I  mean  her 

(lie  decides  that  she  is  a  little  crazy.) 

STEVE  (soothingly).  Come  now,  we  won't  go  into  that  again. 
It  was  just  a  mistake  ;  and  now  that  it  is  all  settled  and  done 
with,  I  '11  tell  you  what  we  shall  do.  You  will  let  me  get  you 

a  cab (She  shakes  her  head.)     I  promise  not  to  listen  to 

the  address  ;    and  after  you  have  had  a  good  night  you — yfm 
will  see  things  differently. 

AMY  (ashamed  of  her  momentary  weakness ,  and  deciding  not  to 
enter  it  in  the  diary).  You  are  very  clever,  Mr.  Stephen  Rollo, 
but  I  don't  leave  this  house  without  the  letters. 

STEVE  (groaning).      Are  they  your  letters  ? 

AMY.  How  dare  you  !  They  are  the  letters  written  to 
ycru,  as  you  well  kivow,  by 

STEVE  (eagerly).     Yes  ? 

AMY.  — by  a  certain  lady.  Spare  me  the  pain,  if  you  are 
a  gentleman,  of  having  to  mention  her  name. 

STKVK  (sulkily).     Oh,  all  right. 


ACT  II.]  ALICE    SlT-JiY-THE-FlRE  277 

AMY.  She  is  to  pass  out  of  your  life  to-night.  To-morrow 
you  go  abroad  for  a  long  time. 

STEVE  (with  excusable  warmth}.  Oh,  do  I  !  Where  am 
I  going  ? 

AMY.      We  thought 

STEVE.     We  ? 

AMY.  A  friend  and  I  who  have  been  talking  it  over.  We 
thought  of  Africa — to  shoot  big  game. 

STEVE  (humouring  her).      You  must  be  very  fond  of  this  lady. 

AMY,      1  would  die  for  her. 

STEVE  (feeling  that  he  ought  really  to  stick  up  a  little  for  himself). 
After  all,  am  I  so  dreadful  ?  Why  shouldn't  she  love  me  ? 

AMY.     A  married  woman  ! 

STEVE  (gratified).     Married  ? 

AMY.  How  can  you  play  with  me  so,  sir  ?  She  ib  my 
mother. 

STEVE.      Your  mother  ?     Fond  of  me  ! 

AMY.      How  dare  you  look  pleased  ! 

STEVE.  I^m  not — I  didn't  mean  to.  1  siy,  1  wish  you 
would  tell  me  who  you  are. 

AMY.      As  if  you  didn't  know. 

STEVE  (in  a  dream).  Fond  of  me  !  I  can't  believe  it. 
(Rather  wistfully)  How  could  she  be  ? 

AMY.  It  was  all  your  fault.  Such  men  as  you — pitiless 
men — you  made  her  love  you. 

STEVE  (still  elated).      Do  you  think  1  am  that  kind  of  man  ? 

AMY.  C  )h,  sir,  let  her  go.  You  arc  strong  and  she  is  weak. 
Think  of  her  poor  husband,  and  give  me  back  the  letters. 

•STEVE.     On    my    word    of    honour (Here    arrives 

RICHARDSON,  so  anxious  to  come  that  she  is  propelled  into  the  room 
like  a  ball.)     What  is  it  ? 

RICHARDSON.  A  gentleman  downstairs,  sir,  wanting  to  see 
you. 

AMY  (saying  the  right  thing  at  once).  He  must  not  find  me 
here.  My  reputation 

STEVE.  I  can  guess  who  it  is.  Let  me  think.  (He  is  reatty 
glad  of  the  interruption.)  See  here,  I  '11  keep  him  downstairs 
for  a  moment.  Richardson,  take  this  lady  to  the  upper  landing 
until  I  have  brought  him  in.  Then  show  her  out. 

RICHARDSON.     Oh,  lor'  ! 
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AMY  (rooting  herself  to  the  floor}.     The  letters  ! 

STEV£f  (as  he  goes}.  Write  to  me,  write  to  inc.  1  must 
know  more  of  this. 

RICHARDSON.     Come  quick,  miss. 

AMY  (fixing  her}.  You  are  not  deceiving  me  ?  You  are 
i>ure  it  isn't  a  lady  ? 

RICHARDSON.  Yes,  miss — he  said  his  name  was  Colonel 
Grey. 

(GINEVRA  would  have  known  that  it  must  be  the  husband^ 
but  for  the  moment  AMY  is  appalled.} 

AMY  (quivering}.      Can  he  suspect  ! 

RICHARDSON  (who  has  her  own  troubles}.     About  the  chop  ? 

AMY.      If  she  should  come  while  he  is  here  ! 

RICHARDSON.      Come  along,  miss.     What 's  the  matter  ? 

AMY.     I  can't  go  away.      I  am  notrgoing. 

(She  darts  into  the  cupboard.  It  is  as  if  she  had  heard 
GINEVRA  cry,  '  Amy*  the  cupboard.'} 

RICHARDSON  (tugging  at  the  closed  door}.  Come  out  of  that. 
I  promised  to  put  you  on  the  upper  landing.  You  can't  go 
hiding  in  there,  lady. 

AMY  (peeping  out}.  I  can  and  I  will.  Let  go  the  door.  J 
came  here  expecting  to  have  to  hide. 

(She  closes  the  door  as  her  father  enters  with  STEVK.  The 
COLONEL  is  chatting^  but  his  host  sees  that  RICHARDSON  is 
in  distress.} 

STEVE  (who  thinks  that  the  lady  has  been  got  rid  of}.  What  isS 
it? 

RICHARDSON.     Would  you  speak  with  me  a  minute,  sir  ? 

STEVE  (pointedly}.  Go  away.  You  have  some  work  to  ..to 
on  the  stair.  Go  and  do  it.  I  'in  sorry,  Colonel,  that  you 
didn't  bring  Alice  with  you. 

COLONEL.     She  is  coining  on  later. 

STEVE.     Good. 

COLONEL.  I  have  come  from  Pall  Mall.  Wanted  to  look 
in  at  the  club  once  more,  so  I  had  a  chop  there. 

.RICHARDSON  (with  the  old  sinking}.     A  chop  ! 

(She  departs  with  her  worst  suspicions  confirmed.} 

STEVE  (as  they  pull  their  chairs  nearer  to  the  fire}.  Is  Alice 
coming  on  from  home  ? 

COLONEL.      Yes,    that 's    it.     (He    stretches    out    his    legs.} 
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Steve,  home  is  the  best  club  in  the  world.     Such  jolly  fellows 
all  the  members  ! 

STEVE.     You  haven't  come  here  to  talk  about  your  con- 
founded baby  again,  have  you  ? 

COLONEL  (apologetically).      It  you  don't  mind. 

STEVE.      I  do  mind. 

COLONEL.     But  if  you  feel  you  can  stand  it. 

STEVE.     You  are  my  guest,  so  go  ahead. 

COLONEL.     She  fell  asleep,  Steve,  holding  my  finger. 

STEVE.     Which  finger  ? 

COLONEL.     This  one.      As   Alice   would   say,   c  Soldiering 
done,  baby  begun.' 

STEVE.      Poor  old  chap. 

COLONEL.      I  have  been  through  a  good  deal  in  my  time, 
Steve,  but  that  is  the  biggest  thing  I  have  ever  done. 

STEVE.      Have  a  cigar  ? 

COLONEL.     Brute  !     Thanks. 

(Here  AMY,  who  cannot  hear  when  the  door  h  closed  >  opens 
it  slightly.  The  COLONEL  is  presently  aware,  that  STEVE 
is  silently  smiling  to  himself.  The  COLONEL  ?nakes  a  happy 
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STEVE  (blandly).     To  tell  the  truth,  I  was  thinking  of  one. 

COLONEL.     She  seems  to  be  a  nice  girl. 

s'i  EVE.     She  is  not  exactly  a  girl. 

COLONEL  (twinkling).     Very  fond  of  you,  Steve  ? 

STEVE.  I  have  the  best  of  reasons  for  knowing  that  she  is. 
(IV  e  may  conceive  AMY'S  feelings  though  we  cannot  see  her.)  On 
my^oul,  Colonel,  I  think  it  is  the  most  romantic  affair  I  ever 
heard  of.  I  have  waited  long  for  a  romance  to  come  into  my 
life,  but  by  Javers,  it  has  come  at  last. 

COLONEL.     Graters,  Steve.      Does  her  family  like  it  ? 

STEVE  (cheerily).     No,  they  are  furious* 

COLONEL.     But  why  ? 

STEVE  (judiciously).     A  woman's  secret,  Colonel. 

COLONEL.     Ah,  the  plot  thickens.     Do  I  kjiow  her  ? 

STEVE.     Not  you. 

COLONEL.      I  mustn't  ask  her  name  ? 

STEVE  (with  presence  of  mind).  I  have  a  very  good  reason  for 
not  telling  you  her  name. 
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COLONEL.  So  ?  And  she  is  not  exactly  young  ?  Twice 
your  age,  Steve  ?  ' 

STEVE  (with  excusable  heat).  Not  at  all.  But  she  is  of  the 
age  when  a  woman  knows  her  own  mind — which  makes  the 
whole  affair  extraordinarily  flattering.  (With  undoubtedly  a 
shudder  of  disgust  AMY  closes  the  cupboard  door.  STEVE  continues 
to  behave  in  the  ?nost  gallant  manner.)  You  must  not  quiz  me. 
Colonel,  for  her  circumstances  are  such  that  her  partiality  for 
me  puts  her  in  a  dangerous  position,  and  I  would  go  to  the  stake 
rather  than  give  her  away. 

COLONEL.     Quite  so. 

(He  makes  obeisance  to  the  beauty  of  the  sentiment  >  and  then 
proceeds  to  an  examination  of  the  hearthrug.} 

STEVE.     What  arc  you  doing  ? 

COLONEL.  Trying  to  find  out  for  myself  whether  she  comes 
here. 

STEVE.  How  can  you  find  that  out  by  crawling  about  my 
carpet  ? 

COLONEL.  I  am  looking  for  hairpins — (triumphantly  holding 
up  a  lady's  glove) — and  I  have  found  one  ! 

(They  have  been  too  engrossed  to  hear  the  bell  ring,  but  now 
voices  are  audible.) 

STEVE.     There  is  some  one  coming  up. 

COLONEL.  Perhaps  it  is  she^  Steve  !  No,  that  is  Alice's 
voice.  Catch,  you  scoundrel  (and  he  tosses  him  the  glove. 
ALICE  is  shown  in,  and  is  warmly  acclaimed.  She  would  not  feel 
so  ?nuch  at  ease  if  she  hieiv  who,  hand  on  heart,  has  recognised  her 
through  the  pantry  keyhole). 

STEVE  (as  he  makes  ALICE  comfortable  by  the  fire).  How*  did 
you  leave  them  at  home  ? 

ALICE  (relapsing  into  gloom).     All  hating  me. 

STEVE.  This  man  says  that  home  is  the  most  delightful  club 
in  the  world. 

ALICE.  I  am  not  a  member  ;  I  have  been  blackballed  by  my 
own  baby.  Robert,  I  dined  in  state  with  Cosmo,  and  he  was  so 
«ulky  that  he  ate  his  fish  without  salt  rather  than  ask  me  to  pass  it. 

COLONEL.     Where  was  Amy  ? 

ALICE.  Amy  said  she  had  a  headache  and  went  to  bed.  I 
spoke  to  her  through  the  door  before  I  came  out,  but  she 
wouldn't  answer. 
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COLONEL.     Why  didn't  you  go  in,  mcmsahib  ? 
ALICE.     I  did  venture  to  think  of  it,  but  she  had  locked  the 
door.     Robert,  I  really  am  worried  about  Amy.     She  seems 
to  me  to  behave  oddly.     There  can't  be  anything  wrong  ? 
COLONEL.     Of  course  not,  Alice — eh,  Steve  ? 
STEVE.     Bless  you,  no. 

ALICE  (smiling).     It 's  much  Steve  knows  about  women. 
STEVE.      I  'm  not  so  unattractive  to  women,  Alice,  as  you 
think. 

ALICE.     Listen  to  him,  Robert  ! 

COLONEL.  What  he  means,  my  dear,  is  that  you  should  see 
him  with  elderly  ladies. 

ALICE.     Steve,  this  to  people  who  know  you. 

(Here  something  happens  to  AMY'S  skirt.     She  has  opened 
the  door  to  hear,  then  in  alarm  shut  it,  leaving  a  fragment 
of  skirt  caught  in  the  door.     There,  unseen,  it  bides  its  time.) 
STEVE  (darkly).      Don't  be  so  sure  you  know  me,  Alice. 
COLONEL  (enjoying  himself).     Let  us  tell  her,  Steve  !      I  am 
dying  to  tell  h<?r. 

STEVE  (grandly).     No,  no. 

COLONEL.  We  mustn't  tell  you,  Alice,  because  it  is  a  woman's 
secret — a  poor  little  fond  elderly  woman.  Our  friend  is  very 
proud  of  his  conquest.  See  how  he  is  ruffling  his  feathers.  I 
shouldn't  wonder,  you  know,  though  you  and  I  are  in  the  way 
to-night. 

(But  ALICE'S  attention  is  directed  in  another  direction  :  to 
a  little  white  object  struggling  in  the  clutches  of  a  closed  door 
at  the  back  of  the  room.  STEVE  turns  to  see  what  she  is 
looking  at,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  door  opens  sufficiently 
to  allow  a  pretty  hand  to  obtrude,  seize  the  kitten,  or  what- 
ever it  was,  and  softly  reclose  the  door.  For  one  second 
ALICE  did  think  it  might  be  a  kitten,  but  she  knows  now  that 
it  is  part  of  a  woman's  dress.  As  for  STEVE  thus  suddenly 
acquainted  with  his  recent  visitor's  whereabouts,  his  mouth 
opens  wider  than  the  door.  He  appeals  mutely  to  ALICE 
not  to  betray  his  strange  secret  to  the  COLONEL.) 
ALICE  (with  dancing  eyes).  May  I  look  about  me,  Steve  ? 
I  have  been  neglecting  your  room  shamefully. 

STEVE  (alarmed,  for  he  knows  the  woman).  Don't'  get  up, 
Alice  ;  there  is  really  nothing  to  see. 
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(But  she  is  already  making  the  journey  of  the  room,,  and 
drawing  nearer  to  the  door.) 
ALICE  (playing  with  him).     I  like  your  clock. 
STEVE.      It  is  my  landlady's.    .Nearly  all  the  things  are  hers. 
Do  come  back  to  the  fire. 

ALICE.      Don't  mind  me.     What  does  this  door  lead  into  ? 
STEVE.     Only  a  cupboard. 
ALICE.     What  do  you  keep  in  it  ? 
STEVE.     Merely  crockery — that  sort  of  thing. 
ALICE.      I  should  like  to  see  your  crockery,  Steve.     Not  one 
little  bit  of  china  ?     May  I  peep  in  ? 

COLONEL  (who  is  placidly  smoking,  with  his  back  to  the  scene  of 
the  drama).  Don't  mind  her,  Steve  ;  she  never  could  see  a 
door  without  itching  to  open  it. 

(ALICE  opens  the  door,  and  sees  AMY  standing  there  with 
her  finger  to  her  lips  *  just  as  they  stood  in  all  the  Jive  plays. 
GINEVRA  could  not  have  posed  her  better.) 
Well,  have  you  found  anything,  memsahib  ? 

(It  has  been  the  great  shock  of  ALICE'S  life,  Jand  she  sways. 
But  she  shuts  the  door  before  answering  him.) 
ALICE  (with  a  terrible  look  at  STEVE).     Just  a  dark  little  cup- 
board. 

(STEVE,  not  aware  that  it  is  her  daughter  who  is  in  there, 
wonders  why  the  lighter  aspect  of  the  incident  has  ceased  so 
suddenly  to  strike  her.  She  returns  to  the  fire,  but  not 
to  her  chair.  She  puts  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  her 
husband ;  a  great  grief  for  him  is  welling  up  in  her 
breast.) 

COLONEL  (so  long  used  to  her  dear  impulsive  ways).  Hullo  ! 
We  mustn't  let  on  that  we  are  fond  of  each  other  before  com- 
pany. 

STEVE  (meaning  well,  though  he  had  better  have  held  his  tongue). 
I  don't  count ;   I  am  such  an  old  friend. 
ALICE  (slowly).     Such  an  old  friend  ! 

(Her  husband  sees  that  she  is  struggling  with  some 
emotion.) 

COLONEL.     Worrying  about  the  children  still,  Alice  ? 
ALICE  (glad  to  break  down  openly).     Yes,  yes,  I  can't  help  it, 
Robert. 

COLONEL  (petting  her).     There,  there,  you  foolish  woman. 
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Joy  will  come  in  the  morning  ;   I  never  was  surer  of  anything. 
Would  you  like  me  to  take  you  home  now  ? 

ALICE.     Home.     But,  yes,  I — let  us  go  home. 

COLONEL.     Can  we  have  a  <fab,  Steve  ? 

STEVE.  I  '11  go  down  and  whistle  one.  Alice,  I  m  awfully 
sorry  that  you — that  I 

ALICE.     Please,  a  cab. 

(But  though  she  is  alone  with  her  husband  now  she  does  not 
know  what  she  wants  to  say  to  him.  She  has  a  passionate 
desire  that  he  should  not  learn  who  is  behind  that  door.} 

COLONEL  (pulling  her  toward  him).  I  think  it  is  about  Amy 
tlint  you  worry  most. 

ALICE.     Why  should  I,  Robert  ? 

COLONEL.     Not  a  jot  of  reason. 

ALICE.  Say  again,  Robert,  that  everything  is  sure  to  come 
right  just  as  we  planned  it  would. 

COLONEL.     Of  course  it  will. 

ALICE.  Robert,  there  is  something  I  want  to  tell  you. 
You  know  hbw  dear  my  children  are  to  me,  but  Amy  is 
the  dearest  of  all.  She  is  dearer  to  me,  Robert,  than  you 
yourself. 

COLONEL.     Very  well,  memsahib. 

ALICE.  Robert  dear,  Amy  has  come  to  a  time  in  her  life 
when  she  is  neither  quite  a  girl  nor  quite  a  woman.  There  arc 
dark  places  before  us  at  that  age  through  which  we  have  to  pick 
our  way  without  much  help.  I  can  conceive  dead  mothers 
haunting  those  places  to  watch  how  their  child  is  to  fare  in 
them.  Very  frightened  ghosts,  Robert.  I  have  thought  so 
long  of  how  I  was  to  be  within  hail  of  my  girl  at  this  time, 
holding  her  hand — my  Amy,  my  child. 

COLONEL.     That  is  just  how  it  is  all  to  turn  out,  my  Alice1. 

ALICE  (shivering).      Yes,  isn't  it,  isn't  it  ? 

COLONEL,     You  dear  excitable,  of  course  it  is. 

ALICE  (like  one  defying  him).  But  even  though  it  were  not, 
though  I  had  come  back  too  late,  though  my  daughter  had 
become  a  woman  without  a  mother's  guidance*,  though  she  were* 
a  bad  woman 

COLONEL.     Alice. 

ALICE.  Though  some  cur  of  a  man — Robert,  it  wouldn't 
affect  my  love  for  her,  I  should  love  her  more  than  ever.  If  all 
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others  turned  from  her,  if  you  turned  from  her,  Robert — how 
I  should  love  her  then. 

COLONEL.     Alice,  don't  talk  of  such  things. 

(But  she  continues  to  talk  of  them,  for  she  sees  that  the  door 
is  ajar^  and  what  she  says  now  is  really  to  comfort  AMY. 
Every  word  of  It  is  a  kiss  for  AMY.) 

ALICE  (smiling  through  her  fears].  I  was  only  telling  you 
that  nothing  could  nuke  any  difference  in  my  love  for  Amy. 
That  was  all  ;  and,  of  course,  if  she  has  ever  been  a  little  foolish, 
light-headed — at  that  age  one  often  is — why,  a  mother  would 
soon  put  all  that  right ;  she  would  just  take  her  girl  in  her  arms 
and  they  would  talk  it  over,  and  the  poor  child's  troubles  would 
vanish.  (Still  for  AMY'S  comfort)  And  do  you  think  I  should 
repeat  any  of  Amy's  confidences  to  you,  Robert  ?  (Gaily)  Not 
a  word,  sir  !  She  might  be  sure  of  that. 

COLONEL,  A  pretty  way  to  treat  a  father.  But  you  will 
never  persuade  me  that  there  is  any  serious  flaw  in  Amy. 

ALICE.      I  '11  never  try,  dear. 

COLONEL.  As  for  this  little  tantrum  of  locking  herself  into 
her  room,  however,  we  must  have  it  out  with  her. 

ALICE.     The  first  thing  to-morrow. 

COLONEL.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  first  thing  the  moment  we 
get  home. 

ALICE  (flow  up  against  a  new  danger).  You  forget,  dear, 
that  she  has  gone  to  bed. 

COLONEL.     We  '11  soon  rout  her  out  of  bed. 

ALICE.     Robert  !     You  forget  that  she  has  locked  the  door. 

COLONEL.  Sulky  little  darling.  I  dare  say  she  is  crying  her 
eyes  out  for  you  already.  But  if  she  doesn't  open  that  door 
pretty  smartly  I  '11  force  it. 

ALICE.     You  wouldn't  do  that  ? 

COLONEL.     Wouldn't  I  ?     Oh  yes,  1  would. 

(Thus  ALICE  has  another  problem  to  meet  ^uhen  STEVF 
returns  from  his  successful  quest  for  a  cab.) 

Thank  you,  Steve,  you  will  excuse  us  running  off,  I  know. 
Alice  is  all  nerves  to-night.     Come  along,  dear. 

ALICE  (signing  to  the  puzzled  STEVE  that  he  must  somehow  get 
the  lady  out  of  the  house  at  once).  There  is  no  such  dreadful 
hurry,  is  there  ?  (She  is  suddenly  interested  in  some  photographs 
on  the  wall.)  Are  you  in  this  group,  Steve  ? 
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STEVE.     Yes,  it  is  an  old  school  eleven. 

ALICE.     Let  us  see  if  we  can  pick  Steve  out,  Robert., 

COLONEL.     Here  he  is,  the  one  with  the  ball. 

ALICE.  Oh  no,  that  can't  ^)e  Steve,  surely.  Isn't  this  one 
more  like  him  ?  Come  over  here  under  the  light.  ' 

(STEVE  has  his  moment  at  the  door>  but  it  is  evident  from  his 
face  that  the  hidden  one  scorns  his  blandishments.  So  he 
signs  to  ALICE.) 

COLONEL.     This  is  you,  isn't  it,  Steve  ? 

STEVE.     Yes,  the  one  with  the  ball. 

COLONEL.     I  found  you  at  once.     Now,  Alice,  your  cloak. 

ALICE.  I  feel  so  comfy  where  I  am.  One  does  hate  to 
leave  a  fire,  doesn't  one.  (She  hums  gaily  a  snatch  of  a  song.} 

COLONEL.     The  woman  doesn't  know  her  own  mind. 

ALICE.  You  remember  we  danced  to  that  once  on  my 
birthday  at  Simla. 

(She  shows  him  how  they  danced  at  Simla.) 

COLONEL  (to  STEVE,  zvho  is  indeed  the  more  bewildered  of  the 
two).  And  a'few  minutes  ago  I  assure  you  she  was  weeping 
on  my  shoulder  ! 

ALICE.  You  were  so  nice  to  me  that  evening,  Robert — I 
gave  you  a  dance.  (She  whirls  him  gaily  round.) 

COLONEL.     You  flibberty-gibbet,  you  make  me  dizzy. 

ALICE.     Shall  we  sit  out  the  rest  of  the  dance  ? 

COLONEL.     Not  I.     Come  along,  you  unreasonable  thing. 

ALICE.  Unreasonable.  Robert,  I  have  a  reason.  I  want 
to  sec  whether  Amy  will  come. 

COLONEL.     Come  ? 

STEVE.     Come  here  ? 

ALICE.  I  didn't  tell  you  before,  Robert,  because  T  had  so 
little  hope  ;  but  I  called  to  her  through  the  door  that  1  was 
coming  here  to  meet  you,  and  I  said,  *  1  don't  believe  you  have 
a  headache,  Amy  ;  I  believe  you  have  locked  yourself  in  there 
because  you  hate  the  poor  mother  who  loves  you,'  and  1  begged 
her  to  come  with  me.  I  said,  '  If  you  won't  come  now,  come 
after  me  and  make  me  happy.' 

COLONEL.      But  what  an  odd  message,  Alice  ;  so  unlike  you. 

ALICE.  Was  it  ?  I  don't  know.  I  always  find  it  so  hard, 
Robert,  to  be  like  myself. 

COLONEL.     But,  my  dear,  a  young  girl. 
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ALICE.  She  could  have  taken  a  cab  ;  I  gave  her  the  acldress. 
Don't  be  so  hard,  Robert,  I  am  teaching  you  to  dance.  (She  is 
of  with  him  again.) 

COLONEL.     Steve,  the  madcap 

(HJ  falls  into  a  chair,  but  sees  the  room  still  going  round. 
It  is  ALICE'S  chance  ;  she  pounces  upon  AMY'S  hand,  whirls 
her  out  of  the  hiding-place,  and  seems  to  greet  her  at  the 
other  door.) 

ALICE.     Amy  ! 

COLONEL  (jumping  up).     Not  really?     Hullo  !     I  never  for 

a  moment It  was  true,  then.     Amy,  you  are  a  good 

little  girl  to  come. 

AMY  (to  whom  this  is  a  not  unexpected  step  in  the  game).  Dear 
father. 

STEVE  (to  whom  it  is  a  very  unexpected  step  indeed).  Amy  ! 
Is  this — your  daughter,  Alice  ? 

ALICE  (wondering  at  the  perfidy  of  the  creature).  I  forgot  that 
you  don't  know  her,  Steve. 

STEVE.     But  if — if  this  is  your  daughter — you  &re  the  mother. 

ALICE.     The  mother  ? 

COLONEL  (jovially).  Well  thought  out,  Steve.  He  is  a 
master  mind,  Alice. 

STEVE.     But — but 

(Mercifully  AMY  has  not  lost  her  head.  She  is  here  to 
save  them  all.) 

AMY.      Introduce  me,  father. 

COLONEL.     He  is  astounded  at  our  having  such  a  big  girl. 

STEVE  (thankfully).     Yes,  that 's  it. 

COLONEL.  Amy,  my  old  friend,  Steve  Rollo — Steve, « this 
is  our  rosebud. 

STEVE  (blinking).      How  do  you  do  ? 

AMY  (sternly}.     How  do  you  do  ? 

COLONEL.     But,  bless  me,  Amy,  you  are  a  swell. 

AMY  (flushing).     It  is  only  evening  dress. 

COLONEL.  I  bet  she  didn't  dress  for  us,  Alice  ;  it  was  all 
done  for  Steve. 

ALICE.     Yes,  for  Steve. 

COLONEL.  But  don't  clutch  me,  chicken,  clutch  your 
mother.  Steve,  why  are  you  staring  at  Alice  ? 

(IVe  knoiu  why  he  is  staring  at  ALICE,  but  of  course  he  is  too 
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gallant  a  gentleman  to  tell.     Besides^  his  astonishment  has 
1  dazed  him.) 

STKVE.     Was  I  ? 

ALICE  (with  her  arms  extended).  Amy,  don't  be  afraid 
of  me. 

AMY  (going  into  them  contemptuously).     I  'm  not. 

COLONEL  (badgered).     Then  kiss  and  make  it  up. 

(AMY  bestows  a  cold  kiss  upon  her  mother.  ALICE  weeps.) 
This  is  too  much.  Just  wait  till  I  get  you  home.  Are  you 
both  ready  ? 

(//  is  then  that  AMY  makes  her  first  mistake.  The  glove 
that  the  COLONEL  has  tossed  to  STEVE  is  lying  on  a  chair, 
and  she  innocently  begins  to  put  it  on.  Her  father  stares 
at  her  ;  his  wife  does  not  know  why.) 

ALICE.  We  are  ready,  Robert.  Why  don't  you  come  ? 
Robert,  what  is  it  ? 

COLONEL  (darkening).  Steve  knows  what  it  is  ;  Amy  doesn't 
as  yet.  The  simple  soul  has  given  herself  away  so  innocently 
that  it  is  almoSu  a  shame  to  take  notice  of  it.  But  I  must,  Steve. 
Come,  man,  it  can't  be  difficult  to  explain. 

(In  this  STEVE  evidently  differs  from  him.) 

ALICE.      Robert,  you  frighten  me. 

COLONEL.  Still  tongue-tied,  Steve.  Before  you  came  here, 
Alice,  I  found  a  lady's  glove  on  the  floor. 

ALICE  (quickly).     That  isn't  our  affair,  Robert. 

COLONEL.  Yes  ;  I  '11  tell  you  why.  Amy  has  just  put  on 
that  glove. 

ALICE.      It  isn't  hers,  dear. 

COLONEL.  Do  you  deny  that  it  is  yours,  Amy  ?  (AMY  has 
no  answer  to  this.)  Is  it  unreasonable,  Steve,  to  ask  you  when 
my  daughter,  with  whom  you  profess  to  be  unacquainted,  gave 
you  that  token  of  her  esteem  ? 

STEVE  (helpless).     Alice. 

COLONEL.     What  has  Alice  to  do  with  it  ? 

AMY  (to  the  rescue).     Nothing,  nothing,  I  swear. 

COLONEL.  Has  there  been  something  going  on  that  I  don't 
understand  ?  Are  you  in  it,  Alice,  as  well  as  they  ?  Why 
has  Steve  been  staring  at  you  so  ? 

AMY  (knowing  so  well  that  she  alone  can  put  this  matter  right). 
Mother,  don't  answer. 
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STEVE.  If  I  could  see  Alice  alone  for  a  moment, 
ColoneJ 

ALICE.     Yes. 

COLONEL,  No.  Good  heavens,  what  are  you  all  conceal- 
ing ?  Is  Amy — my  Amy — your  elderly  lady,  Steve  ?  Was 
that  some  tasteful  little  joke  you  were  playing  on  your  old 
friend,  her  father  ? 

STEVE.     Colonel,  I 

AMY  (preparing  for  the  great  sacrifice}.  I  forbid  him  to 
speak. 

COLONEL.     Tou  forbid  him. 

ALICE.     Robert,  Robert,  let  me  explain.     Steve 

AMY.  Mother,  you  must  not,  you  dare  not.  (Grandly] 
Let  all  fall  on  me.  It  is  not  true,  father,  that  Mr.  Rollo  and  I 
were  strangers  when  you  introduced  us. 

ALICE  (wailing}.     Amy,  Amy  ! 

AMY  (with  a  touch  of  the  sublime}.  It  is  my  glove,  but  it  had 
a  right  to  be  here.  He  is  my  affianced  husband. 

(Perhaps,  but  it  is  an  open  question,  STEVE  is  the  one  who  is 
?nost  surprised  to  hear  this.  He  seems  to  want  to  say 
so?ncthing  on  the  subject,  but  a  look  of  entreaty  from  ALICE 
silences  him.} 

COLONEL.      Alice,  did  you  hear  her  ? 

ALICE.  Surely  you  don't  mean,  Robert,  that  you  are  not 
glad  ? 

COLONEL  (incredulous}.     Is  that  how  you  take  it  ? 

ALICE  (heart-broken).  How  I  take  it  !  I  am  overjoyed. 
Don't  you  see  how  splendid  it  is  ;  our  old  friend  Steve. 

COLONEL  (glaring  at  him}.     Our  old  friend,  Steve.  ,. 

(As  for  AMY,  that  pale-faced  lily -,  for  the  moment  she  stands 
disregarded.  Never  mind ;  GINEVRA  will  yet  do  her 
justice.) 

ALICE.  Oh,  happy  day  !  (Brazenly  she  takes  STEVE'S  two 
hands.)  Robert,  he  is  to  be  our  son. 

COLONEL.  You  are  very  clever,  Alice,  but  do  you  really 
think  I  believe  that  this  is  no  shock  to  you  ?  Oh,  woman,  why 
has  this  deception  not  struck  you  to  the  ground  ? 

ALICE.  Deception  ?  Amy,  Steve,  I  do  believe  he  thinks 
that  this  is  as  much  a  surprise  to  me  as  it  is  to  him  !  Why, 
Robert,  I  have  known  about  it  ever  since  I  saw  Amy  alone  this 
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afternoon.     She  told  me  at  oiice.     Then  in  came  Steve,  and 

he 

COLONEL.      Is  it  as  bad  as  that  ? 
ALICE.     As  what,  dear  ? 
COLONEL.      That  my  wife  must  lie  to  me  ? 
ALICE.     Oh,  Robert. 

COLONEL.  I  am  groping  only,  but  I  can  see  now  that  you 
felt  there  was  something  wrong  from  the  first.  How  did  you 
find  out  ? 

ALICE  (imploringly).  Robert,  they  are  engaged  to  be  married  ; 
it  was  foolish  of  them  not  to  tell  you  ;  but,  oh,  my  dear,  leave 
it  at  that. 

COLONEL.      Why  did  you  ask  Amy  to  follow  us  here  r 
ALICE.     So  that  we  could  all  be  together  when  we  broke  it 
to  you,  dear. 

COLONEL.  Another  lie  !  My  shoulders  are  broad  ;  why 
shouldn't  I  have  it  to  bear  as  well  as  you  ? 

ALICE.     There  is  nothing  to  bear  but  just  a  little  folly. 
COLONEL.      Folly  !      And   neither   of  them  able   to   say   a 
word  ? 

(Indeed  they  are  very  cold  lovers  ;  AMY'S  lip  is  curled  at 
STEVE.  To  make  matters  worse  >  the  cupboard  door,  which 
has  so  far  had  the  decency  to  remain  quiet,  now  presumes  to 
have  its  say.  It  opens  of  itself  a  few  inches^  creaking 
guiltily.  Three  people  are  so  startled  that  a  new  suspicion 
is  roused  in  the  fourth.) 

ALICE  (who  can  read  his  face  so  well}.  She  wasn't  there, 
Robert,  she  wasn't. 

COLONEL.      My    God  !      I    understand    now  ;     she    didn't 
follow  us  ;  she  hid  there  when  I  came. 
ALICE.     No,  Robert,  no. 

(He  goes  into  the  cupboard  and  returns  with  something  in 
his  hand ',  which  he  gives  to  AMY.) 
COLONEL.      Your  other  glove,  Amy. 

ALICE.  I  can't  keep  it  from  you  any  longer,  Robert  ;  I 
have  done  my  best.  (She  goes  to  AMY  to  protect  her.)  But 
Amy  is  still  my  child. 

('  What  a  deceiver ,'  AMY  is  thinking.) 

COLONEL.  Well,  sir,  still  waiting  for  that  interview  with 
my  wife  before  you  can  say  anything  ? 
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STEVE  (a  desperate  fellow).     Yes. 

ALICE.  You  will  have  every  opportunity  of  explaining, 
Steve,  many  opportunities  ;  but  in  the  meantime — -just  now, 
please  go,  leave  us  alone.  (Stamping  her  foot)  Go,  please. 

(STEVE  has  had  such  an  evening  of  it  that  he  clings  dizzily 

to  the  one  amazing  explanation,  that  ALICE  loves  him  not 

wisely  but  too  well.     Never  will  he  betray  her,  never.) 

STEVE  (with  a  meaning  that  is  lost  on  her  but  is  very  evident  to 

the  other  lady  present}.     Anything  you  ask  me  to  do,  Alice, 

anything.      I   shall    go   upstairs  only,  so    that  if  you    want 

ALICE.  Oh,  go.  (He  goes,  wondering  whether  he  is  a  villain 
or  a  hero,  which  is  perhaps  a  pleasurable  state  of  mind.} 

COLONEL.  You  are  wondrous  lenient  to  him  ;  I  shall  have 
more  to  say.  As  for  this  girl — look  at  her  standing  there,  she 
seems  rather  proud  of  herself. 

ALICE.  It  isn't  really  hardness,  Robert.  It  is  because  she 
thinks  that  you  are  hard.  Robert,  dear,  I  want  you  to  go  away 
too,  and  leave  Amy  to  me.  Go  home,  Robcyt  ;  we  shall 
follow  soon. 

COLONEL  (after  a  long  pause}.     If  you  wish  it. 

ALICE.     Leave  her  to  her  mother. 

(When  he  has  gone  AMY  leans  across  the  top  of  a  chair, 
sobbing  her  little  heart  away.  ALICE  tries  to  take  her — 
the  whole  of  her — in  her  arms,  but  is  rebuffed  with  a 
shudder.} 

AMY.     I  wonder  you  can  touch  me. 

ALICE.  The  more  you  ask  of  your  mother  the  more  she  has 
to  give.  It  is  my  love  you  need,  Amy  ;  and  you  can  draw 
upon  it,  and  draw  upon  it. 

AMY.      Pray  excuse  me. 

ALICE.  How  can  you  be  so  hard  !  My  child,  I  am  not 
saying  one  harsh  word  to  you.  I  am  asking  you  only  to  hide 
your  head  upon  your  mother's  breast. 

AMY.     I  decline. 

ALICE.  Take  care,  Amy,  or  I  shall  begin  to  believe  that  your 
father  was  right.  '  What  do  you  think  would  happen  if  I  were 
to  leave  you  to  him  ! 

AMY.      Poor  father! 

ALICE.      Poor  indeed  with  such  a  daughter. 
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AMY.      He  has  gone,  mother  ;    so  do  you  really  think  you 
need  keep  up  this  pretence  before  me  ? 

ALICE.     Amy,  what  you  need  is  a  whipping. 

AMY.      You  ought  to  know  what  I  need. 

(The  agonised  mother  again  tries  to  envelop  her  unnatural 
child.} 

ALICE.     Amy,  Amy,  it  was  all  Steve's  fault. 

AMY  (struggling  as  with  a  boa  constrictor}.     You   needn't 
expect  me  to  believe  that. 

ALICE.     No  doubt  you  thought  at  the  beginning  that  he  was 
a  gallant  gentleman. 

AMY.     Not  at  all  ;     I   knew  he  was  depraved   from   the 
moment  I  set  eyes  on  him. 

ALICE.     My  Amy  !     Then  how — how 

AMY.      Ginevra  knew  too. 

ALICE.     She  knew  ! 

AMY.     We  planned  it  together — to  treat  him  in  the  same 
way  as  Sir  Harry  Paskill  and  Ralph  Devereux. 

ALICE.     Amy,  you  are  not  in  your  senses.      You  don't  mean 
that  there  were  others  ? 

AMY.     There  was  Major — Major — I  forget  his  name,  but 
he  was  another. 

ALICE  (shaking  her}.     Wretched  girl. 

AMY.     Leave  go. 

ALICE.      How  did  you  get  to  know  them  ? 

AMY.     To  know  them  ?     They  are  characters  in  plays. 

ALICE  (bereft).     Characters  in  plays  ?     Plays  ! 

AMY.     We  went  to  five  last  week. 

(Wild  hopes  spring  up  in  ALICE'S  breast.} 

ALICE.     Amy,  tell  me  quickly,  when  did  you  see  Steve  for 
the  first  time  ? 

AMY.     When  you  were  saying  good-bye  to  him  this  after- 
noon. 

ALICE.      Can  it  be  true  ? 

AMY.     Perhaps  we  shouldn't  have  listened  ;  but  they  always 
listen  when  there  is  a  screen. 

ALICE.      Listened  ?     What  did  you  hear  ? 

AMY.     Everything,  mother  !     We  saw  him  kiss  you  and 
heard  you  make  an  assignation  to  meet  him  here. 

ALICE.     I  '11  whip  you  directly  ;   but  go  on,  darling. 
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AMY  (childishly).  You  shan't  whip  inc.  (Then  once,  more 
heroic)  'As  in  a  flash  Gincvra  and  I  saw  that  there  was  only 
one  way  to  save  you.  I  must  go  to  his  chambers,  and  force  him 
to  return  the  letters.  t 

ALICE  (inspired).     My  letters  ? 

AMY.  Of  course.  He  behaved  at  first  as  they  all  do — 
pretended  that  he  did  not  know  what  T  was  talking  about.  At 
that  moment,  a  visitor  ;  I  knew  at  once  that  it  must  be  the 
husband  ;  it  always  is,  it  was  ;  I  hid.  Again  a  visitor.  I 
knew  it  must  be  you,  it  was  ;  oh,  the  agony  to  me  in  there. 
I  was  wondering  when  he  would  begin  to  suspect,  for  I 
knew  the  time  would  come,  and  1  stood  i  eady  to  emerge  and 
sacrifice  myself  to  save  you. 

ALICE.     As  you  have  done,  Amy  ? 

AMY.     As  I  have  done. 

(Once  more  the  arms  go  round  her.) 
I  want  none  of  that. 

ALICE.  Forgive  me.  (A  thought  comes  to  AIJCE  that  en- 
thralls her.)  Steve  !  Does  he  know  what  you  think — about 
me  ? 

AMY.     I  had  to  be  open  with  him. 

ALICE.  And  Steve  believes  it  ?  He  thinks  tlut  I — 1 — 
Alice  Grey — oh,  ecstasy  ! 

AMY.      You  need  not  pretend. 

ALICE.     What  is  to  be  done  ? 

AMY.  Though  I  abhor  him  1  must  marry  him  for  aye. 
Ginevra  is  to  be  my  only  bridesmaid  We  are  both  to  wear 
black. 

ALICE  (sharply).  You  are  sure  you  don't  rather  like  iiim, 
Amy  ? 

AMY.     Mother  ! 

ALICE.  Amy,  weren't  you  terrified  to  come  alone  to  the 
rooms  of  a  man  you  didn't  even  know  ?  Some  men 

AMY.  I  was  not  afraid.  I  am  a  soldier's  daughter  ;  and 
Ginevra  gave  me  this. 

(She  produces  a  tiny  dagger.     This  is  altogether  too  much 
for  ALICE.) 

ALICE.     My  darling  ! 

(She  does  have  the  babe  in  her  arms  at  lasty  and  now  AMY 
clings  to  her.      This  is  very  sweet  to  ALICE  ;   but  she  knows 
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that  if  she  tells  AMY  the  truth  at  once  its  first  effect  will  be  to 
make  the  dear  one  feel  ridiculous.     How  can  ALIJJE  hurt 
her  AMY  so,  AMY  who  has  such  pride  in  having  saved  her  ?) 
You  do  love  me  a  little,  Amy,|don't  you  ? 

AMY.      Yes,  yes. 

ALICE.     You  don't  think  I  have  been  really  bad,  dear  ? 

AMY.     Oh,  no,  only  foolish. 

ALICE.     Thank  you,  Amy. 

AMY  (nestling  still  closer).     What  are  we  to  do  now,  dear 
dear  mother  ? 

(ALICE  has  a  happy  idea  ;    but  that,  as  the  novelists  say, 
deserves  a  chapter  to  itself.) 


ACT  III 

WE  are  back  in  the  room  of  the  diary.  The  diary  itself  is  not 
visible  ;  it  is  tucked  away  in  the  drawer,  taking  a  nap  while  it 
may,  for  it  has  much  to  chronicle  before  cockcrow.  Cosmo 
also  is  asleep,  on  an  ingenious  arrangement  of  chairs.  Ginevra 
is  sitting  bolt  upright,  a  book  on  her  knee,  but  she  is  not  reading 
it.  She  is  seeing  visions  in  which  Amy  plays  a  desperate  part. 
The  hour  is  late  ;  every  one  ought  to  be  in  bed. 

Cosmo  is  perhaps  dreaming  that  he  is  back  nt  Osborne,  for 
he  calls  out,  as  if  in  answer  to  a  summons,  that  he  is  up  and  nearly 
dressed.  He  then  raises  his  head  and  surveys  Ginevra. 

COSMO.      Hullo,  you  'vc  been  asleep. 

GINEVRA.     How  like  a  man. 

COSMO.  I  say,  I  thought  you  were  the  one  who  had  stretched 
herself  out,  and  that  I  was  sitting  here  very  quiet,  so  as  not  to 
waken  you. 

GINEVRA.     Let  us  leave  it  at  that. 

COSMO.  Huffy,  aren't  you  !  Have  they  not  come  back 
yet? 

GINEVRA.  Not  they.  And  half-past  eleven  has  struck.  I 
oughtn't  to  stay  any  longer  ;  as  it  is,  I  don't  know  what  my 
landlady  will  say. 

(She  means  that  she  does  know.) 

COSMO.  I  '11  see  you  to  your  place  whenever  you  like.  My 
uniform  will  make  it  all  right  for  you. 

GINEVRA.  You  child.  But  I  simply  can't  go  till  I  know 
what  has  happened.  Where,  oh  where,  can  they  be  ? 

COSMO.  That 's  all  right.  Father  told  you  he  had  a  message 
from  mother  saying  that  they  had  gone  to  the  theatre. 

GINEVRA.     But  why  ? 

COSMO.     Yes,  it  seemed  to  bother  him,  too. 

GINEVRA.     The  theatre.     That  is  what  she  said. 

(Here  COSMO  takes  up  a  commanding  position  on  the  hearth- 
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rug  ;  it  could  not  be  bettered  unless  with  a  mar  in  the 
mouth.} 

COSMO.  Look  here,  Miss  Dunbar,  it  may  be  that  I  have  a 
little  crow  to  pick  with  mother  when  she  comes  back,  but  I 
cannot  allow  any  one  else  to  say  a  word  against  her.  Com- 
prenez  ? 

(GINEVRA'S  reply  is  lost  to  the  world  because  at  this  moment 
AMY'S  sparkling  eyes  show  round  the  door.     How  softly  she 
must  have  crossed  the  little  hall  !) 
GINEVRA.     Amy,  at  last  ! 

AMY.  Sh  !  (She  speaks  to  some  one  unseen]  There  are  only 
Ginevra  and  Cosmo  here. 

(Thus  encouraged  ALICE  enters.  Despite  her  demeanour 
they  would  see,  if  they  kmo  her  better •,  that  she  has  been 
having  a  good  time,  and  is  in  hopes  that  it  is  not  ended  yet. 
She  comes  in,  as  it  were,  under  AMY'S  guidance.  GINEVRA 
is  introducedy  and  ALICE  then  looks  to  AMY  for  instructions 
what  to  do  next. 

AMY  (encouragingly}.     Sit  down,  mother. 
ALICE.     Where  shall  I  sit,  dear  ?     (AMY  gives  her  the  nicest 
chair  in  the  room.)     Thank  you,  Amy.     (She  is  e?nboldened  to 
address  her  son.)     Where  is  your  father,  Cosmo  ? 

(COSMO  remembers  his  slnp,  and  that  he  has  sworn  to  con- 
verse with  her  no  more.     He  indicates^  however,  that  his 
father  is  in  the  room  overhead.     ALICE  meekly  accepts  the 
rebuff. 
Shall  I  go  to  him,  Amy  ? 

AMY  (considerately).  If  you  think  you  feel  strong  enough, 
ntother. 

ALICE.      You  have  given  me  strength. 

AMY.      I  am  so  glad.     (She  strokes  her  mother  soothingly.) 
What  will  you  tell  him  ? 
ALICE.     All,  Amy — all,  all. 
AMY.     Brave  mother. 

ALICE.  Who  could  not  be  brave  with  such  a  daughter  !  (On 
reflection)  And  with  such  a  son  ! 

(Helped  by  encouraging  words  from  AMY  she  departs  on  her 
perilous  enterprise.  The  tzvo  conspirators  would  now  give 
a  handsome  competence  to  COSMO  to  get  him  out  of  the  room. 
He  knows  //,  and  sits  doivn.) 
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COSMO.     I  say,  what  is  she  going  to  tell  father  ?  « 

AMY  (Vu/M  a  despairing  glance  at  GINEVRA).     Oh,  nothing. 
GINEVRA  (with  a  clever  glance  at  AMY).     Cosmo,  you  pro- 
mised to  see  me  home.  ' 

COSMO  (the  polite).     Right-o  ! 
GINEVRA.      But  you  haven't  got  your  boots  on. 
COSMO.      I  won't  be  a  minute.     (He  pauses  at  the  door.)     I 
say,  I  believe  you  're  trying  to  get  rid  of  me.     Look  here,  I 
won't  budge  till  you  tell  me  what  mother  is  speaking  about  to 
father. 

AMY.     It  is  about  the  drawing-room  curtains. 
COSMO.     Good  lord  ! 

(As  soon  as  he  has  gone  they  rush  at  each  other  ;  they  don't 
embrace  ;  they  stop  when  their  noses  are  an  inch  apart, 
and  then  talk.  This  is  the  stage  way  for  lovers.  It  is 
difficult  to  accomplish  without  rubbing  noses>  but  they  have 
both  been  practising.} 

GINEVRA.      Quick,  Amy,  did  you  get  the  letters  ? 
AMY.     There  are  no  letters. 

(GINFVRA  is  so  taken  aback  that  her  nose  bobs.  Otherwise 
the  two  are  absolutely  motionless.  She  cleverly  recovers 
herself.} 

GINEVRA.    No  letters  ;  how  unlike  life.     You  are  quite  sure  ? 
AMY.     I  have  my  mother's  word  for  it. 
GINEVRA.     Is  that  enough  ? 
AMY.      And  you  now  have  mine. 
GINEVRA.     Then  it  hadn't  gone  far  ? 

AMY.  No,  merely  a  painful  indiscretion.  But  if  father  had 
known  it  —  you  know  what  husbands  are.  * 

GINEVRA.  Yes,  indeed.  Did  he  follow  her  ?  (AMY  nods.) 
Did  you  hide  ?  (AMY  nods  again.) 

AMY.  Worse  than  that,  Ginevra.  To  deceive  him  I  had 
to  pretend  that  I  was  the  woman.  And  now  —  Ginevra,  can 
you  guess  -  ? 

(Here  they  have  to  leave  off  doing  noses.     On  the  stage  it 
can  be  done  for  ever  so  much  longer  ',  but  only  by  those  who 
are  paid  accordingly.} 
GINEVRA.     You  don't  mean  -  ? 
AMY.     I  think  I  do,  but  what  do  you  mean  ? 
GINEVRA.     I  mean  —  the  great  thing. 
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AMY.  Then  it  is,  yes.  Glnevra,  I  am  affianced  to  the  man, 
Steve  ! 

(GINKVRA  could  here  quickly  drink  a  glass  of  water  ij  there 
was  one  in  the  room.)     \ 

GINEVRA  (wandering  round  her  old  friend).  You  seem  the 
same,  Amy,  yet  somehow  different. 

AMY  (rather  complacently).  That  is  just  how  I  feel.  But  I 
must  not  think  of  myself.  They  arc  overhead,  Ginevra. 
There  is  an  awful  scene  taking  place — up  there.  She  is  telling 
father  all. 

GINEVRA.     Confessing  ? 

AMY.  Everything — in  a  noble  attempt  to  save  me  from  a 
widowed  marriage. 

GINEVRA.      But  I  thought  she  was  such  a  hard  woman. 

AMY.  Not  really.  To  the  world  perhaps  ;  hut  I  have 
softened  her.  All  she  needed,  Ginevra,  to  bring  out  her  tiner 
qualities  was  a  strong  nature  to  lean  upon  ;  and  she  says  that 
she  has  found  it  in  me.  At  the  theatre  and  all  the  way  home 

GINEVRA.  «  Then  you  did  go  to  the  theatre.      Why  ? 

AMY  (feeling  that  GINKVRA  is  very  young).  Need  you  ask  ? 
Oh,  Ginevra,  to  see  if  we  could  find  a  happy  ending.  It  was 
mother's  idea. 

GTNEVRA.     Which  theatre  ? 

AMY.  1  don't  know,  but  the  erring  wife  confessed  all — in 
one  of  those  mousselines-de-soie  that  are  so  fashionable  this  year  ; 
and  mother  and  1  sat — clasping  each  other's  hands,  praying  it 
might  end  happily,  though  we  didn't  see  how  it  could. 

GINEVRA.      How  awful  for  you.     What  did  the  husband  do  ? 
.AMY.      He  was  very  calm  and  white.      He  went  out  of  the 
room  for  a  moment,  and  came  back  so  white.     Then  he  sat 
down  by  the  fire,  and  nodded  his  head  three  times. 

GINEVRA.      I  think  I  know  now  which  theatre  it  was. 

AMY.  He  asked  her  coldly — but  always  the  perfect  gentle- 
man  

GINEVRA.     Oh,  that  theatre  ! 

AMY.      He  asked  her  whether  he  was  to  gp  or  she. 

GINEVRA.     They  must  part  ? 

AMY.  Yes.  She  went  on  her  knees  to  him,  and  said, fc  Are 
we  never  to  meet  again  ?  '  and  he  replied  huskily,  '  Never.' 
Then  she  turned  arid  went  slowly  towards  the  door. 
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GINEVRA  (clutching  her).     Am</,  was  that  the  end  ? 

AMY.  \  The  audience  sat  still  as  death,  listening  for  the  awful 
click  that  brings  the  curtain  down. 

GINEVRA  (shivering).     I  seem  to  hear  it. 

AMY.     At  that  moment 

GINEVRA.     Yes,  yes  ? 

AMY.  The  door  opened,  and,  Ginevra,  their  little  child — 
came  in — in  her  night-gown. 

GINEVRA.     Quick. 

AMY.  She  came  toddling  down  the  stairs — she  was  bare- 
footed— she  took  in  the  whole  situation  at  a  glance — and,  run- 
ning to  her  father,  she  said,  *  Daddy,  if  mother  goes  away  what 
is  to  become  of  me  ?  '  (AMY  gulps  and  continues.)  Arid  then 
she  took  a  hand  of  each  and  drew  them  together  till  they  fell 
on  each  other's  breasts,  and  then — oh,  Ginevra,  then — click  ! 
— and  the  curtain  fell. 

GINEVRA  (when  they  are  more  composed).  How  old  was  the 
child  ?. 

AMY.     Five.     She  looked  more. 

GINEVRA  (her  brows  knitted).  Molly  is  under  two,  isn't 
she? 

AMY.     She  is  not  quite  twenty  months. 

GINEVRA.     She  couldn't  possibly  do  it. 

AMY.  No  ;  I  thought  of  that.  But  she  couldn't,  you 
know,  even  though  she  was  held  up.  Mother  couldn't  help 
thinking  the  scene  was  a  good  omen,  though.  (They  both  look 
at  the  ceiling  again.)  How  still  they  are. 

GINEVRA.      Perhaps  she  hasn't  had  the  courage  to  tell. 

AMY.      If  so,  I  must  go  on  with  it. 

GINEVRA  (feeling  rather  small  beside  AMY).     Marry  him  ? 

AMY.  Yes.  I  must  dree  my  weird.  Is  it  dree  your  weird, 
or  weird  your  dree  ? 

GINEVRA.  I  think  they  both  do.  (She  does  not  really  care  ; 
nobler  thoughts  are  surging  within  her.)  Amy,  why  can't  I 
make  some  sacrifice  as  well  as  you  ? 

(AMY  seems  about  to  make  a  somewhat  grudging  reply y  but 
the  unexpected  arrival  of  the  man  who  has  so  strangely  won 
her  seals  her  lips.) 

AMY.     You!   (with  a  depth  of  meaning).     Oh,  sir  ! 

STEVE  (the  most  nervous  of  the  company).    I  felt  I  must  come. 
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Miss;;  Grey,  I  am  in  the  greatfcst  distress,  as  the  unhappy  cause 
of  all  this  trouble.  ' 

AMY  (coldly).     You  should  have  thought  of  that  before. 

STEVE.  It  was  dense  of  mfe  not  to  understand  sooner — very 
dense.  (He  looks  at  her  with  wistful  eyes.)  Must  I  marry  you, 
Miss  Grey  ? 

AMY  (curling  her  lip).     Ah,  that  is  what  you  are  sorry  for  ! 

STEVE.  Yes — horribly  sorry.  (Hastily)  Not  for  myself. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  M  be — precious  glad  to  risk  it — I  think. 

AMY  (with  a  glance  at  GINEVRA).     You  would  ? 

STEVE.  But  very  sorry  for  you.  It  seems  such  a  shame  to 
you — so  young  and  attractive — and  the  little  you  know  of  me 
so — unfortunate. 

AMY.     You  mean  you  could  never  love  me  ? 

STEVE.     I  don't  mean  that  at  all 

AMY.     Ginevra  ! 

(Indeed  GINEVRA  feels  that  she  has  been  obliterated  quite 
long  enough.) 

GINEVRA  (iuith  a  touch  of  testiness  in  her  tone).  Amy — 
introduce  me. 

AMY.  Mr.  Stephen  Rollo — Miss  Dunbar.  Miss  Duiibar 
knows  all. 

(GINEVRA  makes  a  movement  that  the  cynical  might  describe 
as  brushing  AMY  aside.) 

GINEVRA.  May  I  ask,  Mr.  Rollo,  what  are  your  views  about 
woman  ? 

STEVE.     Really  I 

GINEVRA.  Is  she,  in  your  opinion,  her  husband's  equal,  or 
is  yhe  his  chattel  ? 

STEVE.     Honestly,  I  am  so  beside  myself 

GINEVRA.     You  evade  the  question. 

AMY.     He  means  chattel,  Ginevra. 

GINEVRA.  Mr.  Rollo,  1  am  the  friend  till  death  of  Amy 
Grey.  Let  that  poor  child  go,  sir,  and  I  am  prepared  to  take 
her  place  beside  you — yes,  at  the  altar's  mouth. 

AMY.     Ginevra. 

GINEVRA  (making  that  movement  again).  Understand  I  can 
neither  love  nor  honour  you — at  least  at  first — but  I  will  obey 
you. 

AMY.     Ginevra,  you  take  too  much  upon  yourself. 
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GINEVRA.      I  will  make  a  sacrifice — I  will. 

AMY.V    You  shall  not. 

GINEVRA.     I  feel  that  I  understand  this  gentleman  as  no 

other  woman  can.     It  is  my  mission,  Amy 

(The  return  of  ALICE  is  what  prevents  STEVE'S  seizing  his 
hat  and  flying.  It  might  not  have  had  this  effect  had  he 
seen  the  lady's  face  just  before  she  opened  the  door.) 

ALICE  (putting  her  hand  to  her  poor  heart).  You  have  come 
here,  Steve  ?  Oh  no,  it  is  not  possible. 

STEVE  (looking  things  unutterable).  How  could  1  help 
coming  ? 

AMY  (to  the  rescue).     Mother,  have  you — did  you  ? 

ALICE  (meekly).     I  have  told  him  all 

STEVE.     The  Colonel  ? 

(ALICE  boius  her  bruised  head.) 

AMY  (conducting  her  to  a  seat).  Brave,  brave.  What  has  he 
decided  ? 

ALICE.  He  hasn't  decided  yet.  He  is  thinking  out  what  it 
will  be  best  to  do. 

STEVE.  He  knows  ?  Then  I  am  no  longer (His  un- 
finished sentence  seems  to  refer  to  dmy.) 

AMY  (proudly).  Yes,  sir,  as  he  knows,  you  arc,  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  now  free. 

GINEVRA  (in  a  murmur).     It 's  almost  a  pity.     (She  turns  to 

her  AMY)  At  least,  Amy,  this  makes  you  and  me  friends  again. 

(We  have  never  quite  been  able  to  understand  what  this 

meant,  but  AMY  knows,  for  she  puts  GINEVRA'S  hand  to  her 

siveet  lips.) 

ALICE  (who  somehow  could  do  without  GINLVRA  to-night). 
Cosmo  is  waiting  for  you,  Miss  D unbar,  to  sec  you  home. 

GINEVRA  (with  a  disquieting  vision  of  her  landlady).  1  must 
go.  (She  gives  her  hand  in  the  coldest  way  to  MRS.  GREY.  Then, 
with  a  curtsey  to  STEVE  that  he  can  surely  never  forget) 
Mr.  Rollo,  I  am  sure  there  is  much  good  in  you.  Darling 
Amy,  I  shall  be  round  first  thing  in  the  morning. 

STEVE.     Now  .that  she  has  gone,  can  we — have  a  talk  ? 

ALICE  (looking  down).     Yes,  Steve. 

AMY  (gently).     Mother,  what  was  that  you  called  him  ? 

ALICE.     Dear  Amy,  I  forgot.     Yes,  Mr.  Rollo. 

STEVE.     Then,  Alice 
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AMY.  This  lady's  name,  if  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken,  is 
Mrs.  Grey.  Is  it  not  so,  mother  ? 

ALICE.     Yes,  Amy. 

STEVF.  As  you  will  ;  buc  it  is  most  important,  that  I  say 
certain  things  to  her  at  once. 

ALICF.     Oh,  Mr.  Rollo.     What  do  you  think,  dear  ? 

AMY  (reflecting).  If  it  be  clearly  understood  that  this  is  good- 
bye, I  consent.  Please  be  as  brief  as  possible. 

(Somehow  they  think  that  she  is  moving  to  the  door,  but  she 
crosses  only  to  the  other  side  of  the  room  and  sits  doivn  with 
a  book.  One  of  them  likes  this  very  much.} 

STEVE  (who  is  not  the  one}.     But  I  want  to  see  her  alone. 

AMY  (the  dearest  of  little  gaolers}.  That,  I  am  afraid,  I 
cannot  permit.  It  is  not  that  I  have  not  perfect  confidence  in 
you,  mother,  but  you  must  see  I  am  acting  wisely. 

ALICE.     Yes,  Amy. 

STEVE  (to  his  ALICE).  What  has  come  over  you  ?  You 
don't  seem  to  be  the  same  woman. 

AMY.     That  is  just  it  ;   she  is  not. 

ALTQE.      I  see  now  only  through  Amy's  eyes. 

AMY.     They  will  not  fail  you,  mother.      Proceed,  sir. 
(STEVE  has  to  make  the  best  of  it.} 

STEVE.      You  told  him,  then,  about  your  feelings  for  me  ? 

ALICE  (studying  the  carpet}.  He  knows  now  exactly  what 
are  my  feelings  for  you. 

STEVE  (huskily}.      How  did  he  take  it  ? 

ALICE.     Need  you  ask  ? 

STEVE.  Poor  old  boy.  I  suppose  he  wishes  me  to  stay  away 
from  your  house  now. 

ALICE.      Is  it  unreasonable  ? 

STEVE.     No,  of  course  not,  but 

ALICE,     Will  it  be  terribly  hard  to  you,  St — Mr.  Rollo  ? 

STEVE.      It  isn't  that.     You  see  1  'm  fond  of  the  Colonel,  I 

really  am,  and  it  hurts  me  to  think  he  thinks  that  I It 

wasn't  my  fault,  was  it  ? 

AMY.     Ungenerous. 

ALICE.  He  cjuite  understands  that  it  was  I  who  lost  my  head. 
(STEVE  is  much  moved  by  the  generosity  of  this.  He  lowers 
his  voice.) 

STEVE.     Of  course  I  blame  myself  now  ;   but  I  assure  you 
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honestly  I  had  no  idea  of  it  until  *to-night.  I  had  thought  you 
were  only  my  friend.  It  dazed  me  ;  but  as  I  ransacked  my 
mind  many  little  things  came  back  to  me.  I  remembered  what 
I  hadn't  nqticed  at  the  time *' 

AMY.     Louder,  please. 

STEVE.     I  remembered 

AMY.     Is  this  necessary  ? 

ALICE.      Please,  Amy,  let  me  know  what  he  remembered. 

STEVE.  I  remembered  that  your  voice  was  softer  to  me  than 
when  you  were  addressing  other  men. 

ALICE.  Let  me  look  long  at  you,  Mr.  Rollo.  (She  looks 
long  at  him.) 

AMY.     Mother,  enough. 

ALICE.     What  more  do  you  remember  ? 

STEVE.  It  is  strange  to  me  now  that  I  didn't  understand  your 
true  meaning  to-day  when  you  said  I  was  the  only  man  you 
couldn't  flirt  with  ;  you  meant  that  I  aroused  deeper  feelings. 

ALICE.     How  you  know  me. 

AMY.     Not  the  best  of  you,  mother. 

ALICE.     No,  not  the  best,  Amy. 

STEVE.  I  can  say  that  I  never  thought  of  myself  as  possessing 
dangerous  qualities.  I  thought  I  was  utterly  unattractive  to 
women. 

ALICE.     You  must  have  known  about  your  eyes. 

STEVE  (eagerly).     My  eyes  ?     On  my  soul  I  didn't. 

(AMY  wonders  if  this  can  be  true.  ALICE  rises.  She  feels 
that  she  cannot  control  herself  much  longer.) 

ALICE.     Steve,  if  you  don't  go  away  at  once  I  shall  scream. 

STEVE  (really  unhappy).     Is  it  as  bad  as  that  ? 

AMY  (rising).  You  heard  what  Mrs.  Grey  said.  This  is 
very  painful  to  her.  Will  you  please  say  good-bye. 

(In  the  novel  circumstances  he  does  not  quite  know  how  this 
should  be  carried  out.) 

ALICE  (also  shy).     How  shall  we  do  it,  Amy  ?     On  the  brow  ? 

AMY.     No,  mother — with  the  hand. 

(They  do  it  *uoith  the  hand,  and  it  is  thus  that  the  COLONEL 
finds  them.  He  ivou/d  be  unable  to  keep  his  countenance 
were  it  not  for  a  warning  look  from  ALICE.) 

COLONEL  (one  of  the  men  who  have  a  genius  for  saying  the  right 
thing).  Ha ! 
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STEVE.     I  am  going,  Colonc  1.     I  am  very  sorry  that  you 

At  the  same  time  I  wish  you  to  understand  that  the  fault  is 
entirely  mine. 

COLONEL  (guardedly}.      Ha  . 

AMY  (putting  an  arm  round  her  mother,  who  hugs  it)'.  Father, 
he  came  only  to  say  good-bye.  He  is  not  a  bad  man,  and 
mother  has  behaved  magnificently. 

COLONEL  (cleverly).     Ha  ! 

AMY.     You  must  not,  you  shall  not,  be  cruel  to  her. 

ALICE.     Darling  Amy  ! 

COLONEL  (truculently).  Oh,  mustn't  I.  We  shall  see  about 
that. 

STEVE.     Come,  come,  Colonel. 

COLONEL  (doing  letter  than  might  have  been  expected).  Hold 
your  tongue,  sir. 

AMY.  I  know  mother  as  no  other  person  can  know  her.  I 
begin  to  think  that  you  have  no  proper  appreciation  of  her,  father. 

ALICE  (basely).     Dear,  dear  Amy. 

AMY.      I  dare  say  she  has  often  suffered  in  the  past 

ALICE.     Oh,  Amy,  oh. 

AMY.  By  your — your  callousness — your  want  of  sympathy 
— your  neglect. 

ALICE.      My  beloved  child. 

COLONEL  (uneasily).     Alice,  tell  her  it  isn't  so. 

ALICE.     You  hear  what  he  says,  my  pet. 

AMY.     But  you  don't  deny  it. 

COLONEL.      Deny  it,  woman. 

ALICE.     Robert,  Robert ! 

AMY.  And  please  not  to  call  my  mother  '  woman '  in  my 
presence. 

COLONEL.     I — I — I (He  looks  for  help  from  ALICE, 

but  she  gives  him  only  a  twinkle  of  triumph.     He  barks)  Child,  go 
to  your  room. 

AMY  (her  worst  fears  returning).  But  what  are  you  going 
to  do  ? 

COLONEL.     That  is  not  your  affair. 

STEVE.     I  must  say  I  don't  see  that. 

AMY  (gratefully).     Thank  you,  Mr.  Rollo. 

COLONEL.     Go  to  your  room. 

(She  has  to  go,  but  not  till  she  has  given  her  mother  a  kiss 
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that  is  a  challenge  to  the  wwld.     Then  to  the  bewilderment 
of  STEVE  two  human  frames  are  rocked  with  laughter.) 

ALICE.     Oh,  Robert,  look  at  him.     He  thinks  I  worship  him. 

COLONEL.     Steve,  you  colossal 'puppy. 

STEVE.    '  Eh — what — why  ? 

ALICE.     Steve,  tell  Robert  about  my  voice  being  softer  to 
you  than  to  other  men  ;   tell  him,  Steve,  about  your  eyes. 
(The  unhappy  youth  gropes  mentally  and  physically.) 

STEVE.     Good  heavens,  was  there  nothing  in  it  ? 

COLONEL.     My  boy,  I  '11  never  let  you  hear  the  end  of  this. 

STEVE.  But  if  there 's  nothing  in  it,  how  could  your 
daughter  have  thought 

COLONEL.  She  saw  you  kiss  Alice  here  this  afternoon,  you 
scoundrel,  and,  as  she  thought,  make  an  assignation  with  you. 
There,  it  all  came  out  of  that.  She  is  a  sentimental  lady,  is  our 
Amy,  and  she  has  been  too  often  to  the  theatre. 

STEVE.     Let  me  think. 

COLONEL.  Here  is  a  chair  for  the  very  purpose.  Now, 
think  hard. 

STEVE.  But — but — then  why  did  you  pretend  before  her, 
Alice  ? 

ALICE.  Because  she  thinks  that  she  has  saved  me,  and  it 
makes  her  so  happy.  Amy  has  a  passionate  desire  to  be  of 
some  use  in  this  world  she  knows  so  well,  and  she  already 
sees  her  sphere,  Steve  :  it  is  to  look  after  me.  I  am  not  to  be 
her  chaperone,  it  is  she  who  is  to  be  mine.  I  have  submitted, 
you  see. 

COLONEL  (fidgeting).  She  seems  to  have  quite  given  me  up 
for  you. 

ALICE  (blandly).     Oh  yes,  Robert,  quite. 

STEVE  (gloomily).  You  will  excuse  my  thinking  only  of 
myself.  What  an  ass  I  Ve  been. 

ALICE.      Is  it  a  blow,  Steve  ? 

STEVE.  It 's  a  come-down.  Ass,  ass,  ass  !  But  I  say, 
Alice,  I  'm  awfully  glad  it 's  I  who  have  been  the  ass  and  not 
you.  I  really  am,-- Colonel.  You  see  the  tragedy  of  my  life  is 
I  'm  such  an  extraordinarily  ordinary  sort  of  fellow  that,  though 
every  man  I  know  says  some  lady  has  loved  him,  there  never 
in  all  my  unromantic  life  was  a  woman  who  cared  a  Christmas 
card  for  me.  It  often  makes  me  lonely  ;  and  so  when  I 
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thought  such  a  glorious  worn*  n  as  you,  Alice — I  lost  touch  of 
earth  altogether  ;  but  now  I  've  fallen  back  on  it  with  a  whack. 
But  T  'm  glad — yes,  I  'm  glad.  You  two  kindest  people  Steve 
Rollo  has  ever  known. — Oh,  I  say  good-night.  I  suppose  you 
can't  overlook  it,  Alice. 

ALICE.  Oh  yes,  you  goose,  I  can.  We  are  both  fond  of 
you — Mr.  Rollo. 

COLONEL.  Come  in,  my  boy,  and  make  love  to  me  as  often 
as  you  feel  lonely. 

STEVE.  I  may  still  come  to  see  you  ?  I  say,  I  'm  awfully 
taken  with  your  Amy. 

COLONEL.     None  of  that,  Steve. 

ALICE.  We  can  drop  in  on  you  on  the  sly,  Steve,  to  admire 
your  orbs  ;  but  you  mustn't  come  here — until  Amy  thinks  it 
is  safe  for  me.  (When  he  has  gone  she  adds)  Until  /  think 
it  is  safe  for  Amy. 

COLONEL.     When  will  that  be  ? 

ALICE.     Not  for  some  time. 

COLONEL.      He  isn't  a  bad  sort,  Steve. 

ALICE.  Oh,  no — she  might  even  do  worse  some  day.  But 
she  is  to  be  my  little  girl  for  a  long  time  first. 

COLONEL.  This  will  give  him  a  sort  of  glamour  to  her,  you 
know. 

ALICE.  You  are  not  really  thinking,  Robert,  that  my  Amy 
is  to  fall  asleep  to-night  before  she  hears  the  whole  true  story. 
Could  I  sleep  until  she  knows  everything  ! 

COLONEL.  Stupid  of  me.  I  am  a  little  like  Steve  in  one  way, 
though  ;  I  don't  understand  why  you  have  kept  it  up  so  long. 

ALICE.  It  isn't  the  first  time  you  have  thought  me  a  harum- 
scarum. 

COLONEL.      It  isn't. 

ALICE.  The  sheer  fun  of  it,  Robert,  went  to  my  head,  I 
suppose.  And  then,,  you  sec,  the  more  Amy  felt  herself  to  be 
my  protectress  the  more  she  seemed  to  love  me.  I  am  afraid 
I  have  a  weakness  for  the  short-cuts  to  being  loved. 

COLONEL.  I  'm  afraid  you  have.  The  one  thing  you  didn't 
think  of  is  that  the  more  she  loves  you  the  less  love  she  seems 
to  have  for  me. 

ALICE.     How  selfish  of  you,  Robert. 

COLONEL  (suspiciously).     Or  was  that  all  part  of  the  plan  ? 
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ALICE.  There  was  no  plan  f  there  wasn't  time  for  pne. 
But  you'  were  certainly  rather  horrid,  Robert,  in  the  way  you 
gloated  over  me  when  you  saw  them  take  to  you.  I  have  been 
gloating  a  little  perhaps  in  taking  (hem  from  you. 

COLONEL.  Them  ?  You  are  going  a  little  too  fast,  my 
dear.  I  have  still  got  Cosmo  and  Molly. 

ALICE.     For  the  moment. 

COLONEL.     Woman. 

ALICE.     Remember,  Amy  said  you  must  not  call  me  that. 

(He  laughs  as  he  takes  her  by  the  shoulders.} 
Yes,  shake  me  ;   I  deserve  it. 

COLONEL.  You  do  indeed  (and  he  shakes  her  with  a  ferocity 
that  would  have  startled  any  sudden  visitor.  No  wonder ,  then, 
that  it  is  a  shock  to  COSMO,  who  comes  blundering  in.  ALICE  is  the 
first  to  see  him,  and  she  turns  the  advantage  to  unprincipled 
account.} 

ALICE.  Robert,  don't  hurt  me.  Oh,  if  Cosmo  were  to 
see  you  ! 

COSMO.  Cosmo  does  see  him.  (He  says  it' in  a  terrible 
voice.  Probably  COSMO  has  been  to  a  theatre  or  two  himself.} 

ALICE.     You  here,  Cosmo  ! 

(She  starts  back  from  her  assailant.) 

COLONEL  (feeling  a  little  foolish).      I  didn't  hear  you  come  in. 

COSMO  (grimly).     No,  I  'm  sure  you  didn't. 

COLONEL  (testily).     No  heroics,  my  boy. 

COSMO.  Take  care,  father.  (He  stands  between  them,  which 
makes  his  father  suddenly  grin.)  Laugh  on,  sir.  1  don't  know 
what  this  row  *s  about,  but — (here  his  arm  encircles  an  undeserv- 
ing lady] — this  lady  is  my  mother,  and  I  won't  have  her  bullied. 
What 's  a  father  compared  to  a  mother ! 

ALICE.     Cosmo,  darling  Cosmo  ! 

COLONEL  (becoming  alarmed).  My  boy,  it  was  only  a  jest. 
Alice,  tell  him  it  was  only  a  jest. 

ALICE.     He  says  it  was  only  a  jest,  Cosmo. 

COSMO.  You  arc  a  trump  to  shield  him,  mother.  (He  kisses 
her  openly,  conscious  that  he  is  a  bit  of  a  trump  himself,  in  which 
view  ALICE  most  obviously  concurs.) 

COLONEL  (to  his  better  half).     You  serpent. 

COSMO.      Sir,  this  language  won't  do. 

COLONEL  (exasperated).      You  go  to  bed,  too. 
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AIJCK.  He*  has  sent  Amy  ti  bed  already.  Try  to  love  your 
father,  Cosmo  (placing  many  kisses  on  the  spot  where  he  had  been 
slapped).  Try  for  my  sake,  ryid  try  to  get  Amy  and  Molly  to 
do  it,  too.  (Sweetly  to  her  husband)  They  will  love  you  in  time, 
Robert  j  at  present  they  can  think  only  of  me.  Darling,  I  '11 
come  and  see  you  in  bed. 

COSMO.      I  don't  like  to  leave  you  with  him 

ALICE.     Go,  my  own  ;    I  promise  to  call  out  if  I  need  you. 
(On    these    terms    COSMO    departs.     The    long-suffering 
husband^  arms  folded \  surveys  his  unworthy  spouse.} 

COLONEL.     You  are  a  hussy. 

ALICE  (meekly).     I  suppose-  I  am. 

COLONEL.  Mind  you,  I  am  not  going  to  stand  Cosmo's 
thinking  this  of  me. 

ALICE.  As  if  I  would  allow  it  for  another  hour  !  You 
won't  see  much  of  me  to-night,  Robert.  If  1  sleep  at  all  it 
will  be  in  Amy's  room. 

COLONEL  (lugubriously).  You  will  be  taking  Molly  from  me 
to-morrow. 

ALICE.  I  feel  hopeful  that  Molly,  too,  will  soon  be  taking 
care  of  me.  (She  goes  to  him  in  her  cajoling  way.)  With  so 
many  chaperoncs,  Robert,  I  ought  to  do  well.  Oh,  my  dear, 
don't  think  that  1  have  learnt  no  lesson  to-night. 

COLONEL  (smiling).     Going  to  reform  at  last  ? 

ALICE  (the  most  serious  of  women).  Yes,  Robert.  The  Alice 
you  have  known  is  come  to  an  end.  To-morrow 

COLONEL.      If  she  is  different  to-morrow  I  '11  disown  her. 

ALICE.  It 's  summer  done,  autumn  begun.  Farewell, 
suftimer,  we  don't  know  you  any  more.  My  girl  and  I  are  like 
the  little  figures  in  the  weather-house  j  when  Amy  comes  out, 
Alice  goes  in.  Alice  Sit-by-the-Fire  henceforth.  The  moon 
is  full  to-night,  Robert,  but  it  isn't  looking  for  me  any  more. 
Taxis  farewell — advance  four-wheelers.  I  had  a  beautiful 
husband  once,  black  as  the  raven  was  his  hair 

COLONEL.     Stop  it. 

ALICE.  Pretty  Robert,  farewell.  Farewell,  Alice  that  was  ; 
it  ?s  all  over,  my  dear.  I  always  had  a  weakness  for  you  ;  but 
now  you  must  really  go  ,  make  way  there  for  the  old  lady. 

COLONEL.  Woman,  you  '11  make  me  cry.  Go  to  your 
Amy. 
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ALICE.     Robert 

COLONEL.     Go.     Go.     Go ! 

(As  he  roars  it  AMY  peeps  hi  nnxionsly.  She  is  in  her  night- 
gowv,  and  her  hair  is  down  and  her  feet  are  hare,  and  she 
does  not  look  so  very  much  more  than  five.  ALICE  is  unable 
to  resist  the  temptation.) 

ALICE  (wailing).     Must  I  go,  Robert  ? 

AMY.     Going  away  ?     Mother  !     Father,  if  mother  goes 
away,  what  is  to  become  of  me  ? 

(She  draws  them  together  until  their  hands  clasp.  There 
is  now  a  beatific  smile  on  her  face.  The  curtain  sees  that 
its  time  has  come  ;  it  clicks,  and  falls.) 


WHAT  EVERY  WOMAN  KttOWS 


ACT  I 

JAMES  WYLIE  is  about  to  make  a  move  on  the  dambrod,  and  in 
the  little  Scotch  room  there  is  an  awful  silence  befitting  the 
occasion.  James  with  his  hand  poised — for  if  he  touches  a 
piece  he  has  to  play  it,  Alick  will  see  to  that — raises  his  red  head 
suddenly  to  read  Alick's  face.  His  father,  who  is  Alick,  is 
pretending  to  be  in  a  panic  lest  James  should  make  this  move. 
James  grins  heartlessly,  and  his  fingers  are  about  to  close  on  the 
*  man  '  when  some  instinct  of  self-preservation  makes  him  peep 
once  more.  This  time  Alick  is  caught  :  the  unholy  ecstasy 
on  his  face  tells  as  plain  as  porridge  that  he  has  been  luring  James 
to  destruction.  James  glares  ;  and,  too  late,  his  opponent  is 
a  simple  old  father  again.  James  mops  his  head,  sprawls  in  the 
manner  most  'conducive  to  thought  in  the  Wylie  family,  and, 
protruding  his  underlip,  settles  down  to  a  reconsideration  of  the 
board.  Alick  blows  out  his  cheeks,  and  a  drop  of  water  settles 
on  the  point  of  his  nose. 

You  will  find  them  thus  any  Saturday  night  (after  family 
worship,  which  sends  the  servant  to  bed)  ;  and  sometimes  the 
pauses  are  so  long  that  in  the  end  they  forget  whose  move  it  is. 

It  is  not  the  room  you  would  be  shown  into  if  you  were 
calling  socially  on  Miss  Wylie.  The  drawing-room  for  you, 
and  Miss  Wylie  in  a  coloured  merino  to  receive  you  ;  very 
likely  she  would  exclaim, 4  This  is  a  pleasant  surprise  !  '  though 
she  has  seen  you  coming  up  the  avenue  and  has  just  had  time 
to  whip  the  dustcloths  off  the  chairs,  and  to  warn  Alick,  David 
and  James,  that  they  had  better  not  dare  come  in  to  see  you 
before  they  have  put  on  a  dickey.  Nor  is  this  the  room  in 
which  you  would  dine  in  solemn  grandeur  if  invited  to  drop 
in  and  take  pot-luck,  which  is  how  the  Wylies  invite,  it  being 
a  family  weakness  to  pretend  that  they  sit  down  in  the  dining- 
room  daily.  It  is  the  real  living-room  of  the  house,  where 
Alick,  who  will  never  get  used  to  fashionable  ways,  can  take 
off  his  collar  and  sit  happily  in  his  stocking-soles,  and  James  at 
times  would  do  so  also  5  but  catch  Maggie  letting  him. 
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There  is  one  very  fine  chair,  b|it,  heavens,  not  for  sitting  on  ; 
just  to  give  the  room  a  social  standing  in  an  emergency.  It 
sneers  at  the  other  chairs  with  an  air  of  insolent  superiority, 
like  a  haughty  bride  who  has  mart  ied  into  the  house  for  money. 
Otherwise  the  furniture  is  homely  ;  most  of  it  has  come  from 
that  smaller  house  where  the  Wylies  began.  There  is  the  large 
and  shiny  chair  which  can  be  turned  into  a  bed  if  you  look  the 
other  way  for  a  moment.  James  cannot  sit  on  this  chair  without 
gradually  sliding  down  it  till  he  is  lying  luxuriously  on  the  small 
of  his  back,  his  legs  indicating,  like  the  hands  of  a  clock,  that 
it  is  ten  past  twelve  ;  a  position  in  which  Maggie  shudders  to 
see  him  receiving  company. 

The  other  chairs  arc  horse-hair,  than  which  nothing  is  more 
comfortable  if  there  be  a  good  slit  down  the  seat.  The  scats 
are  heavily  dented,  because  all  the  Wylit  family  sit  down  with 
a  dump.  The  draught-board  is  on  the  edge  of  a  large  centre 
table,  which  also  displays  four  books  placed  at  equal  distances 
from  each  other,  one  of  them  a  Bible,  and  another  the  family 
album.  If  these  were  the  only  books  they  woilld  not  justify 
Maggie  in  calling  this  chamber  the  library,  her  dogged  name 
for  it  ;  while  David  and  James  call  it  the  west- room  and  Alick 
calls  it  4  the  room,'  which  is  to  him  the  natural  name  for  any 
apartment  without  a  bed  in  it.  There  is  a  bookcase  of  pitch 
pine,  which  contains  six  hundred  books,  with  glass  doors  to 
prevent  your  getting  at  them. 

No  one  does  try  to  get  at  the  books,  for  the  Wylies  are  not  a 
reading  family.  They  like  you  to  gasp  when  you  sec  so  much 
literature  gathered  together  in  one  prison-house,  but  they  gasp 
themselves  at  the  thought  that  there  arc  persons,  chiefly  clergy- 
men, who,  having  finished  one  book,  coolly  begin  another. 
Nevertheless  it  was  not  all  vainglory  that  made  David  buy  this 
library  :  it  was  rather  a  mighty  respect  for  education,  as  some- 
thing that  he  has  missed.  This  same  feeling  makes  him  take 
in  the  Contemporary  Review  and  stand  up  to  it  like  a  man. 
Alick,  who  also  has  a  respect  for  education,  tries  to  read  the 
Contemporary,  but  becomes  dispirited,  and  may  be  heard  mutter- 
ing over  its  pages,  *  No,  no  use,  no  use,  no,'  and  sometimes  even 
4  Oh  hell/  James  has  no  respect  for  education  ;  and  Maggie 
is  at  present  of  an  open  mind. 

They  are  Wylie  and  Sons  of  the  local  granite  quarry,  in 
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whicfy  Alick  was  throughout  h^s  working  days  a  mason.  It  is 
David  who  has  raised  them  to  this  position  ;  he  climbed  up 
himself  step  by  step  (and  hewed  the  steps),  and  drew  the  others 
up  after  him.  '  Wylie  Brothers,'  Alkk  would  have  had  the 
firm  called,  but  David  said  No,  and  James  said  No,  and  Maggie 
said  No  ;  first  honour  must  be  to  their  father  ;  and  Alick  now 
likes  it  on  the  whole,  though  he  often  sighs  at  having  to  shave 
every  day  ;  and  on  some  snell  mornings  he  still  creeps  from 
his  couch  at  four  and  even  at  two  (thinking  that  his  mallet  and 
chisel  are  calling  him),  and  begins  to  pull  on  his  trousers,  until 
the  grandeur  of  them  reminds  him  that  he  can  go  to  bed  again. 
Sometimes  he  cries  a  little,  because  there  is  no  more  work  for 
him  to  do  for  ever  and  ever  ;  and  then  Maggie  gives  him  a 
spade  (without  telling  David)  or  David  gives  him  the  logs  to 
saw  (without  telling  Maggie). 

We  have  given  James  a  longer  time  to  make  his  move  than 
our  kind  friends  in  front  will  give  him,  but  in  the  meantime 
something  has  been  happening.  David  has  come  in,  wearing 
a  black  coat  and  his  Sabbath  boots,  for  he  has  been  to  a  public 
meeting.  David  is. nigh  forty  years  of  age,  whiskered  like  his 
father  and  brother  (Alick's  whiskers  being  worn  as  a  sort  of 
cravat  round  the  neck),  and  he  has  the  too  brisk  manner  of 
one  who  must  arrive  anywhere  a  little  before  any  one  else. 
The  painter  who  did  the  three  of  them  for  fifteen  pounds  (you 
may  observe  the  canvases  on  the  walls)  has  caught  this  char- 
acteristic, perhaps  accidentally,  for  David  is  almost  stepping 
out  of  his  frame,  as  if  to  hurry  off  somewhere  ;  while  Alick 
and  James  look  as  if  they  were  pinned  to  the  wall  for  life.  All 
the*  six  of  them,  men  and  pictures,  however,  have  a  family 
resemblance,  like  granite  blocks  from  their  own  quarry.  They 
are  as  Scotch  as  peat  for  instance,  and  they  might  exchange 
eyes  without  any  neighbour  noticing  the  difference,  inquisitive 
little  blue  eyes  that  seem  to  be  always  totting  up  the  price  of 
things. 

The  dambrod  players  pay  no  attention  to  David,  nor  does 
he  regard  them.  Dumping  down  on  the  sofa  he  removes  his 
Mastic  sides,  as  his  Sabbath  boots  are  called,  by  pushing  one  foot 
against  the  other,  gets  into  a  pair  of  hand-sewn  slippers,  deposits 
the  boots  as  according  to  rule  in  the  ottoman,  and  crosses  to 
the  fire.  There  must  be  something  on  David's  mind  to-night, 
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for  lie  pays  no  attention  to  the  £*ame,  neither  gives  advice  (than 
which  nothing  is  more  maddening)  nor  exchanges  a  wink  with 
Alick  over  the  parlous  condition  of  James's  crown.  You  can 
hear  the  wag-at-the-wall  clock 'in  the  lobby  ticking.  Then 
David  lets  himself  go  ;  it  runs  out  of  him  like  a  hymn  : 

DAVID.  Oh,  let  the  solid  ground 

Not  fail  beneath  my  feet. 
Before  my  life  has  found 
What  some  have  found  so  sweet. 

(This  is  not  a  soliloquy ,  but  is  offered  as  a  definite  statement. 
The  players  emerge  from  their  game  with  difficulty.) 
ALICK  (with  JAMKS'S  crown  in  his  hand).     What's  that  you  're 
saying,  David  ? 

DAVID  (like  a  public  speaker  explaining  the  situation  in  a 
few  well-chosen  worth).  The  thing  I  'in  speaking  about  is 
Love. 

JAMES  (keeping  control  of  himself).  Do  you  stand  there  and 
say  you  're  in  love,  David  Wylie  ? 

DAVID.      Me  ;   what  would  I  do  with  the  thing  ? 
JAMES  (who  is  by  HO  means  without  pluck).      I  see  no  necessity 
for  calling  it  a  thing. 

(They  are  two  bachelors  who  all  their  lives  have  been  afraid 
of  nothing  but  Woman.     DAVID  in  his  sportive  days — 
which  continue — has  done  roguish  things  with  his  arm  when 
conducting  a  lady  home  under  an  umbrella  from  a  soiree  > 
and  has  both  chuckled  and  been  scared  on  thinking  of  it  after- 
wards.    JAMES,  a  co?nmoner  fellow  altogether,  has  dis- 
cussed the  sex  over  a  glass ,  but  is  too  canny  to  be  in  "the 
company  of  less  than  t^uo  young  women  at  a  time.) 
DAVID  (derisively).     Oho,  has  she  got  you,  James  ? 
JAMES  (feeling  the  sting  of  it).     Nobody  has  got  me. 
DAVID.     They  '11  catch  you  yet,  lad. 

JAMES.  They  '11  never  catch  me.  You  Ve  been  nearer 
catched  yourself. 

ALICK.     Yes /Kitty  Menzies,  David. 

DAVID  (feeling  himself  under  the  umbrella).  It  was  a  kind  of 
a  shave  that. 

ALICK  (who  kno^vs  all  that  is  to  be  known  about  women  and  can 
speak  of  them  without  a  tremor).  It 's  a  curious  thing,  but  a 
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man  cannot  help  winking  when  he  hears  that  one  of  his  friends 
has  oeen  catched. 

DAVID.     That 's  so.  * 

JAMES  (clinging  to  his  manhood).  And  fear  of  that  wink  is 
what  has  kept  the  two  of  us  single  men.  And  yet  what 's  the 
glory  of  being  single  ? 

DAVID.      There  's  no  particular  glory  in  it,  but  it  's  safe. 

JAMES  (putting  away  his  aspirations).  Yes,  it 's  lonely,  but 
it 's  safe.  But  who  did  you  mean  the  poetry  for,  then  ? 

DAVID.     For  Maggie,  of  course. 

(Ton  don*t  know  DAVID  and  JAMI-.S  till  you  know  how  they 
love  their  sister  MACSGIE.) 

A  LICK.     I  thought  that. 

DAVID  (coming  to  the  second  point  of  his  statement  about  Love). 
I  saw  her  reading  poetry  and  saying  those  words  over  to  herself. 

JAMES.     She  has  such  a  poetical  mind. 

DAVID.  Love.  There  's  no  doubt  as  that 's  what  Maggie 
has  set  her  heart  on.  And  not  merely  love,  but  one  of  those 
grand  noble  loves  ;  for  though  Maggie  is  undersized  she  has 
a  passion  for  romance. 

JAMES  (wandering  miserably  about  the  room}.  It 's  terrible 
not  to  be  able  to  give  Maggie  what  her  heart  is  set  on. 

(The  others  never  pay  much  attention  to  JAMES,  though  he 
is  quite  a  smart  figure  in  less  important  houses.) 

ALECK,  (violently).     Those  idiots  of  men. 

DAVID.  Father,  did  you  tell  her  who  had  got  the  minister 
of  Galashiels  ? 

A  LICK,  (wagging  his  head  sadly.)  I  had  to  tell  her.  And 
then  I — 1 — bought  her  a  sealskin  muff,  and  I  just  slipped  it 
into  her  hands  and  came  away. 

JAMES  (illustrating  the  sense  of  justice  in  the  Wylie  family). 
Of  course,  to  be  fair  to  the  man,  he  never  pretended  he  wanted 
her. 

DAVID.  None  of  them  wants  her  ;  that 's  what  depresses 
her.  I  was  thinking,  father,  I  would  buy  her  that  gold  watch 
and  chain  in  Snibby's  window.  She  hankers  after  it. 

JAMES  (slapping  his  pocket).  You  're  too  late,  David  ;  I  Ve 
got  them  for  her. 

DAVID.  It 's  ill  done  of  the  minister.  Many  a  pound  of 
steak  has  that  man  had  in  this  house. 
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ALICK.     You  mind  the  slippery  she  worked  for  him  ? 
JAMES.     I  mind  them  line  ;    she  began  them  for  William 
Cathro.     She  's  getting  on  in  yerirs,  too,  though  she  looks  so 
young. 

ALICK.     I  never  can  make  up  my  mind,  David,  whether 
her  curls  make  her  look  younger  or  older. 

DAVID    (determinedly}.      Younger.     Whisht  !      I    hear    her 
winding  the  clock.     Mind,  not  a  word  about  the  minister  to 
her,  James.      Don't  even  mention  religion  this  day. 
JAMES.     Would  it  be  like  me  to  do  such  a  thing  ? 
DAVTD.     It  would  be  very  like  you.     And  there  *s  that  other 
matter  :   say  not  a  syllable  about  our  having  a  reason  for  sitting 
up  late  to-night.     When  she  says  it 's  bed-time,  just  all  pretend 
we  're  not  sleepy. 

ALICK.      Kxactly,  and  when 

(Here  MAGGIE  enters,  and  (ill  three  are  suddenly  engrossed 
in  the  damlrod.  Jlf'e  could  describe  MAGGIE  at  great 
length.  But  what  is  the  use  ?  IT  hat  yc>u  really  want  to 
know  is  whether  she  was  good-looking.  A'X  she  was  not. 
Enter  MAGGIE,  who  is  not  good-looking.  Jt  lien  this  is  said, 
all  is  said.  Enter  MAGGIE,  as  it  were,  with  her  throat  cut 
from  ear  to  ear.  She  has  a  soft  Scotch  voice  and  a  more 
resolute  manner  than  is  pey  haps  fitting  to  her  plainness  ; 
and  she  stops  short  at  sight  of  JAMES  sprawling  unconsciously 
in  the  company  chair.) 

MAGGIE.     James,  1  wouldn't  sit  on  the  line  chair. 
JAMES.      1  forgot  again. 

(But  he  wishes  she  had  spoken  more  sharply.  Even  pro- 
fanation of  the  fine  chair  has  not  roused  her.  She  takes  up 
her  knitting,  and  they  all  suspect  that  she  knows  what  they 
have  been  talking  about.) 

MAGGIE.      You  Ve  late,  David,  it 's  nearly  bed-time. 
DAVID  (finding  the  subject  a  safe  one).     I  was  kept  late  at  the 
public  meeting. 

ALICK  (glad  to  get  so  far  away  from  Galashiels).     Was  it  a 
good  meeting  ?      •• 

DAVID.     Fairish.      (With    some    heat)    That    young   John 
Shand  woidd  make  a  speech. 

MAGGIE.     John  Shand  ?     Is  that  the  student  Shand  ? 
DAVID.     The  same.      It 's  true  he  's  a  student  at  Glasgow 
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University  in  the  winter  monJths,  but  in  summer  he  "s  just  the 
railway  porter  here  ;  and  I  tnink  it 's  very  presumptuous  of  a 
young  lad  like  that  to  make  ja  speech  when  he  hasn't  a  penny 
to  bless  himself  with. 

ALICK.  The  Shands  were  always  an  impudent  family,  and 
jealous.  1  suppose  that 's  the  reason  they  haven't  been  on 
speaking  terms  with  us  this  six  years.  Was  it  a  good  speech  ? 

DAVID  (illustrating  the  family* s  genet  osity).  It  was  very  tine  ; 
but  he  needn't  have  nude  fun  of  me. 

MA<;r,iK  (losing  a  stitch).     He  dared  ? 

DAVID  (depressed).  You  see  T  can  not  get  started  on  a  speech 
without  saying  things  like  *  In  rising/br  to  make  a  few  remarks. ' 

j AMI'S.     What 's  wrong  with  it  ? 

DAVID.  He  mimicked  me,  and  said,  c  Will  our  worthy 
chairman  come  for  to  go  for  to  answer  my  questions  ?  '  and  so 
on  ;  and  they  roared. 

JAMES  (slapping  his  money  pocket}.     "1  he  S<K  ket. 

DAVID.  1  did  fed  bitterly,  father,  the  want  of  education. 
(Without  knowing  ity  he  has  a  beautiful  way  of  pronouncing  this 
noble  word.) 

MAc;caE  (holding  out  a  kind  hand  to  him).      David. 

ALICK.  I  *vc  missed  it  sore,  David.  Even  now  I  feel  the 
want  of  it  in  the  very  marrow  of  me.  1  'm  shamed  to  think 
I  never  gave  you  your  chance.  But  when  you  were  young  I 
was  so  desperate  poor,  how  could  I  do  it,  Maggie  ? 

MAC;GIK.      It  wasn't  possible,  father. 

A  LICK:  (gating  at  the  hook-shelves).  To  be  able  to  under- 
stand these  books  !  To  up  with  them  one  at  a  time  and  scrape 
them  as  clean  as  though  they  were  a  bowl  of  brose.  Lads,  it 's 
not  to  riches,  it 's  to  scholarship  that  I  make  my  humble  bow. 

JAMES  (who  is  good  at  bathos).  There  's  ten  yards  of  them. 
And  they  were  selected  by  the  minister  of  Galashiels.  He 
said 

DAVID  (quickly).     James. 

JAMES.      I  mean — I  mean 

MAGGIE  (calmly).  I  suppose  you  mean  what  you  say,  James. 
I  hear,  David,  that  the  minister  of  Galashiels  is  to  be  married 
on  that  Miss  Turnbull. 

DAVID  (on  guard).     So  they  were  saying. 

ALICK.     All  I  can  say  is  she  has  made  a  poor  bargain. 
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MAGGIE  (the  damned).  I  wonder  at  you,  father.  He.  's  a 
very  nice  gentleman.  I  'm  sure  I  hope  he  has  chosen  wisely. 

JAMES.     Not  him.  A 

MAGGIE  (getting  near  her  tragedy).  How  can  you  say  that 
when  you 'don't  know  her  ?  I  expect  she  is  full  of  charm. 

ALICK.     Charm  ?     It 's  the  very  word  he  used. 

DAVID.      Havering  idiot. 

ALICK.     What  75  charm,  exactly,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.  Oh,  it 's — it 's  a  sort  of  bloom  on  a  woman.  If 
you  have  it,  you  don't  need  to  have  anything  else  ;  and  if  you 
don't  have  it,  it  doesn't  much  matter  what  else  you  have. 
Some  women,  the  few,  have  charm  for  all  ;  and  most  have 
charm  for  one.  But  some  have  charm  for  none. 

(Somehoiv  she  has  stopped  knitting.  Her  men-folk  arc  'very 
depressed.  JAMES  brings  his  fist  down  on  the  table  with  a 
crash.) 

JAMES  (shouting).      I  have  a  sister  that  has  charm. 

MAGGIE.     No,  James,  you  haven't. 

JAMES  (rushing  at  her  with  the  watch  and  chain).  Ha'e, 
Maggie. 

(She  lets  them  lie  in  her  lap.) 

DAVID.     Maggie,  would  you  like  a  silk  ? 

MAGGIE.     What  could  I  do  with  a  silk  ?     (I Pith  a  gust  of 
passion)  You  might  as  well  dress  up  a  little  brown  hen. 
(They  wriggle  miserably.) 

JAMES  (stamping).      Bring  him  here  to  me. 

MAGGIE.     Bring  whom,  James  ? 

JAMES.  David,  I  would  be  obliged  if  you  wouldn't  kick  me 
beneath  the  table. 

MAGGIE  (rising).     Let  ^  be  practical  ;   let 's  go  to  our  beds. 
(This  reminds  them  that  they  have  a  job  on  hand  in  which 
she  is  not  to  share.) 

DAVID  (slily).     1  don't  feel  very  sleepy  yet. 

ALICK.     Nor  me  either. 

JAMES.     You  've  just  taken  the  very  words  out  of  my  mouth. 

DAVID  (with  unusual  politeness}.     Good-night  to  you,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE  (fixing  the  three  of  them).  All  of  you  unsleepy,  when, 
as  is  well  known,  ten  o'clock  is  your  regular  bed-time  ? 

JAMES.  Yes,  it 's  common  knowledge  that  we  go  to  our 
beds  at  ten.  (Chuckling)  That 's  what  we  're  counting  on. 


ACT  i.]        WHAT  EVERY  WOMAN  KNOWS  319 

MAGGIE.     Counting  on  ? 

DAVID.     You  stupid  whelp J 

JAMES.     What  have  /  done*? 

MAGGIE  (folding  her  arms}.  There 's  something  up.  You  've 
got  to  tell  me,  David. 

DAVID  (who  knows  when  he  is  beaten}.  Go  out  and  watch, 
James. 

MAGGIE.     Watch  ? 

(JAMES  takes  himself  off,  armed,  as  MAGGIE  notices,  with  a 
stick.} 

DAVID  (in  his  alert  business  way}.  Maggie,  there  are  burglars 
about. 

MAGGIE.  Burglars  ?  (She  sits  rigid,  but  she  is  not  the  kind 
to  scream.} 

DAVID.  We  hadn't  meant  for  to  tell  you  till  we  nabbed 
them  ;  but  they  Ve  been  in  this  room  twice  of  late.  We  sat 
up  last  night  waiting  for  them,  and  we  're  to  sit  up  again 
to-night. 

MAGGIF.     The  silver  plate. 

DAVID.  It 's  all  safe  as  yet.  That  makes  us  think  that  they 
were  either  frightened  away  these  other  times,  or  that  they  are 
coming  back  for  to  make  a  clean  sweep. 

MAGGIE.      How  did  you  get  to  know  about  this  ? 

DAVID.  It  was  on  Tuesday  that  the  polissman  called  at  the 
quarry  with  a  very  queer  story.  He  had  seen  a  man  climbing 
out  at  this  window  at  ten  past  two. 

MAGGIE.      Did  he  chase  him  ? 

DAVID.      It  was  so  dark  he  lost  sight  of  him  at  once. 

AUCK.     Tell  her  about  the  window. 

DAVID.  We  Ve  found  out  that  the  catch  of  the  window 
has  been  pushed  back  by  slipping  the  blade  of  a  knife  between 
the  woodwork. 

MAGGIE.     David. 

ALICK.  The  polissman  said  he  was  carrying  a  little  carpet 
bag. 

MAGGIE.     The  silver  plate  is  gone. 

DAVID.  No,  no.  We  were  thinking  that  very  likely  he  has 
bunches  of  keys  in  the  bag. 

MAGGIE.     Or  weapons. 

DAVID.     As  for  that,  we  have  some  pretty  stout  weapons 
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ourselves  in  the  umbrella  stand.     So,  if  you  '11  go  to  your  bed, 

Maggie 

MAGGIE.      Me  ?  and  my  brothers  in  danger. 
AUCK.     There  's  just  one  of  them. 
MAGGIE.     The  polissman  just  saw  one. 
DAVID  (licking  his  palms).     I  would  be  very  pleased  if  there 
were  three  of  them. 

MAGGIE.      I  watch  with  you.     I  would  be  very  pleased  if 
there  were  four  of  them. 

DAVID.      And  they  say  she  has  no  charm  ! 

(JAMES  returns  on  tiptoe  as  if  the  burglars  were  beneath  the 
table.  He  signs  to  every  one  to  breathe  no  more,  and  then 
whispers  his  news.) 

JAMES.      lie  's  there.      I  had  no  sooner  gone  out  than  I  saw 
him  sliding  down  the  garden  wall,  close  to  the  rhubarbs. 
ALICK.     What 's  he  like  ? 

JAMES.      He  's  an  ugly  customer.     That  'b  all   I  could  see. 
There  was  a  little  carpet  bag  in  his  hand. 
DAVID.     That 's  him. 

JAMES.     He  slunk  into  the  rhodydcndrons,  and  he  %  there 
now,  watching  the  window. 

DAVID.     We  have  him.     Out  with  the  light. 

(The  room  is  beautified  by  a  chandelier  fitted  for  three  gas 
jets,  but  with  the  advance  of  progress  one  of  these  has  been 
removed  and  the  incandescent  light  put  in  its  place.  This 
alone  is  lit.  ALICK.  climbs  a  chair,  pulls  a  little  chain,  and 
the  room  is  noiv  but  vaguely  lit  by  the  fit  c.  It  plays  fitfully 
on  four  sparkling  faces.) 

MAGGIE.     Do  you  think  he  saw  you,  James  ? 
JAMES.     I  couldn't  say,  but  in  any  case  I  was  too  clever  for 
him,      I  looked  up  at  the  stars,  and  yawned  loud  at  them  as  if 
I  was  tremendous  sleepy. 

(There  is  a  long  pause  during  which  they  are  lurking  in  the 
shadows.  At  last  they  hear  some  movement,  and  they  steal 
like  ghosts  from  the  room.  We  see  DAVID  turning  out  the 
lobby  light ;  then  the  door  closes  and  an  empty  room  awaits 
the  intruder  with  a  shudder  of  expectancy.  The  window 
opens  and  shuts  as  softly  as  if  this  were  a  mother  peering  in 
to  see  whether  her  baby  is  asleep.  Then  the  head  of  a  man 
shows  between  the  curtains.  The  remainder  of  him  follows. 
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He  is  carrying  a  little  carpet  bag.  He  stands  irresolute  ; 
what  puzz/es  him  evidently  is  that  the  Wylies  should  have 
retired  to  rest  without  l\fting  that  piece  of  coal  off  the  fire. 
He  opens  the  door  and  peeps  into  the  lobby \  listening  to  the 
wag-at-the-wa//  clock,  jlll  seems  serene^  and  he  turns  on 
the  light.  JVe  see  him  clearly  now.  He  is  JOHN  SHAND, 
age  twenty-one*  boots  muddy,  as  an  indignant  carpet  can 
testify.  He  wears  a  shabby  topcoat  and  a  cockerty  bonnet  ; 
otherwise  he  is  in  the  well-worn  corduroys  of  a  railway 
porter.  His  ?novementsy  at  first  stealthy ,  become  almost 
homely  as  he  feels  that  he  is  secure.  He  opens  the  bag  and 
takes  out  a  bunch  of  keys>  a  small  paper  par  eel >  and  a  black 
implement  that  may  be  a  burglar's  jemmy.  This  cool 
customer  examines  the  fire  and  piles  on  more  coals.  With  the 
keys  he  opens  the  door  of  the  bookcase y  selects  two  large 
volumes,  and  brings  them  to  the  table.  He  takes  off  his 
topcoat  and  opens  his  parcel,  which  we  now  see  contains 
sheets  of  foolscap  paper.  His  next  action  shows  that  the 
c  jemmy*  is  really  a  ruler.  He  knows  where  the  pen  and 
ink  are  kept.  He  pulls  the  fine  chair  nearer  to  the  table  ^ 
sits  on  it,  and  proceeds  to  write,  occasionally  dotting  the 
carpet  with  ink  as  he  stabs  the  air  with  his  pen.  H?  is  so 
occupied  that  he  does  not  see  the  door  opening,  and  the  It'ylie 
family  staring  at  him.  They  are  armed  with  sticks.) 

ALICK  (at  last).     When  you  're  ready,  John  Shand. 

(JOHN  hints  back,  and  then  he  has  the  grace  to  rise,  dogged 
and  expressionless.) 

JAMES  (like  a  railway  porter).     Ticket,  please. 

DAVID.      You  can't  think  of  anything  clever  for  to  go  for 
to  say  now,  John. 

MAGGIE.      I  hope  you  find  that  chair  comfortable,  young  man. 

JOHN.      I  have  no  complaint  to  make  against  the  chair. 

ALICK  (who  is  really  distressed).     A  native  of  the  town.     The 
disgrace  to  your  family  !      I  feel  pity  for  the  Shands  this  night. 

JOHN  (glowering).     I  '11  thank  you,  Mr.  Wylie,  not  to  pity 
my  family. 

JAMES.     Canny,  canny. 

MAGGIE  (that  sense  of  justice  again).      I  think  you  should  let 
the  young  man  explain.      It  mayn't  be  so  bad  as  we  thought. 

DAVID.     Explain  away,  my  billie. 
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JOHN.  Only  the  uneducated  would  need  an  explanation. 
I  'm  a  student,  (with  a  little  passion)  and  I  'm  desperate  for* want 
of  books.  You  have  all  I  want  here  ;  no  use  to  you  but  for 
display  ;  well,  I  came  here  to  study.  I  come  twice  weekly. 
(Amazement  of  his  hosts.) 

DAVID  (who  is  the  first  to  recover).     By  the  window, 

JOHN.  Do  you  think  a  Shand  would  so  far  lower  himself 
as  to  enter  your  door  ?  Well,  is  it  a  case  for  the  police  ? 

JAMES.     It  is. 

MAGGIE  (not  so  much  out  of  the  goodness  of  her  heart  as  to  patron- 
ise the  Shands).  It  seems  to  me  it 's  a  case  for  us  all  to  go  to 
our  beds  and  leave  the  young  man  to  study  ;  but  not  on  that 
chair.  (And  she  wheels  the  chair  away  from  him.) 

JOHN.  Thank  you,  Miss  Maggie,  but  I  couldn't  be  be- 
holden to  you. 

JAMES.     My  opinion  is  that  he  's  nobody,  so  out  with  him. 

JOHN.  Yes,  out  with  me.  And  you  '11  be  cheered  to  hear 
I  'm  likely  to  be  a  nobody  for  a  long  time  to  come. 

DAVID  (who  had  been  beginning  to  respect  hitrtj.  Arc  you  a 
poor  scholar  ? 

JOHN.     On  the  contrary,  I  'm.  a  brilliant  scholar. 

DAVID.     It 's  siller,  then  ? 

JOHN  (glorified  by  experiences  he  has  shared  with  many  a  gallant 
soul).  My  first  year  at  college  I  lived  on  a  barrel  of  potatoes, 
and  we  had  just  a  bofa-bed  between  two  of  us  ;  when  the  one 
lay  down  the  other  had  to  get  up.  Do  you  think  it  was  hard- 
ship ?  It  was  sublime.  But  this  year  I  can't  afford  it.  I  '11 
have  to  stay  on  here,  collecting  the  tickets  of  the  illiterate,  such 
as  you,  when  I  might  be  with  Romulus  and  Remus  among.thc 
stars. 

JAMES  (summing  up).     Havers. 

DAVID  (in  whose  head  some  design  is  vaguely  taking  shape). 
Whisht,  James.  I  must  say,  young  lad,  I  like  your  spirit. 
Now  tell  me,  what 's  your  professors'  opinion  of  your  future. 

JOHN.  They  think  me  a  young  man  of  extraordinary 
promise. 

DAVID.     You  have  a  name  here  for  high  moral  character. 

JOHN.     And  justly. 

DAVID.     Are  you  serious-minded  ? 

JOHN.     I  never  laughed  in  my  life. 
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DAVID.     Who  do  you  sit  under  in  Glasgow  ? 
JOHN.     Mr.  Flemister  of  tAe  Sauchichall  High. 
DAVID.     Arc  you  a  Sabbath-school  teacher  ? 
JOHN.     I  am. 

DAVID.     One  more  question.     Are  you  promised  ? 
JOHN.     To  a  lady  ? 
DAVID.     Yes. 

JOHN.  I  Ve  never  given  one  of  them  a  single  word  of  en- 
couragement. I  'm  too  much  occupied  thinking  about  my 
career. 

DAVID.     So.      (He  reflects,  and  finally  indicates  by  a  jerk  of  the 
head  that  he  wishes  to  talk  with  his  father  behind  the  door.) 
JAMES  (longingly).     Do  you  want  me  too  ? 

(But  they  go  out  without  even  answering  him.) 
MAGGIE.      I  don't  know  what  maggot  they  have  in  their 
heads,  but  sit  down,  young  man,  till  they  come  back. 

JOHN.  My  name  's  Mr.  Shand,  and  till  I  'm  called  that  I 
decline  to  sit  down  again  in  this  house. 

MAGGIE.  Then  I  'm  thinking,  young  sir,  you  '11  have  a 
weary  wait. 

(IVhile  he  waits  you  can  see  how  pinched  his  face  is.  He  is 
little  more  than  a  boyy  and  he  seldom  has  enough  to  eat. 
DAVID  and  ALICK:  return  presently  y  looking  as  sly  as  if  they 
had  been  discussing  some  move  on  the  dambrod,  as  indeed 
they  have.) 

DAVID  (suddenly  become  genial).  Sit  down,  Mr.  Shand,  and 
pull  in  your  chair.  You  Ml  have  a  thimbleful  of  something  to 
keep  the  cold  out  ?  (Briskly)  Glasses,  Maggie. 

(She  wonders,  but  gets  glasses  and  decanter  from  the  side- 
board>  which  JAMES  calls  the  chiffy.     DAVID  and  ALICK, 
in  the  most  friendly  manner,  also  draw  up  to  the  table.) 
You  're  not  a  totaller,  I  hope  ? 

JOHN  (guardedly).     I  'm  practically  a  totaller. 
DAVID.     So  are  we.     How  do  you  take  it  ?      Is  there  any 
hot  water,  Maggie  ? 

JOHN.  If  I  take  it  at  all,  and  I  haven't  naade  up  my  mind 
yet,  I  '11  take  it  cold. 

DAVID.     You  '11  take  it  hot,  James  ? 

JAMES  (also  sitting  at  the  table  but  completely  befogged).     No, 
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DAVID  (decisively}.     I  think  you  '11  take  it  hot,  James. 

JAMES  (sulking).     I  '11  take  it  l!<ot. 

DAVID.     The  kettle,  Maggie.  \ 

(JAMES  has  evidently  to  take  it  hot  so  that  they  can  get  at  the 
business  noiv  on  hand  while  MAGGIE  goes  kitchenward  for 
the  kettle.) 

ALICK.     Now,  David,  quick,  before  she  comes  back. 

DAVID.      Mr.  Shand,  we  have  an  offer  to  make  you. 

JOHN  (warningly).     No  patronage. 

ALICK.      It 's  strictly  a  business  affair. 

DAVID.     Leave  it  to  me,  father.     It 's  this (But  to 

his  annoyance  the  suspicious  MAGGIE  has  already  returned  with  the 
kettle.)     Maggie,  don't  you  see  that  you  're  not  wanted  ? 

MAGGIE  (sitting  down  by  the  fire  and  resuming  her  knitting). 
I  do,  David. 

DAVID.      I  have  a  proposition  to  put  before  Mr.  Shand,  and 
women  are  out  of  place  in  business  transactions. 
(The  needles  continue  to  click.) 

ALICK  (sighing).     We  11  have  to  let  her  bide,  David. 

DAVID  (sternly).  Woman.  (Rut  even  this  does  not  budge  her.) 
Very  well  then,  sit  there,  but  don't  interfere,  mind.  Mr.  Shand, 
we  're  willing,  the  three  of  us,  to  lay  out  £300  on  your  education 
if 

JOHN.     Take  care. 

DAVID  (sloivly,  which  is  not  his  wont).  On  condition  that 
five  years  from  now,  Maggie  Wylie,  if  still  unmarried,  can  claim 
to  marry  you,  should  such  be  her  wish  ;  the  thing  to  be  perfectly 
open  on  her  side,  but  you  to  be  strictly  tied  down. 

JAMES  (enlightened).     So,  so.  c 

DAVID  (resuming  his  smart  manner).  Now,  what  have  you 
to  say  ?  Decide. 

JOHN  (after  a  pause).      I  regret  to  say 

MAGGIE.  It  doesn't  matter  what  he  regrets  to  say,  because 
I  decide  against  it.  And  I  think  it  was  very  ill-done  of  you 
to  make  any  such  proposal. 

DAVID  (without  looking  at  her).     Quiet,  Maggie. 

JOHN  (looking  at  her).  I  must  say,  Miss  Maggie,  I  don't  see 
what  reasons  you  can  have  for  being  so  set  against  it. 

MAGGIE.  If  you  would  grow  a  beard,  Mr.  Shand,  the 
reasons  wouldn't  be  quite  so  obvious. 
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JOHN.      I  '11  never  grow  a  beard. 

MAGGIE.     Then  you  Ve  dtfre  for  at  the  start. 

A  LICK.     Come,  come.       J 

MAGGIE.     Seeing  I  have  refused  the  young  man 

JOHN.     Refused  ! 

DAVID.  That 's  no  reason  why  we  shouldn't  have  his 
friendly  opinion.  Your  objections,  Mr.  Shand  ? 

JOHN.  Simply,  it 's  a  one-sided  bargain.  I  admit  I  'm  no 
catch  at  present ;  but  what  could  a  man  of  my  abilities  not  soar 
to  with  three  hundred  pounds  ?  Something  far  above  what  she 
could  aspire  to. 

MAGGIE.     Oh,  indeed  ! 

DAVID.  The  position  is  that  without  the  three  hundred  you 
can't  soar. 

JOHN.      You  have  me  there. 

MAGGIE.     Yes,  but 

A  LICK.  You  see  you  're  safeguarded,  Maggie  ;  you  don't 
need  to  take  him  unless  you  like,  but  he  has  to  take  you. 

JOHN.      That 's  an  unfair  arrangement  also. 

MAGGIE.      I  wouldn't  dream  of  it  without  that  condition. 

JOHN.     Then  you  are  thinking  of  it  ? 

MAGGIE.     Poof ! 

DAVID.  It 's  a  good  arrangement  for  you,  Mr.  Shand. 
The  chances  are  you  '11  never  have  to  go  on  with  it,  for  in  all 
probability  she  '11  marry  soon. 

JAMES.     She  's  tremendous  run  after. 

JOHN.     Even  if  that 's  true,  it 's  just  keeping  me  in  reserve 
in  case  she  misses  doing  better. 
•  DAVID  (relieved).     That 's  the  situation  in  a  nutshell. 

JOHN.  Another  thing.  Supposing  I  was  to  get  fond  of 
her? 

A  LICK,  (wistfully).      It 's  very  likely. 

JOHN.     Yes,  and  then  suppose  she  was  to  give  me  the  go-by  ? 

DAVID.      You  have  to  risk  that. 

JOHN.  Or  take  it  the  other  way.  Supposing  as  I  got  to 
know  her  I  could  not  endure  her  ? 

DAVID  (suavely).     You  have  both  to  take  risks. 

JAMES  (less  suavely).  What  you  need,  John  Shand,  is  a  clout 
on  the  head. 

JOHN.     Three  hundred  pounds  is  no  great  sum. 
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DAVID.     You  can  take  it  or  leave  it. 

ALICK.  No  great  sum  for  ^  student  studying  for  the 
ministry  !  \ 

JOHN.  Do  you  think  that  with  that  amount  of  money  I 
would  stop  short  at  being  a  minister  ? 

DAVID.  That 's  how  I  like  to  hear  you  speak.  A  young 
Scotsman  of  your  ability  let  loose  upon  the  world  with  £300, 
what  could  he  not  do  ?  It 's  almost  appalling  to  think  of ; 
especially  if  he  went  among  the  English. 

JOHN.     What  do  you  think,  Miss  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE  (who  is  knitting).  I  have  no  thoughts  on  the  subject 
either  way. 

JOHN  (after  looking  her  over).  What 's  her  age  ?  She  looks 
young,  but  they  say  it 's  the  curls  that  does  it. 

DAVID  (rather  happily}.  She  's  one  of  those  women  who  are 
eternally  young. 

JOHN.     I  can't  take  that  for  an  answer. 

DAVID.     She  's  twenty-five. 

JOHN.      I  'm  just  twenty-one. 

JAMES.  I  read  in  a  book  that  about  four  years'  difference 
in  the  ages  is  the  ideal  thing.  (As  usual  he  is  disregarded.} 

DAVID.     Well,  Mr.  Shand  ? 

JOHN  (where  is  his  mother  ?}.      I  'm  willing  if  she  's  willing  ? 

DAVID.     Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.     There  can  be  no  '  if '  about  it.     It  must  be  an  offer. 

JOHN.  A  Shand  give  a  Wylic  such  a  chamv  to  humiliate 
him  ?  Never. 

MAGGIE.     Then  all  is  off. 

DAVID.     Come,  come,  Mr.  Shand,  it 's  just  a  form. 

JOHN  (reluctantly}.     Miss  Maggie,  will  you  ? 

MAGGIE  (doggedly}.     Is  it  an  offer  ? 

JOHN  (dourly}.     Yes. 

MAGGIE  (rising}.  Before  I  answer  I  want  first  to  give  you 
a  chance  of  drawing  back. 

DAVID.     Maggie. 

MAGGIE  (bravely}.  When  they  said  that  I  have  been  run 
after  they  were  misleading  you.  1  'm  without  charm  ;  nobody 
has  ever  been  after  me. 

JOHN.     Oho  ! 

ALICK.     They  will  be  yet. 
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JOHN  (the  innocent).  It  shows  at  least  that  you  haven't 
been  after  them.  V 

(His  hosts  exchange  a  semiconscious  glance.) 

MAGGIE.  One  thing  more  ;  David  said  I  'm  twenty-five, 
I  *m  twenty-six. 

JOHN.     Aha  ! 

MAGGIE.  Now  be  practical.  Do  you  withdraw  from  the 
bargain,  or  do  you  not  ? 

JOHN  (on  reflection).     It 's  a  bargain. 

MAGGIE.     Then  so  be  it. 

DAVID  (hurriedly).  And  that 's  settled.  Did  you  say  you 
would  take  it  hot,  Mr.  Shand  ? 

JOHN.      I  think  I  '11  take  it  neat. 

(The  others  decide  to  take  it  hot,  and  there  is  some  careful 
business  here  with  the  toddy  ladles.) 

ALICK.      Here  's  to  you,  and  your  career. 

JOHN.  Thank  you.  To  you,  Miss  Maggie.  Had  we 
not  better  draw  up  a  legal  document  ?  Lawyer  Crosbie  could 
do  it  on  the  qtiiet. 

DAVID.  Should  we  do  that,  or  should  we  just  trust  to  one 
another's  honour  ? 

ALICK  (gallantly).      Let  Maggie  decide. 

MAGGIE.      1  think  we  would  better  have  a  legal  document. 

DAVID.  We  '11  have  it  drawn  up  to-morrow."  I  was  think- 
ing the  best  way  would  be  for  to  pay  the  money  in  live  yearly 
instalments. 

JOHN.  I  was  thinking,  better  bank  the  whole  sum  in  my 
name  at  once. 

•ALICK.     I  think  David's  plan  's  the  best. 

JOHN.  I  think  not.  Of  course  if  it 's  not  convenient  to 
you 

DAVID  (touched  to  the  quick).  It's  perfectly  convenient. 
What  do  you  say,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.     I  agree  with  John. 

DAVID  (with  an  odd  feeling  that  Maggie  is  now  on  the  other 
side).  Very  well. 

JOHN.  Then  as  that 's  settled  I  think  I  '11  be  stepping.  (He 
is  putting  his  papers  back  in  the  bag.) 

A  LICK  (politely).  If  you  would  like  to  sit  on  at  your 
books 
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JOHN.  As  I  can  come  at  any  orra  time  now  I  think  I  '11  be 
stepping.  (MAGGIE  helps  him  hA\o  his  topcoat.) 

MAGGIE.     Have  you  a  muffldi',  John  ? 

JOHN.     I  have.     (He  gets  it  from  his  pocket.) 

MAGGIE.  You  had  better  put  it  twice  round.  (She  does 
this  for  him.) 

DAVID.     Well,  good-night  to  you,  Mr.  Shand. 

ALICK.     And  good  luck. 

JOHN.  Thank  you.  The  same  to  you.  And  I  '11  cry  in 
at  your  office  in  the  morning  before  the  6.2O  is  due. 

DAVID.  I  '11  have  the  document  ready  for  you.  (There  is 
the  awkward  pause  that  sometimes  follows  great  events.)  I 
think,  Maggie,  you  might  see  Mr.  Shand  to  the  door. 

MAGGIE.  Certainly.  (JOHN  is  going  by  the  window.)  This 
way,  John. 

(She  takes  him  off  by  the  more  usual  exit.) 

DAVID.  He 's  a  tine  frank  fellow  ;  and  you  saw  how 
cleverly  he  got  the  better  of  me  about  banking  the  money. 
(As  the  heads  of  the  conspirators  come  gleefully  together)  I  tell 
you,  father,  he  has  a  grand  business  head. 

ALICK.  Lads,  he  's  canny.  He 's  cannier  than  any  of 
us. 

JAMES.  Except  maybe  Maggie.  He  has  no  idea  what  a 
remarkable  woman  Maggie  is. 

ALICK.  Best  he  shouldn't  know.  Men  are  nervous  of 
remarkable  women. 

JAMES.     She  's  a  long  time  in  coming  back. 

DAVID  (not  quite  comfortable).  It 's  a  good  sign.  H'sh. 
What  sort  of  a  night  is  it,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.      It 's  a  little  blowy. 

(She  gets  a  large  dust-cloth  which  is  lying  folded  on  a  shelf, 
and  proceeds  to  spread  it  over  the  fine  chair.  The  men 
exchange  self-conscious  glances.) 

DAVID  (stretching  himself).  Yes — well,  well,  oh  yes.  It 's 
getting  late.  What  is  it  with  you,  father  ? 

ALICK.      I  'm  ten  forty-two. 

JAMES.     I  'm  ten-forty. 

DAVID.     Ten  forty-two. 

(They  wind  up  their  watches.) 

MAGGIE.      It 's  high  time  we  were  bedded.     (She  puts  her 
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hands  on  their  shoulders  lovingly y  which  is  the  very  thing  they  have 
been  trying  to  avoid.)     You  'le  very  kind  to  me. 

DAVID.     Havers. 

ALICK.     Havers. 

JAMES  (but  this  does  not  matter).     Havers. 

MAGGIE  (a  little  dolefully).  I  'm  a  sort  of  sorry  for  the  young 
man,  David. 

DAVID.  Not  at  all.  You  '11  be  the  making  of  him.  (She 
lifts  the  two  volumes.}  Are  you  taking  the  books  to  your  bed, 
Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.  Yes.  I  don't  want  him  to  know  things  I  don't 
know  myself. 

(She  departs  with  the  books  ;   and  ALICK  and  DAVID,  the 
villains •,  now  want  to  get  aivay  from  each  other.) 

ALICK.  Yes — yes.  Oh  yes — ay,  man — it  is  so — umpha. 
You  '11  lift  the  big  coals  off,  David. 

(He  wanders  aivay  to  his  spring  mattress.     DAVID  removes 
the  coals.) 

JAMES  (wYio  would  like  to  sit  down  and  have  an  argy-bargy). 
It  's  a  most  romantical  affair.  (But  he  gets  no  answer.)  I 
wonder  how  it  '11  turn  out  ?  (No  answer.)  She 's  queer, 
Maggie.  I  wonder  how  some  clever  writers  has  never  noticed 
how  queer  women  are.  It 's  my  belief  you  could  write  a  whole 
book  about  them.  (DAVID  remains  obdurate.)  It  was  very 
noble  of  her  to  tell  him  she's  twenty-six.  (Mutteiing  as  he 
too  wanders  away.)  But  I  thought  she  was  twenty-seven. 
(DAVID  turns  out  the  light.) 
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ACT   II 

Six  years  have  elapsed  and  John  Shand's  great  hour  has  come. 
Perhaps  his  great  hour  really  lies  ahead  of  him,  perhaps  he  had 
it  six  years  ago  ;  it  often  passes  us  by  in  the  night  with  such  a 
faint  call  that  we  don't  even  turn  in  our  beds.  But  according  to 
the  trumpets  this  is  John's  great  hour  ;  it  is  the  hour  for  which 
he  has  long  been  working  with  his  coat  off  ;  and  now  the  coat 
is  on  again  (broadcloth  but  ill-fitting),  for  there  is  no  more  to 
do  but  await  results.  He  is  standing  for  Parliament,  and  this 
is  election  night. 

As  the  scene  discloses  itself  you  get,  so  to  speak,  one  of  John 
Shand's  posters  in  the  face.  Vote  for  Shand.  Shand,  Shand, 
Shand.  Civil  and  Religious  Liberty,  Faith,  Hop.?,  Freedom. 
They  are  all  fly-blown  names  for  Shand.  Have  a  placard  about 
Shand,  have  a  hundred  placards  about  him,  it  is  snowing  Shand 
to-night  in  Glasgow  ;  take  the  paste  out  of  your  eye,  and  you 
will  see  that  we  are  in  one  of  Shand's  committee  rooms.  It 
has  been  a  hairdresser's  emporium,  but  Shand,  Shand,  Shand  has 
swept  through  it  like  a  wind,  leaving  nothing  but  the  fixtures  ; 
why  shave,  why  have  your  head  doused  in  those  basins  when  you 
can  be  brushed  and  scraped  and  washed  up  for  ever  by  simply 
voting  for  Shand  ? 

There  are  a  few  hard  chairs  for  yelling  Shand  from,  and  then 
rushing  away.  There  is  an  iron  spiral  staircase  that  once  led 
to  the  ladies'  hairdressing  apartments,  but  now  leads  to  more 
Shand,  Shand,  Shand.  A  glass  door  at  the  back  opens  on  to  the 
shop  proper,  screaming  Civil  and  Religious  Liberty,  Shand,  as 
it  opens,  and  beyond  is  the  street  crammed  with  still  more  Shand 
pro  and  con.  Men  in  every  sort  of  garb  rush  in  and  out,  up  and 
down  the  stair,  shouting  the  magic  word.  Then  there  is  a  lull, 
and  down  the  stair  comes  Maggie  Wylic,  decidedly  overdressed 
in  blue  velvet  and  (let  us  get  this  over)  less  good-looking  than 
ever.  She  raises  her  hands  to  heaven,  she  spins  round  like  a 
little  teetotum.  To  her  from  the  street,  suffering  from  a 
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determination  of  the  word  Shand  to  the  mouth,  rush  Alick  and 
David.  Alick  is  thinner  (being  older),  David  is  stouter  (being 
older),  and  they  are  both  in  f  weeds  and  silk  hats. 

MAGGIE.     David — have  they — is  he  ?   quick,  quick  ! 
DAVID.     There  's  no  news  yet,  no  news.     It 's  terrible. 

(The  teetotum  revolves  more  quickly.} 
ALICK.     For  God's  sake,  Maggie,  sit  down. 
MAGGIE.     I  can't,  I  can't ! 
DAVID.     Hold  her  down. 

(They  press  her  into  a  chair  ;  JAMES  darts  in,  stouter  also. 

His  necktie  has  gone  ;  he  will  never  again  be  able  to  attend 

a  funeral  in  that  hat.) 

JAMES   (wildly).     John   Shand  's  the  man  for  you.     John 
Shand  's  the  man  for  you.     John  Shand  's  the  man  for  you. 
DAVID  (clutching  him).      Have  you  heard  anything  ? 
JAMES.     Not  a  word. 
ALICK.     Look  at  her. 

DAVID.      Maggie  (he  goes  on  his  knees  beside  hcry  pressing  her 
to  him  in  affectionate  anxiety)*     It  was  mad  of  him  to  dare. 
MAGGIE.      It  was  grand  of  him. 
ALICK  (moving  about  distraught).      Insane  ambition. 
MAGGIE.     Glorious  ambition. 

DAVID.     Maggie,  Maggie,  my  lamb,  best  be  prepared  for 
the  worst. 

MAGGIE  (husky).     I  am  prepared. 
ALICK.     Six  weary  years  has  she  waited  for  this  night. 
MAGGIE.     Six  brave  years  has  John  toiled  for  this  night. 
•  JAMES.     And  you  could  have  had  him,  Maggie,  at  the  end 
of  five.     The  document  says  five. 

MAGGIE.     Do  you  think  I  grudge  not  being  married  to  him 
yet  ?     Was  I  to  hamper  him  till  the  fight  was  won. 
DAVID  (with  wrinkled  brows).     But  if  it 's  lost  ? 

(She  can't  answer.) 
ALICK  (starting).     What 's  that  ? 

(The  three  listen  at  the  door  ;  the  shouting  dies  down.) 
DAVID.     They  're  terrible  still  $  what  can  make  them  so  still  ? 

(JAMES  spirits  himself  away.     ALICK  and  DAVID  blanch 

to  hear  MAGGIE  speaking  softly  as  if  to  JOHN.) 
MAGGIE.     Did  you  say  you  had  lost,  John  ?     Of  course  you 
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would  lose  the  first  time,  dear  John.     Six  years.     Very  w,ell, 

we  '11  begin  another  six  to-night.  I  You  '11  win  yet.     (Fiercely] 

Never  give  in,  John,  never  give  in* ! 

(The  roar  of  the  multitude  breaks  out  again  and  comes 
rolling  nearer.) 
DAVID.     I  think  he  's  coming. 

(JAMES  is  fired  into  the  room  like  a  squeezed  onion.] 
JAMES.     He 's  coming  ! 

(They  may  go  on  speaking,  but  through  the  clang  outside  none 
could  hear.  The  populace  seem  to  be  trying  to  take  the 
committee  room  by  assault.  Out  of  the  scrimmage  a  man 
emerges  dishevelled  and  bursts  into  the  roomy  closing  the 
door  behind  him.  It  is  JOHN  SHAND  in  a  five  guinea  suit^ 
including  the  hat.  There  are  other  changes  in  him  also, 
for  he  has  been  delving  his  way  through  loamy  ground  all 
those  years.  His  right  shoulder,  which  he  used  to  raise  to 
pound  a  path  through  the  crowd,  now  remains  permanently 
in  that  position.  His  mouth  tends  to  dose  like  a  box.  His 
eyes  are  tired,  they  need  some  one  to  pull  the  lids  over  them 
and  send  him  to  sleep  for  a  week.  But  they  are  honest  eyes 
stilly  and  faithful^  and  could  even  light  up  his  face  at  times 
with  a  smile,  if  the  mouth  would  give  a  little  help.} 
JOHN  (clinging  to  a  chair  that  he  may  not  fly  straight  to  heaven}. 

I  'm  in  ;  I  'm  elected.     Majority  two  hundred  and  forty-four  ; 

I  'm  John  Shand,  M.P. 

(The  crowd  have  the  news  by  this  time  and  their  roar  breaks 
the  door  open.  JAMES  is  off  at  once  to  tell  them  that  he  is  to 
be  Shand's  brother-in-law.  A  teardrop  clings  to  ALICK'S 
nose ;  DAVID  hits  out  playfully  at  JOHN,  and  JOHN  in  ati 
ecstasy  returns  the  blow.) 
DAVID.  Fling  yourself  at  the  door,  father,  and  bar  them  out. 

Maggie,  what  keeps  you  so  quiet  now  ? 

MAGGIE  (weak  in  her  limbs}.     You  're  sure  you  're  in,  John  ? 
JOHN.     Majority   244.     I  've   beaten   the   baronet.     I  'vc 

done  it,  Maggie,  and  not  a  soul  to  help  me  j   I  've  done  it  alone. 

(His  voice  breaks  ;  you  could  almost  pick  up  the  pieces.)     I  'm  as 

hoarse  as  a  crow,  and  I  have  to  address  the  Cowcaddens  Club 

yet ;   David,  pump  some  oxygen  into  me. 

DAVID.     Certainly,  Mr.  Shand.     (While  he  does  it,  MAGGIE 

15  seeing  visions.) 
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ALICK.     What  are  you  doing,  Maggie  ? 

to  AGGIE.  This  is  the  House  of  Commons,  and  I  'm  John, 
catching  the  Speaker's  eye  fol  the  first  time.  Do  you  see  a  queer 
little  old  wifie  sitting  away  up  there  in  the  Ladies'  Gallery  ? 
That 's  me.  Mr.  Speaker,  sir,  I  rise  to  make  my  historic 
maiden  speech.  I  am  no  orator,  sir  ;  voice  from  Ladies' 
Gallery,  '  Are  you  not,  John  ?  you  '11  soon  let  them  see  that '  ; 
cries  of  '  Silence,  woman,'  and  general  indignation.  Mr. 
Speaker,  sir,  I  stand  here  diffidently  with  my  eyes  on  the 
Treasury  Bench  ;  voice  from  the  Ladies'  Gallery,  *  And  you  '11 
soon  have  your  coat-tails  on  it,  John  '  ;  loud  cries  of 4  Remove 
that  little  old  wifie,'  in  which  she  is  forcibly  ejected,  and  the 
honourable  gentleman  resumes  his  seat  in  a  torrent  of  admiring 
applause. 

(ALICK  and  DAVID  waggle  their  proud  heads.) 

JOHN  (tolerantly).     Maggie,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.     You  're  not  angry  with  me,  John  ? 

JOHN.     No,  no. 

MAGGIE.  •  But  you  glowered. 

JOHN.  I  was  thinking  of  Sir  Peregrine.  Just  because  I 
beat  him  at  the  poll  he  took  a  shabby  revenge  ;  he  congratulated 
me  in  French,  a  language  I  haven't  taken  the  trouble  to  master. 

MAGGIE  (becoming  a  little  taller).  Would  it  help  you,  John, 
if  you  were  to  marry  a  woman  that  could  speak  French  ? 

DAVID  (quickly).     Not  at  all. 

MACJGIE  (gloriously).  Mon  cher  Jean,  laissez-moi  parler  le 
fran^ais,  voulez-vous  un  interprete  ? 

JOHN.     Hullo  ! 

MAGGIE.  Je  suis  la  soeur  fran?aise  de  mes  deux  freres 
ecossais. 

DAVID  (worshipping  her).     She  's  been  learning  French. 

JOHN  (lightly).     Well  done. 

MAGGIE  (grandly).     They  're  arriving. 

ALICK.     Who  ? 

MAGGIE.  Our  guests.  This  is  London,  and  Mrs.  John 
Shand  is  giving  her  first  reception.  (Airily)  Have  I  told  you, 
darling,  who  are  coming  to-night  ?  There  's  that  dear  Sir 
Peregrine.  (To  ALICK)  Sir  Peregrine,  this  is  a  pleasure. 
Avez-vous  ...  So  sorry  we  beat  you  at  the  poll. 

JOHN,     I  'm  doubting  the  baronet  would  sit  on  you,  Maggie. 
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MAGGIE.     I  Ve  invited  a  lord  to  sit  on  the  baronet.      Voilb  ! 

DAVID  (delighted).  You  thinly  !  You  '11  find  the  lords 
expensive.  V 

MAGGIE.  Just  a  little  cheap  lord.  (JAMES  enters  import- 
antly.) My  dear  Lord  Cheap,  this  is  kind  of  you. 

(JAMES  hopes  that  MAGGIE'S  reason  is  not  unbalanced.) 

DAVID  (who  really  ought  to  have  had  education).  Flow  de 
doo,  Cheap  ? 

JAMES  (bewildered).     Maggie 

MAGGIE.     Yes,  do  call  me  Maggie. 

ALICK  (grinning).  She  's  practising  her  first  party,  James. 
The  swells  are  at  the  door. 

JAMES  (heavily).  That 's  what  I  came  to  say.  They  are 
at  the  door. 

JOHN.     Who  ? 

JAMES.  The  swells  ;  in  their  motor.  (He  gives  JOHN 
three  cards.) 

JOHN.     *  Mr.  Tenterdcn.' 

DAVID.     Him  that  was  speaking  for  you  ?  ' 

JOHN.  The  same.  He 's  a  whip  and  an  Honourable. 
'  Lady  Sybil  Tenterden.'  (Frowns.)  Her  !  She  's  his  sister. 

MAGGIE.     A  married  woman  ? 

JOHN.     No.     *  The  Comtcsse  de  la  Briere.' 

MAGGIE  (the  scholar).     She  must  be  French. 

JOHN.  Yes  ;  I  think  she 's  some  relation.  She 's  a 
widow. 

JAMES.  But  what  am  I  to  say  to  them  ?  (*  Mr.  Shand's 
compliments,  and  he  will  be  proud  to  receive  them  *  is  the  very  least 
that  the  Wylies  expect.}  * 

JOHN  (who  was  evidently  made  for  great  ends).  Say  I  'm  very 
busy,  but  if  they  care  to  wait  I  hope  presently  to  give  them  a 
few  minutes. 

JAMES  (thunderstruck).     Good  God,  Mr.  Shand  ! 

(But  it  makes  him  JOHN'S  more  hi4mlle  servant  than  ever^ 
and  he  departs  with  the  message.) 

JOHN  (not  unaware  of  the  sensation  he  has  created).  I  '11  go 
up  and  let  the  crowd  see  me  from  the  window. 

MAGGIE.     But — but — what  are  we  to  do  with  these  ladies  ? 

JOHN  (as  he  tramps  upwards).  It 's  your  reception,  Maggie  ; 
this  will  prove  you. 
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MAGGIE  (growing  smaller).  Tell  me  what  you  know  about 
this  Lady  Sybil  ?  -j 

JOHN.  The  only  thing  I 'know  about  her  is  that  she  thinks 
me  vulgar. 

MAGGIE.     You  ? 

JOHN.  She  has  attended  some  of  my  meetings,  and  I  'm  told 
she  said  that. 

MAGGIE.     What  could  the  woman  mean  ? 

JOHN.      I  wonder.     When  I  come  down  I  '11  ask  her. 
(JVith  his  departure  MAGGIE'S  nervousness  increases.) 

A  LICK  (encouragingly).  In  at  them,  Maggie,  with  your 
French. 

MAGGIE.      It 's  all  slipping  from  me,  father. 

DAVID  (gloomily).  I  'm  sure  to  bay  '  for  to  come  for  to  go.' 
(The  newcomers  glorify  the  room,  and  MAGGIE  feels  that 
they  have  lifted  her  up  with  the  tongs  and  deposited  her  in 
one  of  the  basins.  They  are  fur  from  intending  to  be  rude  ; 
//  is  not  their  fault  that  thus  do  swans  scatter  the  ducks. 
They  *do  not  know  that  they  are  guests  of  the  family,  they 
think  merely  that  they  are  waiting  with  other  strangers  in 
a  public  room  ;  they  undulate  inquiringly,  and  if  MAGGIE 
could  undulate  in  return  she  would  have  no  cause  for  offence. 
But  she  suddenly  realises  that  this  is  an  art  as  yet  denied 
her,  and  that  though  DAVID  might  buy  her  evening-gowns 
as  fine  as  theirs  (and  is  at  this  moment  probably  deciding  to 
do  so)y  she  would  look  better  carrying  them  in  her  arms  than 
on  her  person.  She  also  feels  that  to  emerge  from  wraps 
as  they  are  doing  is  more  difficult  than  to  plank  your  money 
on  the  counter  for  them.  The  COMTESSE  she  could  forgive, 
for  she  is  old ;  but  LADY  SYBIL  is  voung  and  beautiful  and 
comes  lastly  to  rest  like  a  stately  ship  of  Tarsus.) 

COMTESSE  (smiling  divinely \  and  speaking  with  such  a  pretty 
accent).  I  hope  one  is  not  in  the  way.  We  were  told  we  might 
wait. 

MAGGIE  (bravely  climbing  out  of  the  basin).      Certainly — I  am 

sure — if  you  will  be  so — it  is 

(She  knows  that  DAVID  and  her  father  are  very  sorry  for  her.) 
(A  high  voice  is  heard  orating  outside.) 

SYBIL  (screwing  her  nose  deliciwsly).  He  is  at  it  again, 
auntie. 
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COMTESSE.  Mon  Dieu  !  (Like  one  begging  pardon  of  the 
universe)  It  is  Mr.  Tenterden,  ji/ou  understand,  making  'one 
more  of  his  delightful  speeches  tA  the  crowd.  Would  you  be 
so  charming  as  to  shut  the  door  ? 

(This  to  DAVID  in  such  appeal  that  she  is  evidently  making 
the  petition  of  her  life.     DAVID  saves  her.) 

MAGGIE  (determined  not  to  go  under).  JVspere  que  vous — 
trouvez — cette — reunion — interessante  ? 

COMTESSE.  Vous  parlez  fran^ais  ?  Mais  c'est  charmant  ! 
Voyons,  causons  un  peu.  Racontez-moi  tout  dc  cc  grand 
homme,  toutes  les  choses  merveilleuses  qu'il  a  faitcs. 

MAGGIE.      I — I — Je  connais (Alas  !) 

COMTESSE  (naughtily).  Forgive  me,  mademoiselle,  I  thought 
you  spoke  French. 

SYBIL  (who  knows  that  DAVID  ad?nires  her  shoulders).  How 
wicked  of  you,  auntie.  (To  MAGGIE)  I  assure  you  none  of  us 
can  understand  her  when  she  gallops  at  that  pace. 

MAGGIE  (crushed).  It  doesn't  matter.  I  will  tell  Mr.  Shand 
that  you  are  here.  ' 

SYBIL  (drawling).  Please  don't  trouble  him.  We  are  really 
only  waiting  till  my  brother  recovers  and  can  take  us  back  to 
our  hotel. 

MAGGIE.      I  '11  tell  him. 

(She  is  glad  to  disappear  up  the  stair.) 

COMTESSE.  The  lady  seems  distressed.  Is  she  a  relation  of 
Mr.  Shand  ? 

DAVID.  Not  for  to  say  a  relation.  She  's  my  sister.  Our 
name  is  Wylie. 

(But  granite  quarries  are  nothing  to  them.) 

COMTESSE.  How  do  you  do  ?  You  are  the  committee  man 
of  Mr.  Shand  ? 

DAVID.     No,  just  friends. 

COMTESSE  (gaily  to  the  basins).     Aha  !     I  know  you.     Next, 
please  !     Sybil,  do  you  weigh  yourself,  or  are  you  asleep  ? 
(LADY  SYBIL  has  sunk  indolently  into  a  weighing-chair.) 

SYBIL.     Not  qui^e,  auntie. 

COMTESSE  (the  mirror  of  la  politesse).  Tell  me  all  about 
Mr.  Shand.  Was  it  here  that  he — picked  up  the  pin  ? 

DAVID.     The  pin  ? 

COMTESSE,     As  7  have  read,  a  self-made  man  always  begins 
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by  picking  up  a  pin.     After  that,  as  the  memoirs  say,  his  rise 
was  rapid. 

(DAVID,  however,  is  onctmore  ?naster  of  himself,  and  indeed 
has  begun  to  tot  up  the  cost  of  their  garments.) 

DAVID.      It  wasn't  a  pin  he  picked  up,  my  lady  ;  it  was  ^300. 

ALICK  (who  feels  that  JOHN'S  greatness  has  been  outside  the 
conversation  quite  long  enough).  And  his  rise  wasn't  so  rapid, 
just  at  first,  David  ! 

DAVID.  He  had  his  fight.  His  original  intention  was  to 
become  a  minister  ;  he  's  university-educated,  you  know  ;  he  's 
not  a  working-man  member. 

ALICK  (with  reverence).  He  's  an  M.A.  But  while  he  was 
a  student  he  got  a  place  in  an  iron-cementer's  business. 

COMTESSE  (now  far  out  of  her  depths).     Iron-cementer  ? 

DAVID.     They  scrape  boilers. 

COMTESSE.      I  see.     The  fun  men  have,  Sybil  ! 

DAVID  (with  so?ne  solemnity).  There  have  been  millions 
made  in  scraping  boilers.  They  say,  father,  he  went  into 
business  so  as  to  be  able  to  pay  off  the  £300. 

ALICK  (slily).     So  I  Ve  heard. 

COMTESSE.     Aha — it  was  a  loan  ? 

(DAVID  and  ALICK  are  astride  their  great  subject  now.) 

DAVID.  No,  a  gift — of  a  sort — from  some  well-wishers. 
But  they  wouldn't  hear  of  his  paying  it  off,  father  ! 

ALICK.     Not  them  ! 

COMTESSE  (restraining  an  impulse  to  think  of  other  things). 
That  was  kind,  charming. 

ALICK  (with  a  look  at  DAVID).  Yes.  Well,  my  lady,  he 
developed  a  perfect  genius  for  the  iron-cementing. 

DAVID.  But  his  ambition  wasn't  satisfied.  Soon  he  had 
public  life  in  his  eye.  As  a  heckler  he  was  something  fearsome  ; 
they  had  to  seat  him  on  the  platform  for  to  keep  him  quiet. 
Next  they  had  to  let  him  into  the  Chair.  After  that  he  did 
all  the  speaking  ;  he  cleared  all  roads  before  him  like  a  fire- 
engine  ;  and  when  this  vacancy  occurred,  you  could  hardly 
say  it  did  occur,  so  quickly  did  he  step  into  it.  My  lady,  there 
are  few  more  impressive  sights  in  the  world  than  a  Scotsman 
on  the  make. 

COMTESSE.  I  can  well  believe  it.  And  now  he  has  said 
farewell  to  boilers  ? 
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DAVID  (impressively).  Not  at  all  ;  the  firm  promised  jf  he 
was  elected  for  to  make  him  thfrir  London  manager  at  j£8oo 
a  year. 

COMTKSSE.  There  is  a  strong  man  for  you,  Sybil  ;  but  I 
believe  you  are  asleep. 

SYBIL  (stirring  herself).  Honestly  I  'm  not.  (Sweetly  to 
the  others)  But  would  you  mind  finding  out  whether  my  brother 
is  drawing  to  a  close  ? 

(DAVID  goes   out,   leaving  poor  A  LICK   marooned.      The 
COMTESSE  is  kind  to  him.) 

COMTESSE.  Thank  you  very  much.  (Which  helps  ALICK 
out.)  Don't  you  love  a  strong  man,  sleepy  head  ? 

SYBIL  (preening  herself).     I  never  met  one. 

COMTESSE.  Neither  have  I.  But  if  you  did  meet  one, 
would  he  wake  you  up  ? 

SYBIL.      I  dare  say  he  would  find  there  were  two  of  us. 

COMTESSE  (considering  her).  Yes,  I  think  he  would.  Ever 
been  in  love,  you  cold  thing  ? 

SYBIL  (yawning).      I  have  never  shot  up  in  flame,  auntie. 

COMTESSE.     Think  you  could  manage  it  ? 

SYBIL.     If  Mr.  Right  came  along. 

COMTESSE.  As  a  girl  of  to-day  it  would  be  your  duty  to 
tame  him. 

SYBIL.      As  a  girl  of  to-day  I  would  try  to  do  my  duty. 

COMTESSE.      And  if  it  turned  out  that  he  tamed  you  instead  ? 

SYBIL.      He  would  have  to  do  that  if  he  were  my  Mr.  Right. 

COMTESSE.      And  then  ? 

SYBIL.  Then,  of  course,  I  should  adore  him.  Auntie,  I 
think  if  I  ever  really  love  it  will  be  like  Mary  Queen  of  Scots, 
who  said  of  her  Bothwell  that  she  could  follow  him  round  the 
world  in  her  nighty. 

COMTESSE.      My  petite  ! 

SYBIL.     I  believe  I  mean  it. 

COMTESSE.  Oh,  it  is  quite  my  conception  of  your  character. 
Do  you  know,  I  am  rather  sorry  for  this  Mr.  John  Shand. 

SYBIL  (opening  4\er  fine  eyes).  Why  ?  He  is  quite  a  boor, 
is  he  not  ? 

COMTESSE.  For  that  very  reason.  Because  his  great  hour 
is  already  nearly  sped.  That  wild  bull  manner  that  moves  the 
multitude — they  will  laugh  at  it  in  your  House  of  Commons. 
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(indifferent).      I  suppose  so. 

COMTESSE.     Yet  if  he  had  education  - 

SYBIL.  Have  we  not  been  hearing  how  superbly  he  is 
educated  ? 

COMTESSE.  It  is  such  as  you  or  me  that  he  needs  to  educate 
him  now.  You  could  do  it  almost  too  well. 

SYBIL  (with  that  pretty  stretch  of  neck).  I  am  not  sufficiently 
interested.  I  retire  in  your  favour.  How  would  you  begin  ? 

COMTESSE.  By  asking  him  to  drop  in,  about  five,  of  course. 
By  the  way,  I  wonder  is  there  a  Mrs.  Shand  ? 

SYBIL.      I  have  no  idea.      But  they  marry  young. 

COMTESSE.  If  there  is  not,  there  is  probably  a  lady  waiting 
for  him,  somewhere  in  a  boiler. 

SYBIL.      I  dare  say. 
(MAGGIE  descends.) 

MAGGIE.      Mr.  Shand  will  be  down  directly. 

COMTESSE.  Thank  you.  Your  brother  has  been  giving  us 
such  an  interesting  account  of  his  career.  I  forget,  Sybil, 
whether  he  said  that  he  was  married. 

MAGGIE.     No,  he  's  not  married  ;   but  he  will  be  soon. 

COMTESSE.  Ah  !  (She  is  merely  waking  conversation.)  A 
friend  of  yours  ? 

MAGGIE  (now  a  scorner  of  herself).     I  don't  think  much  of  her. 

COMTESSE.      In  that  case,  tell  me  all  about  her. 

MAGGIE.  There  's  not  much  to  tell.  She  's  common,  and 
stupid.  One  of  those  who  go  in  for  self-culture  ;  and  then 
when  the  test  comes  they  break  down.  (With  sinister  enjoy- 
ment) She  '11  be  the  ruin  of  him. 

•COMTESSE.  But  is  not  that  sad  !  Figure  to  yourself  how 
many  men  with  greatness  before  them  have  been  shipwrecked 
by  marrying  in  the  rank  from  which  they  sprang. 

MAGGIE.      I  've  told  her  that. 

COMTESSE.     But  she  will  not  give  him  up  ? 

MAGGIE.        No. 

SYBIL.  Why  should  she  if  he  cares  for  her  ?  What  is  her 
name  ? 

MAGGIE.      It  's  —  Maggie. 

COMTESSE  (still  uninterested).  Well,  I  am  afraid  that  Maggie 
is  to  do  for  John.  (JOHN  comes  down.)  Ah,  our  hero  ! 

JOHN.     Sorry  I  have  kept  you  waiting.     The  Comtesse  ? 
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COMTESSE.  And  my  niece  Lady  Sybil  Tenterden.  (SYBIL'S 
head  inclines  on  its  stem.)  She  MS  not  really  all  my  niece  ;  I 
mean  I  am  only  half  of  her  aunt. '  What  a  triumph,  Mr.  Shand  ! 

JOHN.  Oh,  pretty  fair,  pretty  fair.  Your  brother  has  just 
finished  addressing  the  crowd,  Lady  Sybil. 

SYBIL.     Then  we  must  not  detain  Mr.  Shand,  auntie. 

COMTESSE  (who  unless  her  heart  is  touched  thinks  insincerity 
charming).  Only  one  word.  I  heard  you  speak  last  night. 
Sublime  !  Just  the  sort  of  impassioned  eloquence  that  your 
House  of  Commons  loves. 

JOHN.     It 's  very  good  of  you  to  say  so. 

COMTESSE.     But  we  must  run.     Bon  soir. 
(SYBIL  bows  as  to  some  one  far  away.) 

JOHN.  Good-night,  Lady  Sybil.  I  hear  you  think  I  'm 
vulgar. 

(Eyebrows  are  raised.) 

COMTESSE.     My  dear  Mr.  Shand,  what  absurd 

JOHN.     I  was  told  she  said  that  after  hearing  me  speak. 

COMTESSE.     Quite  a  mistake,  I ' 

JOHN  (doggedly).      Is  it  not  true  ? 

SYBIL  (*  waking  up  ').  You  seem  to  know,  Mr.  Shand  ; 
and  as  you  press  me  so  unnecessarily — well,  yes,  that  is  how  you 
struck  me. 

COMTESSE.     My  child  ! 

SYBIL  (who  is  a  little  agitated).     He  would  have  it. 

JOHN  (perplexed).  What 's  the  matter  ?  I  just  wanted  to 
know,  because  if  it 's  true  I  must  alter  it. 

COMTESSE.  There,  Sybil,  see  how  he  values  your  good 
opinion. 

SYBIL  (her  svelte  figure  giving  like  a  fishing-rod).  It  is  very 
nice  of  you  to  put  it  in  that  way,  Mr.  Shand.  Forgive  me. 

JOHN.  But  I  don't  quite  understand  yet.  Of  course,  it 
can't  matter  to  me,  Lady  Sybil,  what  you  think  of  me  ;  what 
I  mean  is,  that  I  mustn't  be  vulgar  if  it  would  be  injurious  to 
my  career. 

(The  fishing-rod  regains  its  rigidity.) 

SYBIL.  I  see.  No,  of  course,  I  could  not  affect  your  career, 
Mr.  Shand. 

JOHN  (who  quite  understands  that  he  is  being  challenged). 
That 's  so,  Lady  Sybil,  meaning  no  offence. 
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SYBIL  (who  has  a  naughty  little  impediment  in  her  voice  when 
she  ii  most  alluring).  Of  course  not.  And  we  are  friends 
again  ? 

JOHN.     Certainly. 

SYBIL.  Then  I  hope  you  will  come  to  see  me  in  London  as 
I  present  no  terrors. 

JOHN  (he  is  a  man,  is  JOHN).      I  '11  be  very  pleased. 

SYBIL.     Any  afternoon  about  five. 

JOHN.  Much  obliged.  And  you  can  teach  me  the  things 
I  don't  know  yet,  if  you  '11  be  so  kind. 

SYBIL  (the  impediment  becoming  more  assertive).  If  you  wish 
it,  I  shall  do  my  best. 

JOHN.  Thank  you.  Lady  Sybil.  And  who  knows  there 
may  be  one  or  two  things  I  can  teach  you. 

SYBIL  (it  has  now  become  an  angel's  hiccough).  Yes,  we  can 
help  one  another.  Good-bye  till  then. 

JOHN.     Good-bye.     Maggie,  the  ladies  are  going. 

(During  this  skirmish  MAGGIE  has  stood  apart.  At  the 
mention*  of  her  name  they  glance  at  one  another.  JOHN 
escorts  SYBIL,  but  the  COMTESSE  turns  back.) 

COMTESSE.  Are  you,  then,  the  Maggie  ?  (MAGGIE  nods 
rather  defiantly  and  the  COMTESSE  is  distressed.)  But  if  I  had 
known  1  would  not  have  said  those  things.  Please  forgive  an 
old  woman. 

MAGGIE.      It  doesn't  matter. 

COMTESSE.  I — I  dare  b<iy  it  will  be  all  right.  Made- 
moiselle, if  I  were  you  I  would  not  encourage  those  tlte-a-tltes 
with  Lady  Sybil.  I  am  the  rude  one,  but  she  is  the  dangerous 
orje  ;  and  I  am  afraid  his  impudence  has  attracted  her.  Bon 
voyage^  Miss  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.  Good-bye — but  I  can  speak  French.  Je  parle 
fran^ais.  Isn't  that  right  ? 

COMTESSE.  But  yes,  it  is  excellent.  (Making  things  easy  for 
her)  C'est  tres  bien. 

MAGGIE.     Je  me  suis  embrouillce — la  derniere  fois. 

COMTESSE.     Good  !     Shall  I  speak  more  sjowly  ? 

MAGGIE.     No,  no.     Non,  non,  faster,  faster. 

COMTESSE.     J 'admire  votre  courage  ! 

MAGGIE.     Je  comprends  chaquc  mot. 

COMTESSE.     Parfait  !     Bravo  ! 
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MAGGIE.     Voila  ! 

COMTESSE.     Supcrbc  !  . 

(She  goes,  applauding;  And  MAGGIE  has  a  moment  of 
elation,  which  however  has  passed  before  JOHN  returns  for 
his  hat.) 

MAGGIE.     Have  you  more  speaking  to  do,  John  ? 
(He  is  somehow  in  high  good-humour.) 

JOHN.  I  must  run  across  and  address  the  Cowcaddens  Club. 
(He  sprays  his  throat  with  a  hand-spray.)  I  wonder  if  I  am 
vulgar,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.      You  are  not,  but  /  am. 

JOHN.     Not  that  /  can  see. 

MAGGIE.  Look  how  overdressed  1  am,  John  !  I  knew  it 
was  too  showy  when  I  ordered  it,  and  yet  I  could  not  resist  the 
thing.  But  I  will  tone  down,  I  will.  What  did  you  think  of 
Lady  Sybil  ? 

JOHN.  That  young  woman  had  better  be  careful.  She  's 
a  bit  of  a  besom,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.     She  's  beautiful,  John.  « 

JOHN.     She   has   a   neat   way   of  stretching   herself.     For 
playing  with  she  would  do  as  well  as  another. 
(She  looks  at  him  wistfully.) 

MAGGIE.  You  couldn't  stay  and  have  a  talk  for  a  few 
minutes  ? 

JOHN.  If  you  want  me,  Maggie.  The  longer  you  keep 
them  waiting,  the  more  they  think  of  you. 

MAGGIE.  When  are  you  to  announce  that  we  're  to  be 
married,  John  ? 

JOHN.  I  won't  be  long.  You  've  waited  a  year  more  thgn 
you  need  have  done,  so  I  think  it 's  your  due  I  should  hurry 
things  now. 

MAGGIE.     I  think  it 's  noble  of  you. 

JOHN.  Not  at  all,  Maggie  ;  the  nobleness  has  been  yours 
in  waiting  so  patiently.  And  your  brothers  would  insist  on  it 
at  any  rate.  They  're  watching  me  like  cats  with  a  mouse. 

MAGGIE.     It  's.so  little  I  've  done  to  help. 

JOHN.     Three  hundred  pounds. 

MAGGIE.      I  'm  getting  a  thousand  per  cent,  for  it 

JOHN.     And  very  pleased  I  am  you  should  think  so,  Maggie 

MAGGIE.     Is  it  terrible  hard  to  you,  John  ? 
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JOHN.  It 's  not  hard  at  all.  1  can  say  truthfully,  Maggie, 
that  all,  or  nearly  all,  I  Ve  seen  of  you  in  these  six  years  has 
gone  to  increase  my  respect  foi  you. 

MAGGIE.     Respect  ! 

JOHN.     And  a  bargain  's  a  bargain. 

MAGGIE.  If  it  wasn't  that  you  're  bo  glorious  to  me,  John, 
I  would  let  you  off. 

(There  is  a  gleam  in  his  eye,  but  he  puts  it  out.) 

JOHN.     In  my  opinion,  Maggie,  we  '11  be  a  very  happy  pair. 
(She  accepts  this  eagerly.) 

MAGGIE.     We  know  each  other  bo  well,  John,  don't  we  ? 

JOHN.  I  'rn  an  extraordinary  queer  character,  and  I  suppose 
nobody  knows  me  well  except  myself ;  but  I  know  you,  Maggie, 
to  the  very  roots  of  you. 

(She  magnanimously  lets  this  remark  alone.) 

MAGGIE.  And  it 's  not  as  if  there  was  any  other  woman  you 
— fancied  more,  John. 

JOHN.     There  's  none  whatever. 

MAGGIE.  Lf  there  ever  should  be — oh,  if  there  ever  should 
be  !  Some  woman  with  charm. 

JOHN.  Maggie,  you  forget  yourself.  There  couldn't  be 
another  woman  once  I  was  a  married  man. 

MAGGIE.      One  has  heard  of  such  things. 

JOHN.     Not  in  Scotsmen,  Maggie  ;   not  in  Scotsmen. 

MAGGIE.  1  Ve  sometimes  thought,  John,  that  the  difference 
between  us  and  the  English  is  that  the  Scotch  are  hard  in  all 
other  respects  but  soft  with  women,  and  the  English  are  hard 
with  women  but  soft  in  all  other  respects. 

JOHN.  You  Vc  forgotten  the  grandest  moral  attribute  of  a 
Scotsman,  Maggie,  that  he  '11  do  nothing  which  might  damage 
his  career. 

MAGGIE.  Ah,  but  John,  whatever  you  do,  you  do  it  so 
tremendously  ;  and  if  you  were  to  love,  what  a  passion  it 
would  be. 

JOHN.     There  's  something  in  that,  1  suppose. 

MAGGIE.  And  then,  what  could  I  do  ?  for  the  desire  of 
my  life  now,  John,  is  to  help  you  to  get  everything  you  want, 
except  just  that  I  want  you  to  have  me,  too. 

JOHN.     We  '11  get  on  fine,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.     You  're  just  making  the  best  of  it.     They  say  that 
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love  is  sympathy,  and  if  that 's  so,  mine  must  be  a  great  love 
for  you,  for  I  see  all  you  are  feeling  this  night  and  bravely 
hiding  ;  I  feel  for  you  as  if  I  was  'John  Shand  myself.  (He  sighs.) 

JOHN.     I  had  best  go  to  the  meeting,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.  Not  yet.  Can  you  look  me  in  the  face,  John,  and 
deny  that  there  is  surging  within  you  a  mighty  desire  to  be 
free,  to  begin  the  new  life  untrammelled  ? 

JOHN.     Leave  such  maggots  alone,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.     It 's  a  shame  of  me  not  to  give  you  up. 

JOHN.     I  would  consider  you  a  very  foolish  woman  if  you  did. 

MAGGIE.  If  I  were  John  Shand  I  would  no  more  want  to 
take  Maggie  Wylie  with  me  through  the  beautiful  door  that  has 
opened  wide  for  you  than  I  would  want  to  take  an  old  pair  of 
shoon.  Why  don't  you  bang  the  door  in  my  face,  John  ?  (A 
tremor  runs  through  JOHN.) 

JOHN.     A  bargain  's  a  bargain,  Maggie. 

(MAGGIE  moves  about ,  an  eerie  figure,  breaking  into  little 
cries.     She  flutters  round  him,  threateningly.} 

MAGGIE.  Say  one  word  about  wanting  to  get»  out  of  it,  and 
I  '11  put  the  lawyers  on  you. 

JOHN.      Have  I  hinted  at  such  a  thing  ? 

MAGGIE.     The  document  holds  you  hard  and  fast. 

JOHN.      It  does. 

(She  gloats  miserably.) 

MAGGIE.  The  woman  never  rises  with  the  man.  I  '11  drag 
you  down,  John.  I  '11  drag  you  down. 

JOHN.  Have  no  fear  of  that,  I  won't  let  you.  I  'm  too 
strong. 

MAGGIE.  You  '11  miss  the  prettiest  thing  in  the  world,  a;id 
all  owing  to  me. 

JOHN.     What 's  that  ? 

MAGGIE.     Romance. 

JOHN.     Poof ! 

MAGGIE.  All 's  cold  and  grey  without  it,  John.  They  that 
have  had  it  have  slipped  in  and  out  of  heaven. 

JOHN.     You  're  exaggerating,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.  You  've  worked  so  hard,  you  've  had  none  of  the 
fun  that  comes  to  most  men  long  before  they  're  your  age. 

JOHN.  I  never  was  one  for  fun.  I  cannot  call  to  mind, 
Maggie,  ever  having  laughed  in  my  life. 
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MAGGIE.     You  have  no  sense  of  humour. 

jbiiN.     Not  a  spark. 

MAGGIE.  I  've  sometimes  thought  that  if  you  had,  it  might 
make  you  fonder  of  me.  I  think  one  needs  a  sense  of  humour 
to  be  fond  of  me. 

JOHN.  I  remember  reading  of  some  one  that  said  it  needed 
a  surgical  operation  to  get  a  joke  into  a  Scotsman's  head. 

MAGGIE.     Yes,  that 's  been  said. 

JOHN.  What  beats  me,  Maggie,  is  how  you  could  insert  a 
joke  with  an  operation. 

(He  considers  this  and  gives  it  up.) 

MAGGIE.  That 's  not  the  kind  of  fun  I  was  thinking  of.  I 
mean  fun  with  the  lasses,  John — gay,  jolly,  harmless  fun.  They 
could  be  impudent  fashionable  beauties  now,  stretching  them- 
selves to  attract  you,  like  that  hiccoughing  little  devil,  and  run- 
ning away  from  you,  and  crooking  their  fingers  to  you  to  run 
after  them. 

(He  draws  a  big  breath.} 

JOHN.     No,  I  never  had  that. 

MAGGIE.  It 's  every  man's  birthright,  and  you  would  have 
it  now  but  for  me. 

JOHN.      I  can  do  without,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.      It 's  like  missing  out  all  the  Saturdays. 

JOHN.  You  feel  sure,  I  suppose,  that  an  older  man  wouldn't 
suit  you  better,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE.  I  couldn't  feel  surer  of  anything.  You  're  just 
my  ideal. 

JOHN.     Yes,  yes.     Well,  that 's  as  it  should  be. 
(She  threatens  him  again.) 

MAGGIE.    David  has  the  document.    It 's  carefully  locked  away. 

JOHN.      He  would  naturally  take  good  care  of  it. 
(The  pride  of  the  Wylies  deserts  her.) 

MAGGIE.  John,  I  make  you  a  solemn  promise  that,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  circumstances  of  our  marriage,  if  you  should 
ever  fall  in  love  I  '11  act  differently  from  other  wives. 

JOHN.     There  will  be  no  occasion,  Maggif. 
(Her  voice  becomes  tremulous.) 

MAGGIE.  John,  David  doesn't  have  the  document.  He 
thinks  he  has,  but  I  have  it  here. 

(Somewhat  heavily  JOHN  surveys  the  fatal  paper.) 
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JOHN.  Well  do  T  mind  the  look  of  it,  Maggie.  Yes,  yes, 
that 's  it.  Umpha  !  ' 

MAGGIE.     You  don't  ask  why  I  Ve  brought  it. 

JOHN.     Why  did  you  ? 

MAGGIF.  Because  I  thought  I  might  perhaps  have  the  cour- 
age and  the  womanliness  to  give  it  back  to  you.  (JOHN  has  a 
brief  dream.)  Will  you  never  hold  it  up  against  me  in  the 
future  that  I  couldn't  do  that  ? 

JOHN.      I  promise  you,  Maggie,  I  never  will. 

MAGGIE.  To  go  back  to  the  Pans  and  take  up  my  old  life 
there,  when  all  these  six  years  my  eyes  have  been  centred  on 
this  night  !  I  Ve  been  waiting  for  this  night  as  long  as  you 
have  been  ;  and  now  to  go  back  there,  and  wizen  and  dry  up, 
when  I  might  be  married  to  John  Shand  ! 

JOHN.     And  you  will  be,  Maggie.     You  have  my  word. 

MAGGIE.  Never — never — never.  (She  tears  up  the  docu- 
ment. He  remains  seated  immovable,  but  the  gleam  returns  to  his 
eye.  She  rages  first  at  herself  and  then  at  him.)  I  'm  a  fool,  a 
fool,  to  let  you  go.  I  tell  you,  you  '11  rue  this  day,* for  you  need 
me,  you  '11  come  to  grief  without  me.  There  's  nobody  can 
help  you  as  I  could  have  helped  you.  I  'in  essential  to  your 
career,  and  you  're  blind  not  to  see  it. 

JOHN.  What 's  that,  Maggie  ?  In  no  circumstances  would 
I  allow  any  meddling  with  my  career. 

MAGGIE.  You  would  never  have  known  I  was  meddling 
with  it.  But  that 's  over.  Don't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to 
marry,  John.  Have  your  fling  with  the  beautiful  dolls  first. 
(Jet  the  whiphand  of  the  haughty  ones,  John.  Give  them 
their  licks.  Every  time  they  hiccough  let  them  have  an  extra 
slap  in  memory  of  me.  And  be  sure  to  remember  this,  my 
man,  that  the  one  who  marries  you  will  find  you  out. 

JOHN.     Find  me  out  ? 

MAGGIE.  However  careful  a  man  is,  his  wife  always  finds 
out  his  failings. 

JOHN.  I  don't  know,  Maggie,  to  what  failings  you  refer. 
(The  Coivcffddens  Club  has  burst  its  walls,  and  is  pouring 
this  way  to  raise  the  new  Member  on  its  crest.  The  first 
wave  hurls  itself  against  the  barber's  shop  with  cries  of 
'  Shand,  Shand,  Shand  !  *  For  a  moment  JOHN  stems  the 
torrent  by  planting  his  back  against  the  door.] 
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You  arc  acting  under  an  impulse,  Maggie,  and  I  can't  take 
advantage  of  it.  Think  the  matter  over,  and  we  'II  speak  about 
it  in  the  morning. 

MAGGIE.     No,  I  can't  go  through  it  again.      It  ends  to- 
night and  now.     Good  luck,  John. 

(She  is  immediately  submerged  in  the  sen  that  surges  through 

the  door,  bringing  much  wreckage  with  if.     In  a  moment  the 

place  is  so  full  that  another  cupful  could  not  find  standing 

room.     Some   slippery   ones   are   squeezed  upivards   and 

remain  aloft  as  warnings.     JOHN  has  jumped  on  to  the 

stair  ^  and  harangues  the  flood  vainly  like  another  Canute. 

It  is  something  about  freedom  and  noble  minds,  and,  though 

unheard,  goes  to  all  heads,  including  the  speaker's.     By  the 

time  he  is  audible  sentiment  has  him  for  her  own.) 

JOHN.     But,  gentlemen,  one  may  have  too  much  even  of 

freedom.      (No,  no.)     Yes,  Mr.   A  damson.      One  may  want 

to  be  tied.     (Never,  never.)     I  say  yes,  Willie  Cameron  ;  and 

I  have  found  a  young  lady  who  I  am  proud  to  say  is  willing  to 

be  tied  to  me. '    I  'm  to  be  married  !     (Uptoar.)     Her  name  's 

MissWylie.     (Transport.)     Quiet;  she  *s  here  now.    (Frenzy.) 

She  was  here  !     Where  are  you,  MdggiV  ?      (A  small  voice — 

c  I  'm    here/     A   hundred  great    voices — '  Where — where — 

where  ?  '      The  small  voice — *  I  'm  so  little  none  of  you  can 

see  me.') 

(Three  rnen,  na?ne  of  JFylie,  buffet  their  way  forward.) 
DAVID.     James,  father,  have  you  grip  of  her  ? 
ALICK.     We  've  got  her. 
DAVID.     Then  hoist  her  up. 

(The  queer  little  elated  figure  is  raised  aloft.  If^ith  her 
fingers  she  can  just  touch  the  stars.  Not  unconscious  of  the 
nobility  of  his  behaviour,  the  hero  of  the  evening  points  an 
impressive  finger  at  her.) 

JOHN.      Gentlemen,  the  future  Mrs.  John  Shand  !    (Cries  of 
Speech,  speech  I ')    No,  no,  being  a  lady  she  can't  make  a  speech, 

but 

(The  heroine  of  the  evening  surprises  him.) 
MAGGIE.      I  can  make  a  speech,  and  I  will  make  a  speech, 
and  it 's  in  two  words,  and  they  're  these — (holding  out  her  arms 
to  enfold  all  the  members  of  the  Cowcaddcns  Club) — My  Con- 
stituents !      (Dementia.) 


ACT   III 

A  FEW  minutes  ago  the  Comtcssc  dc  la  Briere,  who  has  not 
recently  been  in  England,  was  shown  into  the  London  home 
of  the  Shands.  Though  not  sufficiently  interested  to  express 
her  surprise  in  words,  she  raised  her  eyebrows  on  finding  herself 
in  a  charming  room  ;  she  had  presumed  that  the  Shand  scheme 
of  decoration  would  be  as  impossible  as  themselves. 

It  is  the  little  room  behind  the  dining-room  for  which  English 
architects  have  long  been  famous  ;  '  Make  something  of  this, 
and  you  will  indeed  be  a  clever  one/  they  seem  to  say  to  you 
as  they  unveil  it.  The  Comtesse  rinds  that  John  has  undoubt- 
edly made  something  of  it.  It  is  his  4  study  '  (mon  Dieu,  the 
words  these  English  use  !)  and  there  is  nothing  in  it  that 
offends  ;  there  is  so  much  not  in  it  too  that  might  so  easily  have 
been  there.  It  is  not  in  the  least  ornate  ;  there  arc  no  colours 
quarrelling  with  each  other  (unseen,  unheard  by  the  blissful 
occupant  of  the  revolving  chair)  ;  the  Comtesse  has  not  even 
the  gentle  satisfaction  of  noting  a  '  suite  '  in  stained  oak. 
Nature  might  have  taken  a  share  in  the  decorations,  so  restful 
are  they  to  the  eyes  ;  it  is  the  working  room  of  a  man  of  culture, 
probably  lately  down  from  Oxford  ;  at  a  first  meeting  there  is 
nothing  in  it  that  pretends  to  be  what  it  is  not.  Our  visitor 
is  a  little  disappointed,  but  being  fair-minded  blows  her  absent 
host  a  kiss  for  disappointing  her. 

He  has  even,  she  observes  with  a  twinkle,  made  something 
of  the  most  difficult  of  his  possessions,  the  little  wife.  For 
Maggie,  who  is  here  receiving  her,  has  been  quite  creditably  toned 
down.  He  has  put  her  into  a  little  grey  frock  that  not  only 
deals  gently  with  her  personal  defects,  but  is  in  harmony  with 
the  room.  Evidently,  however,  she  has  not  *  risen  '  with  him, 
for  she  is  as  stupid  as  ever  ;  the  Comtesse,  who  remembers 
having  liked  her  the  better  of  the  two,  could  shake  her  for  being 
so  stupid.  For  instance,  why  is  she  not  asserting  herself  in 
that  other  apartment  ? 

348 
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The  other  apartment  is  really  a  correctly  solemn  dining- 
room,  of  which  we  have  a  glimpse  through  partly  open  folding- 
doors.  At  this  moment  it  is  harbouring  Mr.  Shand's  ladies' 
committee,  who  sit  with  pens  and  foolscap  round  the  large  table, 
awaiting  the  advent  of  their  leader.  There  arc  nobly  wise  ones 
and  some  foolish  ones  among  them,  for  we  are  back  in  the 
strange  days  when  it  was  considered  fc  unwomanly  '  for  women 
to  have  minds.  The  Comtesse  peeps  at  them  with  curiosity, 
as  they  arrange  their  papers  or  are  ushered  into  the  dining-room 
through  a  door  which  we  cannot  see.  To  her  frivolous  lady- 
ship they  are  a  species  of  wild  fowl,  and  she  is  specially  amused 
to  find  her  niece  among  them.  She  demands  an  explanation 
as  soon  as  the  communicating  doors  close. 

COMTESSE.  Tell  me,  since  when  has  my  dear  Sybil  become 
one  of  these  ladies  ?  It  is  not  like  her. 

(MAGGIE  is  obviously  not  clever  enough  to  understand  the 
woman  question.     Her  eye  rests  longingly  on  a  half-finished 
stocking  as  she  innocently  but  densely  replies  :) 
MAGGIE.      I  think  it  was  about  the  time  that  my  husband 
took  up  their  cause. 

(The  COMTESSE  has  been  hearing  tales  of  LADY  SYBIL  and 
the  barbarian  ;  and  after  having  the  grace  to  hesitate, 
she  speaks  with  the  directness  for  which  she  is  famed  in 
May  fair.] 

COMTESSE.      Mrs.  Shand,  excuse  me  for  saying  that  if  half  of 
what  I  hear  be  true,  your  husband  is  seeing  that  lady  a  great  deal 
too   often.      (MAGGIE   is  expressionless ;    she    reaches  for    her 
stacking,  whereat  her  guest  loses  patience.}     Oh,  mon  Dieu,  put 
that  down  5    you  can  buy  them  at  two  francs  the  pair.      Mrs. 
Shand,  why  do  not  you  compel  yourself  to  take  an  intelligent 
interest  in  your  husband's  work  ? 
MAGGIE.      I  typewrite  his  speeches. 
COMTESSE.      But  do  you  know  what  they  are  about  r 
MAGGIE.     They  are  about  various  subjects. 
COMTESSE.     Oh  ! 

(Did  MAGGIE  give  her  an  unseen  quizzical  glance  before 
demurely  resuming  the  knitting?  One  is  not  certain,  as 
JOHN  has  come  in,  and  this  obliterates  her.  'A  Scotsman 
on  the  make*  of  whom  DAVID  has  spoken  reverently,  is  still 
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to  be  read — In  a  somewhat  better  bound  volume — in  TOHN 
SHAND'S  person  ;  but  it  is  as  doggedly  honest  a  face  as  ever  ; 
and  he  champions  women,  not  for  personal  endsy  but  because 
his  blessed  days  of  poverty  gave  him  a  light  upon  their  needs. 
His  self -satisfaction,  however,  has  increased,  and  he  has 
pleasantly  forgotten  some  things.      For  instance,  he  can  now 
call  out  '  Porter  '  at  railway  stations  without  dropping  his 
hands  for  the  barrow.      MAGGIK  introduces  the  COMTESSE, 
and  he  is  still  undaunted.} 
JOHN.      I  remember  you  well — at  Glasgow. 
COMTESSE.      It  must  be  quite  two  years  ago,  Mr.  Shand. 
(JOHN  has  no  objection  to  showing  that  he  has  had  a  classical 
education.) 

JOHN.     Tempus  fugit,  Comtesse. 

COMTESSE.      I  have  not  been  much  in  this  country  since  then, 
and  I  return  to  find  you  a  coming  man. 

(Fortunately  his  learning  is  tempei  ed  with  modesty.) 
JOHN.     Oh,  1  don't  know,  I  don't  know. 
COMTESSE.     The  Ladies'  Champion.  " 

(His  modesty  is  tempered  with  a  respect  for  truth.) 
JOHN.     Well,  well. 

COMTESSE.  And  you  are  about,  as  I  understand,  to  introduce 
a  bill  to  give  women  an  equal  right  with  men  to  grow  beards 
(which  is  all  she  knows  about  it.  He  takes  the  remark  literally}. 
JOHN.  There 's  nothing  about  beards  in  it,  Comtesse. 
(She  gives  him  time  to  cogitate,  and  is  pleased  to  note  that  there  is 
no  result.)  Have  you  typed  my  speech,  Maggie  ? 

MAGGIE      Yes  ;    twenty-six  pages.     (She  produces  it  from  a 
drawer.)  • 

(Perhaps  JOHN  wishes  to  impress  the  visitor.) 
JOHN.  I  'm  to  give  the  ladies'  committee  a  general  idea  of 
it.  Just  see,  Maggie,  if  I  know  the  peroration.  '  In  con- 
clusion, Mr.  Speaker,  these  are  the  reasonable  demands  of  every 
intelligent  Englishwoman  ' — I  had  better  say  British  woman — 
4  and  I  am  proud  to  nail  them  to  my  flag  ' — 

(The  visit  ov  is  properly  impressed.} 
COMTESSE.     Oho  !  defies  his  leaders  ! 

JOHN.     — *  so  long  as  I  can  do  so  without  embarrassing  the 
Government.' 

COMTESSE.     Ah,  ah,  Mr.  Shand  ! 
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JOHN.  '  I  call  upon  the  Front  Bench,  sir,  loyally  but 
firmly ' — 

COMTESSE.     Firm  again  ! 

JOHN.  — 'either  to  accept  my  Bill,  or  to  promise  without 
delay  to  bring  in  one  of  their  own  5  and  if  they  decline  to  do  so 
I  solemnly  warn  them  that  though  I  will  not  press  the  matter 
to  a  division  just  now  ' — 

COMTESSE.     Ahem  ! 

JOHN.     — '  I  will  bring  it  forward  again  in  the  near  future 
And  now,  Comtesse,  you  know  that  I  'm  not  going  to  divide — 
and  not  another  soul  knows  it. 

COMTESSE.      I  am  indeed  flattered  by  your  confidence.. 

JOHN.  I  've  only  told  you  he-cause  I  don't  care  who  knows 
now. 

COMTESSE.      Oh  ! 

(Somehow  MAGGIE  seems  to  be  dissatisfied.} 

MAGGIE.     But  why  is  that,  John  ? 

JOHN.  I  daren't  keep  the  Government  in  doubt  any  longer 
about  what  I  mean  to  do.  I  '11  show  the  whips  the  speech 
privately  to-night, 

MAGGIE  (who  still  wants  to  know).  But  not  to  go  to  a  division 
is  hedging,  isn't  it  ?  Is  that  strong  ? 

JOHN.  To  make  the  speech  at  all,  Maggie,  is  stronger  than 
most  would  dare.  They  would  do  for  me  if  I  went  to  a  division. 

MAGGIE.     Bark  but  not  bite  ? 

JOHN.     Now,  now,  Maggie,  you  Yc  out  of  your  depth. 

MAGGIE.     I  suppose  that 's  it. 

(The  COMTESSE  remains  in  the  shallows.} 

COMTESSE.     But  what  will  the  ladies  say,  Mr.  Shand  r 

JOHN.  They  won't  like  it,  Comtesse,  but  they  Ve  got  to 
lump  it. 

(Here  the  maid  appears  with  a  card  for  MAGGIE,  who 
considers  it  quietly.} 

JOHN.     Any  one  of  importance  ? 

MAGGIE.     No. 

JOHN.     Then  I  'm  ready,  Maggie. 

(This  is  evidently  an  intimation  that  she  is  to  open  the 
folding-doors,  and  he  makes  an  effective  entrance  into 
the  dining-room^  his  thumb  in  his  waistcoat.  There  is  a 
delicious  clapping  of  hands  from  the  committee,  and  the  door 
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closes.     Not  till  then  does  MAGGIE,  who  has  grown  thought- 
ful, tell  her  maid  to  admit  the  visitor.) 
COMTESSE.     Another  lady,  Mrs.  Shand  ? 
MAGGIE.     The  card  says  c  Mr.  Charles  Venables.' 

(The  COMTESSE  is  really  Interested  at  last.) 
COMTESSE.     Charles  Venables  !     Do  you  know  him  ? 
MAGGIE.      I  think  I  call  to  mind  meeting  one  of  that  name 
at  the  Foreign  Office  party. 

COMTESSE.  One  of  that  name  !  He  who  is  a  Minister  of 
your  Cabinet.  But  as  you  know  him  so  little  why  should  he 
call  on  you  ? 

MAGGIE.      I  wonder. 

(MAGGIE'S  glance  wanders  to  the  drawer  in  which  she  has 
replaced  JOHN'S  speech.) 

COMTESSE.     Well,  well,  I  shall  take  care  of  you,  petite. 
MAGGIE.     Duyou  know  him  ? 

COMTESSE.      Do  I  know  him  !     The  last  time  I  saw  him 
he  asked  me  to — to — hem  ! — ma  cherie,  it  was  thirty  years  ago. 
MAGGIE.     Thirty  years  ! 

COMTESSE.  I  was  a  pretty  woman  then.  I  dare  say  I  shall 
detest  him  now  ;  but  if  I  find  I  do  not — let  us  have  a  little  plot 
— I  shall  drop  this  book  ;  and  then  perhaps  you  will  be  so 
charming  as — as  not  to  be  here  for  a  little  while  ? 

(MR.  VENABLES,  who  enters,  is  such  a  courtly  seigneur  that 
he  seems  to  bring  the  eighteenth  century  with  him  ;  you  feel 
that  his  sedan  chair  is  at  the  door.  He  stoops  over  MAGGIE'S 
plebeian  hand.) 

VENABLES.  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  calling,  Mrs.  Shand  ; 
we  had  such  a  pleasant  talk  the  other  evening. 

(MAGGIE,  of  course,  is  at  once  deceived  by  his  gracious 
manner.) 

MAGGIE.  I  think  it 's  kind  of  you.  Do  you  know  each 
other  ?  The  Comtcsse  de  la  Briere. 

(He  repeats  the  name  with  some  emotion ,  and  the  COMTESSE, 
ha/f  mischievously f,  half  sadly ,  holds  a  hand  before  her  face.) 
VENABLES.     Ctimtesse. 
COMTESSE.     Thirty  years,  Mr.  Venables. 

(He  gallantly  removes  the  hand  that  screens  her  face.) 
VENABLES.      It  does  not  seem  so  much. 
(She  gives  him  a  similar  scrutiny.) 
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COMTESSE.      Mon  Dicu,  it  seems  all  that  ! 

(They  smile  rather  ruefully.  MAGGIE  like  a  kind  hostess 
relieves  the  tension.} 

MAGGIE.  The  Comtesse  has  taken  a  cottage  in  Surrey  for 
the  summer. 

VENABLKS.      I  am  overjoyed. 

COMTESSE.     No,  Charles,  you  are  not.     You  no  longer  care. 
Fickle  one  !     And  it  is  only  thirty  years. 
(He  sinks  into  a  chair  beside  her.} 

VENABLES.  Those  heavenly  evenings,  Comtesse,  on  the 
Bosphorus. 

COMTESSE.      I  refuse  to  talk  of  them.      I  hate  you. 

(But  she  drops  the  book,  and  MAGGIE  fades  from  the  room. 
It  is  not  a  very  clever  departure,  and  the  old  diplomatist 
smiles.  Then  he  sighs  a  beautiful  sigh,  for  he  does  all  things 
beautifully.} 

VENABLES.  It  is  moonlight,  Comtesse,  on  the  Golden 
Horn. 

COMTESSE.     Who  are  those  two  young  things  in  a  caique  r 

VENABLES.  Is  he  the  brave  Leander,  Comtesse,  and  is  she 
Hero  of  the  Lamp  ? 

COMTESSE.  No,  she  is  the  foolish  wife  of  the  French 
Ambassador,  and  he  is  a  good-for-nothing  British  attache  trying 
to  get  her  husband's  secrets  out  of  her. 

VENABLES.  Is  it  possible  !  They  part  at  a  certain  garden 
gate. 

COMTESSE.     Oh,  Charles,  Charles  ! 

VENABLES.  But  you  promised  to  come  back  ;  I  waited  there 
tjjl  dawn.  Blanche,  if  you  had  come  back 

COMTESSK.      How  is  Mrs.  Venables  ? 

VENABLES.     She  is  rather  poorly.     /  think  it 's  gout. 

COMTESSE.     And  you  ? 

VENABLES.      I  creak  a  little  in  the  mornings. 

COMTESSE.  So  do  I.  There  is  such  a  good  man  at  Wies- 
baden. 

VENABLES.  The  Homburg  fellow  is  better.  The  way  he 
patched  me  up  last  summer — Oh,  Lord,  Lord  ! 

COMTESSE.  Yes,  Charles,  the  game  is  up  ;  we  are  two  old 
fogies.  (They  groan  in  unison  ;  then  she  raps  him  sharply  on  the 
knuckles.}  Tell  me,  sir,  what  are  you  doing  here  r 
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VENABLES.      Merely  a  friendly  call. 

COMTESSE.     I  do  not  believe  it. 

VENABLES.     The  same  woman  ;   the  old  delightful  candour. 

COMTESSE.  The  same  man  ;  the  old  fibs.  (She  sees  that 
the  door  is  asking  a  question.]  Yes,  come,  Mrs.  Shand,  t  have 
had  quite  enough  of  him  ;  I  warn  you  he  is  here  for  some 
crafty  purpose. 

MAGGIE  (drawing  back  timidly}.     Surely  not  ? 

VENABLES.  Really,  Comtesse,  you  make  conversation 
difficult.  To  show  that  my  intentions  are  innocent,  Mrs. 
Shand,  I  propose  that  you  choose  the  subject. 

MAGGIE  (relieved}.     There,  Comtesse. 

VENABLES.      I  hope  your  husband  is  well  ? 

MAGGIE.  Yes,  thank  you.  (JVith  a  happy  thought}  I 
decide  that  we  talk  about  him. 

VENABLES.      If  you  wish  it. 

COMTESSE.      Be  careful  ;  he  has  chosen  the  subject. 

MAGGIE.     /  chose  it,  didn't  I  ? 

VENABLES.     You  know  you  did. 

MAGGIE  (appealingly}.     You  admire  John  r 

VENABLES.  Very  much.  But  he  puzzles  me  a  little.  You 
Scots,  Mrs.  Shand,  arc  such  a  mixture  of  the  practical  and  the 
emotional  that  you  escape  out  of  an  Englishman's  hand  like  a 
trout. 

MAGGIE  (open-eyed}.      Do  we  ? 

VENABLES.  Well,  not  you,  but  your  husband.  I  have 
known  few  men  make  a  worse  beginning  in  the  House.  He 
had  the  most  atrocious  bow-wow  public-park  manner 

COMTESSE.     I  remember  that  manner  ! 

MAGGIE.     No,  he  hadn't. 

VENABLES  (soothingly}.  At  first.  But  by  his  second  session 
he  had  shed  all  that,  and  he  is  now  a  pleasure  to  listen  to.  By 
the  way,  Comtesse,  have  you  found  any  dark  intention  in 
that  ? 

COMTESSE.  You  wanted  to  know  whether  he  talks  over 
these  matters  with  his  wife  ;  and  she  has  told  you  that  he 
does  not. 

MAGGIE  (indignantly}.      I  haven't  said  a  word  about  it,  have  I  ? 

VENABLES.  Not  a  word.  Then,  again,  I  admire  him  for 
his  impromptu  speeches. 
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MAGGIE.      What  is  impromptu  ? 

VENABLES.  Unprepared.  They  have  contained  some  grave 
blunders,  not  so  much  of  judgment  as  of  taste 

MAGGIE  (hotly).     I  don't  think  so. 

VENABLES.  Pardon  me.  But  he  has  righted  himself  sub- 
sequently in  the  neatest  way.  I  have  always  found  that  the 
man  whose  second  thoughts  are  good  is  worth  watching.  Well, 
Comtesse,  I  see  you  have  something  to  say. 

COMTESSE.  You  are  wondering  whether  she  can  tell  you 
who  gives  him  his  second  thoughts. 

MAGGIE.  Gives  them  to  John  ?  I  would  like  to  sec  any- 
body try  to  give  thoughts  to  John. 

VENABLES.       Quite  SO. 

COMTESSE.  Is  there  anything  more  that  has  roused  your 
admiration,  Charles  ? 

VENABLES  (purring).  Let  me  see.  Yes,  we  are  all  much 
edified  by  his  humour. 

COMTESSE  (surprised  indeed).      His  humour  ?     That  man  ! 

MAGGIE  (with  hauteur).     Why  not  ? 

VENABLES.  I  assure  you,  Comtesse,  some  of  the  neat  things 
in  his  speeches  convulse  the  House.  A  word  has  even  been 
coined  for  them — Shandisms. 

COMTESSE  (slozv/y  recovering  from  a  blow).      Humour  f 

VENABLES.  Ill  conversation,  I  admit,  he  strikes  one  as 
being — ah — somewhat  lacking  in  humour. 

COMTESSE  (pouncing).  You  are  wondering  who  supplies  his 
speeches  with  the  humour. 

MAGGIE.     Supplies  John  ? 

VENABLES.  Now  that  you  mention  it,  some  oi  his  Shandisms 
do  have  a  curiously  feminine  quality. 

COMTESSE.     You  have  thought  it  might  be  a  woman. 

VENABLES.     Really,  Comtesse--  — 

COMTESSE.  I  see  it  all.  Clurlcs,  you  thought  it  might  be 
the  wife  ! 

VENABLES  (flinging  up  his  hands).     I  own  up. 

MAGGIE  (bewildered).     Mr  ? 

VENABLES.     Forgive  me,  I  see  I  was  wrong. 

MAGGIE  (alarmed).     Have  I  been  doing  John  any  harm  ? 

VENABLES.  On  the  contrary,  I  am  relieved  to  know  that 
there  are  no  hairpins  in  his  speeches.  If  he  is  at  home,  Mrs. 
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Shand,  may  I  see  him  ?     I  am  going  to  be  rather  charming  to 
him. 

MAGGIE  (drawn  in  two  directions}.  Yes,  he  is — oh  yes — 
but 

VENABLES.  That  is  to  say,  Comtesse,  if  he  proves  himself 
the  man  I  believe  him  to  be. 

(This  arrests  MAGGIE  almost  as  she  has  reached  the  dining- 
room  door.} 

MAGGIE  (hesitating}.      He  is  very  busy  just  now. 

VENABLES  (smiling}.      I  think  he  will  see  me. 

MAGGIE.     Is  it  something  about  his  speech  ? 

VENABLES  (the  smile  hardening}.     Well,  yes,  it  is. 

MAGGIE.  Then  I  dare  say  I  could  tell  you  what  you  want 
to  know  without  troubling  him,  as  I  Ve  been  typing  it. 

VENABLES  (with  a  sigh).  I  don't  acquire  information  in  that 
way. 

COMTESSE.      I  trust  not. 

MAGGIE*  There  *s  no  secret  about  it.  lie  is  to  show  it  to 
the  whips  to-night.  ' 

VENABLES  (sharply}.     You  are  sure  of  that  r 

COMTESSE.  It  is  quite  true,  Charles.  1  heard  him  siy  so  ; 
and  indeed  he  repeated  what  he  called  the  *  peroration  '  before 
me. 

MAGGIE.  I  know  it  by  heart.  (She  plays  a  bold  game.) 
'These  are  the  demands  of  all  intelligent  British  women,  and 
I  am  proud  to  nail  them  to  my  flag  ' — 

COMTESSE.     The  very  words.  Airs.  Shand. 

MAGGIE  (looking  at  her  imploringly)  'And  1  don't  care  how 
they  may  embarrass  the  Government.'  (The  COMTKSSK  :\ 
bereft  of  speech,  so  suddenly  has  she  been  introduced  to  the  real 
MAGGIE  SHAND.)  *  If  the  right  honourable  gentleman  will 
give  us  his  pledge  to  introduce  a  similar  Bill  this  session  I  will 
willingly  withdraw  mine ;  but  otherwise  I  solemnly  warn  him 
that  I  will  press  the  matter  now  to  a  division.' 

(She  turns  her  face  from  the  great  man  ;  she  has  gone  white.} 

VENABLES  (after  a  pause}.     Capital. 

(The  blood  returns  to  MAGGIE'S  heart.} 

COMTESSE  (who  is  beginning  to  enjoy  herself  very  much).  Then 
you  are  pleased  to  know  that  he  means  to,  as  you  say,  go  to  a 
division  ? 
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VENABLES.  Delighted.  The  courage  of  it  will  be  thr 
rnakfng  of  him. 

C:OMTESSE.      I  see 

VENABLES.  I  f ,id  he  been  to  hedge  we  should  have  known 
that  he  was  a  pasteboard  knight  and  have  disregarded  him. 

COMTESSE.      I  see. 

(She  desires  to  catch  the  eye  of  MAGGIE,  bid  it  is  carefully 
turned  from  her.} 

VENABLFS.      Mrs.  Shand,  let  us  have  him  in  at  once, 

COMTESSE.      Yes,  yes,  indeed. 

(MAGGIE'S  anxiety  returns,  but  she  has  to  call  JOHN  in.) 

JOHN  (impressed}.      Mr.  Vcnables  !     This  is  an  honour. 

VENAULES.     How  are  you,  Shand  ? 

JUHN.  Sit  down,  sit  down.  (Becoming  himself  again.}  I 
GUI  guess  what  you  have  come  about. 

VENABLES.      Ah,  you  Scotsmen. 

JOHN.  Of  course  I  know  I'm  harassing  the  Government 
a  good  deal 

VENABLES  \Uandly).  Not  at  all,  Shand.  The  Government 
are  very  pleased. 

JOHN.      You  don't  expect  me  to  believe  that  r 

VENABLES.  I  called  here  to  give  you  the  proof  of  it.  You 
may  know  that  we  are  to  have  a  big  meeting  at  Leeds  on  the 
24th,  when  two  Ministers  arc  to  speak.  There  is  room  for  a 
third  bpcdker,  and  I  am  authorised  to  offer  that  place  to  you. 

JOHN.     To  me  ! 

VENAJtLES.       Yes. 

JOHN  (swelling).    It  would  be — the  (io\  ernment  taking  me  up 

VENABLKS.  Don't  make  too  much  of  it  ;  it  would  be  an 
acknowledgment  that  they  look  upon  you  as  one  of  their  likely 
young  men 

MAGGIE.     John  ! 

JOHN  (not  found  wanting  in  a  trying  hour}.  It 's  a  bribe. 
You  are  offering  me  this  on  condition  that  I  don't  make  my 
speech.  How  can  you  think  so  meanly  of  me  as  to  believe  that 
I  would  play  the  women's  cause  false  for  th<?  sake  of  my  own 
advancement.  I  refuse  your  bribe. 

VKNABLES  (liking  him 'for  the  first  time).  Good.  But  \ou 
are  wrong.  There  are  no  conditions,  and  we  want  you  to 
make  your  speech.  Now  do  you  accept  ? 
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JOHN  (still  suspicious).  If  you  make  me  the  same  offer  after 
you  have  read  it.  I  insist  on  your  reading  it  first.  * 

VENABLES  (slghiug).     By  all  means. 

(MAr.ciR  is  hi  an  agony  as  she  sees  JOHN  hand  the  speech  in 
his  leader.     On  the  other  hand,  the  COMTESSE  thrills.) 
But  I  assure  you  we  look  on  the  speech  as  *i  small  matter. 
The  important  thing  is  your  intention  of  going  to  a  division  ; 
and  we  agree  to  that  also. 

JOHN  (losing  his  head).     What 's  that  ? 

VENABLES.      Yes,  we  agree. 

JOHN.  But — but — why,  you  have  been  threatening  to  ex- 
communicate me  if  I  dared. 

VENABLES.      All  done  to  test  you,  Shand. 

JOHN.     To  test  me  ? 

VENABLES.  \W  know  that  a  division  on  your  Bill  can  have 
no  serious  significance  ;  we  shall  see  to  that.  And  so  the  test 
was  to  be  whether  you  had  the  pluck  to  divide  the  House.  Had 
you  been  intending  to  talk  big  in  this  speech,  and  then  hedge, 
through  fear  of  the  (lovernment,  they  would  «havc  had  no 
further  use  for  you. 

JOHN  (heavily).  I  understand.  (Rut  there  is  one  thing  he 
cannot  understand^  which  is,  why  VENABLFS  should  be  so  sure  that 
he  is  not  to  hedge.) 

VENABLFS  (turning  over  the  pages  carelessly).  Any  of  your 
good  things  in  this,  Shand  ? 

JOHN  (whose  one  desire  is  to  get  the  pages  hack).  Xo,  I — no — 
it  isn't  necessary  you  should  read  it  now. 

VENABLES  (from  politeness  only).  Merely  for  my  own 
pleasure.  I  shall  look  through  it  this  evening.  (He  rolls  1$ 
the  speech  to  put  it  in  his  pocket.  JOHN  turns  despairingly  to 
MAGGIE,  though  well  aware  that  no  help  can  come  from  her.) 

MAGGIE.  That's  the  only  copy  there  is,  John.  (To 
VENABLES)  Let  me  make  a  fresh  one,  and  send  it  to  you  in  an 
hour  or  two. 

VENABLES  (good-naturedly).  I  could  not  put  you  to  that 
trouble.  Airs.  Shand.  I  will  take  good  care  of  it. 

MAGGIE.  If  anything  were  to  happen  to  you  on  the  way 
home,  wouldn't  whatever  is  in  your  pocket  be  considered  to  be 
the  property  of  your  heirs  ? 

VENABLES  (laughing).     Now  there  is  forethought  !     Shand, 
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I  think  that  after  that !     (He  returns  the  speech  to  JOHN, 

whose  hand  swallows  it  greedily.)     She  is  Scotch  too,  Comtesse. 
C'OMTtissp.  (delighted).      Yes,  she  is  Scotch  too. 
VENAHLES.     Though  the  only  persons  likely  to  do  for  me  in 
the  street,  Shand,  are  your  ladies'  committee.      Kver  since  they 
took  the  horse  out  of  my  brougham,  I  can  scent  them  a  mile 
away. 

COMTESSE.     A  mile  r     Charles,  peep  in  there. 

(He  softly  turns  the  handle  of  the  dining-room  door,  and 
realises  that  his  scent  is  not  so  good  as  he  had  thought  it. 
He  bids  his  hostess  and  the  COMTESSE  good-bye  in  a  burlesque 
whisper  and  tiptoes  off  to  safer  places.  JOHN  having  gone 
out  with  him,  MAGGIE  can  no  longer  avoid  the  COMTESSE'S 
reproachful  eye.  That  much  injured  lady  advances  upon 
her  with  accusing  finger.) 
COMTKSSK  So,  madam  ! 

(MAGGIE  is  prepared  for  her.) 
MAGGIE.      I  don't  know  what  you  mean. 
COMTKSSK*     Yes,  you  do.      I  mean  that  there  is  some  one 
who  *  helps  '  our  Air.  Shand. 
MAGGIE.     There  's  not. 

COMTESSE.      And  it  is  a  woman,  and  it  's  you. 
MAGGIE.      I  help  in  the  little  things. 

COMTESSE.  The  little  things  !  You  are  the  Pin  he  picked 
up  and  that  is  to  make  his  fortune.  And  now  what  I  want  to 
know  is  whether  your  John  is  aware  that  you  help  at  all. 

(JOHN  returns,  and  at  otue  provides  the  answer.} 
JOHN.      Maggie,  Comtesse,  I  Yc  done  it  again  ! 
•  MAGGIF.      1  'm  so  glad,  John. 

(The  COMTJ-SSE  is  in  un  ecstasv.) 

coMThssE.  And  all  because  you  were  not  to  hedge,  Mr. 
Shand. 

(His  appeal  to  her  with  the  wistftdness  of  a  schoolboy  makes 
him  rather  attractive.) 

JOHN.  You  won't  tell  on  me,  Comtcsse  !  (He  thinks  it 
out.)  Thi-v  had  just  guessed  I  would  be  4irm  because  they 
know  I  'm  a  strong  man.  You  little  saw,  Maggie,  what  a  good 
turn  you  were  doing  me  when  you  said  you  wanted  to  make 
another  copy  of  the  speech. 
(She  is  den*e.) 
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MAGGIE.     How,  John  ? 

JOHN.     Because  now  I  can  alter  the  end. 

(She  is  enlightened.) 
MAGGIE.     So  you  can  ! 

JOHN.  Here  's  another  lucky  thing,  Maggie  :  I  hadn't  told 
the  ladies'  committee  that  I  was  to  hedge,  and  so  they  need 
never  know.  Comtesse,  I  tell  you  there  's  a  little  cherub  who 
sits  up  aloft  and  looks  after  the  career  of  John  Shand. 

(The  COMTESSE  looks  not  aloft  but  toward  the  chair  at 
present  occupied  by  MAGGIE.) 
COMTESSE.     Where  does  she  sit,  Mr.  Shand  ? 
(He  knows  that  women  are  not  well  read.} 
JOHN.     It 's  just  a  figure  of  speech. 

(He  returns  airily  to  his  committee  room  ;   and  now  again 
you  may  hear  the  dick  of  MAGGIE'S  needles.     They  no  longer 
annoy  the  COMTESSE  ;  she  is  setting  them  to  music.) 
COMTESSE.     It  is  not  down  here  she  sits,  Mrs.  Shand,  knitting 
a  stocking. 

MAGGIE.     No,  it  isn't. 

COMTESSE.     And  when  I  came  in  I  gave  him  credit  for 
everything  ;  even  for  the  prettiness  of  the  room  ! 
MAGGIE.     He  has  beautiful  taste. 
COMTESSE.     Good-bye,  Scotchy. 

MAGGIE.     Good-bye,  Comtesse,  and  thank  you  for  coming. 
COMTESSE.     Good-bye — Miss  Pin. 

(MAGGIE  rings  genteelly.) 
MAGGIE.     Good-bye. 

(The  COMTESSE  is  now  lost  in  admiration  of  her.} 
COMTESSE.     You  divine  little  wife.     He  can't  be  worthy 
of  it,  no  man  could  be  worthy  of  it.     Why  do  you  do  it  ? 

(MAGGIE  shivers  a  little.) 

MAGGIE.  He  loves  to  think  he  does  it  all  himself  ;  that 's 
the  way  of  men.  I  'm  six  years  older  than  he  is.  I  'm  plain, 
and  I  have  no  charm.  I  shouldn't  have  let  him  marry  me. 
I  'm  trying  to  make  up  for  it. 

(The  COMTHSSE  kisses  her  and  goes  away.     MAGGIE,  some- 
what foolishly,  resumes  her  knitting. 

Some  days  later  this  same  roo?n  is  listening — withthesame 
inattention — to  the  outpouring  ^  JOHN  SHAND'S  love  for  the 
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lady  of  the  hiccoughs.  We  arrive — by  arrangement — 
rather  late  ;  and  thus  we  miss  some  of  the  most  delightful 
of  the  pangs. 

One  can  see  that  these  two  are  playing  no  game,  or,  if  they 
are,  that  they  little  know  it.  The  wonders  of  the  world  (so 
strange  are  the  instruments  chosen  by  Love)  have  been 
revealed  to  JOHN  in  hiccoughs  ;  he  shakes  in  SYBIL'S  pres- 
ence ;  never  were  more  swimming  eyes ;  he  who  has  been 
of  a  wooden  face  till  now,  ivith  ways  to  match,  has  gone  on 
flame  like  a  piece  of  paper  ;  emotion  is  in  flood  in  him.  We 
may  be  almost  fond  of  joHN/0r  being  so  worshipful  of  love. 
Much  has  come  to  him  that  we  had  almost  despaired  of  his 
acquiring^  including  nearly  all  the  divine  attributes  except 
that  sense  of  humour.  The  beautiful  SYBIL  has  always 
possessed  but  little  of  it  also,  and  what  she  had  has  been 
struck  from  her  by  Cupid's  flail.  Naked  of  the  saving 
grace,  they  face  each  other  in  awful  rapture.} 

JOHN.      In  a  room,  Sybil,  I  go  to  you  as  a  cold  man  to  a  fire. 
You  fill  me  like  a  peal  of  bells  in  an  empty  house. 

(She  is  being  brutally  treated  by  the  dear  impediment,  for 
which  hiccough  is  such  an  inadequate  name  thai  even  to  spell 
it  is  an  abomination  though  a  sign  of  ability.  How  to 
describe  a  sound  that  is  noiseless  ?  Let  us  put  it  thus,  that 
when  SYBIL  wants  to  say  something  very  much  there  are  little 
obstacles  in  her  way  ;  she  falters,  falls  perhaps  once,  and 
then  is  over,  the  whi/r  her  appealing  orbs  beg  you  not  to  be 
angry  with  her.  We  may  express  those  szueet  pauses  in 
precious  dots,  which  some  clever  person  can  afterwards 
string  together  and  make  a  pearl  necklace  of  them.} 

SYBIL.  I  should  not  ...  let  you  say  it,  ...  but  .  .  .  you 
.  .  .  say  it  so  beautifully. 

JOHN.     You  must  have  guessed. 

SYBIL.  I  dreamed  ...  I  feared  .  .  .  but  you  were  .  .  . 
Scotch,  and  I  didn't  know  what  to  think. 

JOHN.  Do  you  know  what  first  attracted  me  to  you,  Sybil  ? 
It  was  your  insolence.  I  thought,  '  I  '11  break  her  insolence 
for  her.' 

SYBIL.      And  I  thought  .  .  .  '  I  '11  break  his  str  .  .  .  ength  !  ' 

JOHN.  And  now  your  cooing  voice  plays  round  me  ;  the 
softness  of  you,  Sybil,  in  your  pretty  clothes  makes  me  think 
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of  young  birds.  (The  impediment  is  now  insurmountable  ;  she 
has  to  swim  for  it,  she  swims  toward  him.)  It  is  you  who  inspire 
my  work. 

(He  thrills  to  find  that  she  can  be  touched  without  breaking.) 

SYBIL.     I  am  so  glad  ...  so  proud  .  .  . 

JOHN.  And  others  know  it,  Sybil,  as  well  as  I.  Only 
yesterday  the  Comtesse  said  to  me,  '  No  man  could  get  on  so 
fast  unaided.  Cherchez  la  femmey  Mr.  Shand.' 

SYBIL.     Auntie  said  that  ? 

JOHN.      I  said  *  Find  her  yourself,  Comtesse.' 

SYBIL.     And  she  ? 

JOHN.  She  said  '  I  have  found  her,'  and  I  said  in  my  blunt 
way,  *  You  mean  Lady  Sybil,'  and  she  went  away  laughing. 

SYBIL.     Laughing  ? 

JOHN.      I  seem  to  amuse  the  woman. 
(SYBIL  grows  sad.) 

SYBIL.      If  Mrs.  Shand It  is  so  cruel  to  her.     Whom 

did  you  say  she  had  gone  to  the  station  to  meet  ? 

JOHN.     Her  father  and  brothers. 

SYBIL.  It  is  so  cruel  to  them.  We  must  think  no  more  of 
this.  It  is  mad  .  .  .  ness. 

JOHN.      It 's  fate.     Sybil,  let  us  declare  our  love  openly. 

SYBIL.  You  can't  ask  that,  now  in  the  first  moment  that 
you  tell  me  of  it. 

JOHN.  The  one  thing  I  won't  do  even  for  you  is  to  live  a 
life  of  underhand. 

SYBIL.     The  .  .  .  blow  to  her. 

JOHN.  Yes.  But  at  least  she  has  always  known  that  I 
never  loved  her. 

SYBIL.  It  is  asking  me  to  give  ...  up  everything,  every 
one,  for  you. 

JOHN.      It 's  too  much. 
(JOHN  is  humble  at  last.) 

SYBIL.  To  a  woman  who  truly  loves,  even  that  is  not  too 
much.  Oh  !  it  is  not  I  who  matter — it  is  you. 

JOHN.     My  dear,  my  dear. 

SYBIL.  So  gladly  would  I  do  it  to  save  you  ;  but,  oh,  if  it 
were  to  bring  you  down  ! 

JOHN.     Nothing  can  keep  me  down  if  I  have  you  to  help  me. 

SYBIL*     I  am  dazed,  John,  I  ... 
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JOHN.     My  love,  my  love. 

SYBIL.     I  ...  oh  ...  here  ,  .  . 

JOHN.     Be  brave,  Sybil,  be  brave. 

SYBIL 

(In  this  bewilderment  of  pearls  she  melts  into  his  arms. 
MAGGIE  happens  to  open  the  door  just  then  ;  but  neither 
fond  heart  hears  her.) 

JOHN.  I  can't  walk  along  the  streets,  Sybil,  without  looking 
in  all  the  shop  windows  for  what  I  think  would  become  you 
best.  (As  awkwardly  as  though  his  heart  still  beat  against 
corduroy,  he  takes  from  his  pocket  a  pendant  and  its  chain.  He  is 
shy,  and  she  drops  pearls  over  the  beauty  of  the  ruby  which  is  its 
only  stone.)  It  is  a  drop  of  my  blood,  Sybil 

(Her  lovely  neck  is  outstretched,  and  he  puts  the  chain  round 
it.  MAGGIE  withdraws  as  silently  as  she  had  come  ;  but 
perhaps  the  door  whispered  €  d — n  '  as  it  closed,  for  SYBIL 
wakes  out  of  Paradise.) 

SYBIL.     I  thought Did  the  door  shut  ? 

JOHN.      It  Vas  shut  already. 

(Perhaps  it  is  only  that  SYBIL  is  bewildered  to  find  herself 
once  again  in  a  world  that  has  doors.) 

SYBIL.      It  seemed  to  me 

JOHN.  There  was  nothing.  But  I  think  I  hear  voices  ; 
they  may  have  arrived. 

(Some  pretty  instinct  makes  SYBIL  go  farther  from  him. 
MAGGIE  kindly  gives  her  time  for  this  by  speaking  before 
opening  the  door.) 

MAGGIE.  That  will  do  perfectly,  David.  The  maid  knows 
where  to  put  them.  (She  comes  in.}  They  Ve  come,  John  ; 
they  would  help  with  the  luggage.  (JOHN  goes  out.  MAGGIE 
is  agreeably  surprised  to  find  a  visitor.)  How  do  you  do,  Lady 
Sybil  ?  This  is  nice  of  you. 

SYBIL.     1  was  so  sorry  not  to  find  you  in,  Mrs.  Shand. 

(The  impediment  has  run  away.     It  is  only  for  those  who 
love  it.) 
MAGGIE.     Thank  you.     You  '11  sit  down  ?• 

SYBIL.     I  think  not  ;   your  relatives 

MAGGIE.  They  will  be  so  proud  to  see  that  you  are  my  friend. 
(If  MAGGIE  were  less  simple  her  guest  would  feel  more 
comfortable.  She  tries  to  make  conversation.) 
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SYBIL.      It  is  their  first  visit  to  London  ? 

(Instead  of  relieving  her  anxiety  on  this  point,  MAGGIE  has 
a  long  look  at  the  gorgeous  armful.) 

MAGGIE.     I  'm  glad  you  are  so  beautiful.  Lady  Sybil. 

(The  beautiful  one  is  somehow  not  flatter  eel.     She  pursues 
her  investigations  with  growing  uneasiness.) 

SYBIL.  One  of  them  is  married  now,  isn't  he  ?  (Still  there 
is  no  answer  ;  MAGGIE  continues  looking  at  her,  and  shivers 
slightly.)  Have  they  travelled  from  Scotland  to-day  ?  Mrs. 
Shand,  why  do  you  look  at  me  so?  The  door  did  open  ! 
(MAGGIE  nods.)  What  are  you  to  do  ? 

MAGGIE.  That  would  be  telling.  Sit  down,  my  pretty. 
(As  s^iiiL  subsides  into  what  the  Jl'ylies  with  one  glance 
would  call  the  best  chair y  MAGGIE'S  men-folk  are  brought  in 
by  JOHN,  all  carrying  silk  hats  and  looking  very  active  after 
their  long  rest  in  the  train.  They  are  gazing  about  them. 
They  would  like  this  lady,  they  would  like  JOHN,  they  would 
even  like  MAGGIE  to  go  away  for  a  little  and  leave  them  to 
examine  the  room.  Is  that  linen  on  the  waits,  for  instance, 
or  just  paper  ?  Is  the  carpet  as  thick  as  it  feels,  or  is  there 
brown  paper  beneath  it  .;J  Had  MAGGIE  got  anything  off 
that  bookcase  on  account  of  the  worm-holes  ?  DAVID  even 
discovers  that  we  were  simpletons  when  we  said  there  was 
nothing  in  the  room  that  pretended  to  be  what  it  was  not. 
He  taps  the  marble  mantelpiece,  and  is  favourably  im- 
pressed by  the  tinny  sound.} 

DAVID.     Very  fine  imitation.      It 's  a  capital  house,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.      I  'in  so   glad   you   like   it.      Do  you  know  one 
another  ?     This  is  my  father  and  my  brothers,  Lady  Sybil.     • 
(The  lovely  form  inclines  towards  them.     ALICK  and  JOHN 
remain  firm  on  their  legs,  but  JAMES  totters.) 

JAMES.     A  ladyship  !     Well  done,  Maggie. 

ALICK  (sharply).     James  !      I  remember  you,  my  lady. 

MAGGIE.     Sit  down,  father.     This  is  the  study. 

(JAMJIS    wanders    round   it  inquisitively   until   called   to 
order.} 

SYBIL.     You  must  be  tired  after  your  long  journey. 

DAVID  (drawing  the  portraits  of  himself  and  partners  in  one 
lightning  sketch}.  Tired,  your  ladyship  ?  We  sat  on  cushioned 
seats  the  whole  way. 
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JAMES  (looking  about  him  for  the  chair  you  sit  on).     Every  scat 
in  this  room  is  cushioned. 

MAGGIE.     You  may  say  all  my  life  is  cushioned  now,  James, 
by  this  dear  man  of  mine. 

(She  gives  JOHN'S  shoulder  a  loving  pressure y  which  SYBIL 
feels  is  a  telegraphic  communication  to  herself  in  a  cypher 
that  she  cannot  read.     ALICK  and  the  BROTHERS  bask  in 
the  evidence  of  MAGGIE'S  happiness.) 
JOHN  (uncomfortably).     And  is  Elizabeth  hearty,  James  ? 
JAMKS  (looking  down  his  nose  in  the  ?nanner  proper  to  young 
husbands  when  addressed  about  their  wives.)     She  's  very  well, 
I  thank  you  kindly. 

MAGGIE.     James  is  a  married  man  now.  Lady  Sybil. 

(SYBIL  ?nurmurs  her  congratulations  1) 

JAMES.      I   thank    you    kindly.     (Courageously)    Yes,    I  'm 
married.     (He  looks  at  DAVID  and  A  LICK  to  see  if  they  are  smiling  ; 
and  they  are.)      It  wasn't  a  case  of  being  catched  ;    it  was 
entirely  of  my  own  free  will.      (He  looks  again  ;   and  the  mean 
fellows  are  smiling  still.)     Ts  your  ladyship  married  ? 
SYBIL.     Alas  !   no. 
DAVID.     James  !     (Politely)  You  will  be  yet,  my  lady. 

(SYBIL  indicates  that  he  is  kind  indeed.) 

JOHN.  Perhaps  they  would  like  you  to  show  them  their 
rooms,  Maggie  ? 

DAVID.     Fine  would  we  like  to  see  all  the  house  as  well  as 

the  sleeping  accommodation.      But   first (He  gives  his 

father  the  look  with  which  chairmen  call  on  the  next  speaker.) 

ALICK.      I  take  you,  David.      (He  produces  a  paper  parcel 
frem  a  roomy  pocket.)      It  wasn't  likely,  Mr.  Shancl,  that  we 
should  forget  the  day. 
JOHN.      The  day  ? 

DAVID.  The  second  anniversarv  of  your  marriage.  We 
came  purposely  for  the  day. 

JAMES  (his  fingers  itching  to  take  the  parcel  from  his  father). 
It 's  a  lace  shawl,  Maggie,  from  the  three  of  us,  a  pure 
Tobermory  ;  you  would  never  dare  wear  it  jf  you  knew  the 
cost. 

(The  shawl  in  its  beauty  is  revealed,  and  MAGGIE  hails  it 
with  little  cries  of  joy.  She  rushes  at  the  donors  and  kisses 
each  of  them  just  as  if  she  were  a  pretty  woman.  They 
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are  much  pleased  and  give  expression  to  their  pleasure  in  a 

not  very  dissimilar  manner.} 
AIJCK.     Havers. 
DAVID.     Havers. 
JAMES.      Havers. 
JOHN.     It 's  a  very  fine  shawl. 

(He  should  not  have  spoken ,  for  he  has  set  JAMES'S  volatile 

mind  working.) 

JAMES.     You  may  say  so.     What  did  you  give  her,  Mr. 
Shand  ? 

JOHN  (suddenly  deserted  by  God  and  man}.     Me  ? 
ALICK.     Yes,  yes,  let 's  sec  it. 
JOHN.     Oh — I 

(He  is  not  deserted  by  MAGGIE,  but  she  can  think  of  no  way 

out.) 

SYBIL  (prompted  by  the  i?npediment,  which  is  in  hidingy  quite 
close).      Did  he  ...  forget  ? 

(There  is  more  than  a  touch  of  malice  in  the  question.     It 

is  a  challenge ',  and  the  Wy/ies  as  a  family  *are  almost  too 

quick  to  accept  a  challenge.) 

MAGGIE  (lifting  the  gage  of  battle).     John  forget  ?     Never  ! 
It 's  a  pendant,  father. 

(The  impediment  bolts.     JOHN  rises.) 
ALICK.     A  pendant  r     One  of  those  things  on  a  chain  ? 

(He  grins,  remembering  how  once,  about  sixty  years  ago, 

he  and  a  lady  and  a  pendant — but  we  have  no  time  for 

this.) 

MAGGIE.        YcS. 

DAVID  (who  has  felt  the  note  of  antagonism  and  is  troubled). 
You  were  slow  in  speaking  of  it,  Mr.  Shand. 

MAGGIE.     (This   is   her  fight.)     He   was   shy,   because   he 
thought  you  might  blame  him  for  extravagance. 

DAVID  (relieved).     Oh,  that 's  it. 

JAMES  (licking  his  lips).      Let 's  see  it. 

MAGGIE  (a  daughter  of  the  devil).     Where  did  you  put  it, 
John  ? 

(JOHN'S  mouth  opens  but  has  nothing  to  contribute.) 

SYBIL  (the  impediment  has  stolen  back  again).     Perhaps  it  has 
been  .  .  .  mislaid. 

(The  BROTHERS  echo  the  word  incredulously.) 
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MAGGIE.  Not  it.  I  can't  think  where  we  laid  it  down, 
Johfi.  It 's  not  on  that  table,  is  it,  James  ?  (The  Wylies  turn 
to  look,  and  MAGGIE'S  hand  goes  out  to  LADY  SYBIL  :  JOHN  SHAND, 
witness.  It  is  a  very  determined  hand,  and  presently  a  pendant 
is  placed  in  it.)  Here  it  is  !  (ALICK  and  the  BROTHERS  cluster 
round  it,  weigh  it  and  appraise  it.) 

ALICK.     Preserve  me.      Is  that  stone  real,  Mr.  Shand  ? 

JOHN  (who  has  begun  to  look  his  grimmest}.     Yes. 

MAGGIE  (who  is  now  ready,  if  he  wishes  it,  to  take  him  on  too). 
John  says  it 's  a  drop  of  his  blood. 

JOHN  (wishing  it).      And  so  it  is. 

DAVJD.     Well  said,  Mr.  Shand. 

MAGGIE  (scared).  And  now,  if  you  '11  all  come  with  me,  I 
think  John  has  something  he  wants  to  talk  over  with  Lady 
Sybil.  (Recovering  and  taking  him  on)  Or  would  you  prefer, 
John,  to  say  it  before  us  all  ? 

SYBIL  (gasping).      No  ! 

JOHN  (flinging  back  his  head).  Yes,  I  prefer  to  say  it  before 
you  all. 

MAGGIE  (flinging  back  hers).     Then  sit  down  again. 
(The  Wylies  wonderingly  obey.) 

SYBIL.      Mr.  Shand,  Mr.  Shand  ! 

JOHN.  Maggie  knows,  and  it  was  only  for  her  I  was 
troubled.  Do  you  think  I  'm  afraid  of  them  ?  (Il'ith  mighty 
relief)  Now  we  can  be  open. 

DAVID  (lowering).  What  is  it  ?  Wh.it  's  wrong,  John 
Shand  ? 

JOHN    (facing    him    squarely).       It   was   to    Lady   Sybil    I 
.gave    the    pendant,    and    all    my    love    with    it.       (Perhaps 
JAMES  utters  a  rrv,  but  the  silence  of  ALICK  and  DAVID  is  more 
terrible.) 

SYBIL  (whose  voice  is  smaller  than  we  had  thought).  What  arc 
you  to  do  ? 

(//  is  to  MAGGIE  she  is  speaking.) 

DAVID.     She  '11  leave  it  for  us  to  do. 

JOHN.     That 's  what  I  want. 

(The  lords  of  creation  look  at  the  ladies.) 

MAGGIE  (interpreting).  You  and  I  are  expected  to  retire, 
Lady  Sybil,  while  the  men  decide  our  fate.  (SYBIL  is  ready  to 
obev  the  law,  but  MAGGIE  remains  seated.)  Man's  the  oak, 
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woman  's  the  ivy.  Which  of  us  is  it  that 's  to  cling  to  you, 
John  ? 

(Iffth  three  stalwarts  glaring  at  him,  JOHN  rather  grandly 
takes  SYBIL'S  hand.  They  are  two  against  the  world.) 

SYBIL  (a  heroine).  I  hesitated,  but  I  am  afraid  no  longer  ; 
whatever  he  asks  of  me  I  will  do. 

(Evidently  the  first  thing  he  asks  of  her  is  to  await  him  in 
the  dining-room.) 

It  will  mean  surrendering  everything  for  him.  I  am  glad  it 
means  all  that.  (She  passes  into  the  dining-room  looking  as 
pretty  as  a  kiss.) 

MAGGIE.     So  that  settles  it. 

ALICK.      I  'm  thinking  that  doesn't  settle  it. 

DAVID.  No,  by  God  !  (But  his  love  for  MAGGIE  steadies 
him.  There  is  even  a  note  of  entreaty  in  his  voice.)  Have  you 
nothing  to  say  to  her,  man  ? 

JOHN.      I  have  things  to  say  to  her,  but  not  before  you. 

DAVID  (sternly).     Go  away,  Maggie.      Leave  him  to  us. 

JAMES  (who  thinks  it  is  about  time  that  he  said  something).  Yes, 
leave  him  to  us. 

MAGGIE.  No,  David,  I  want  to  hear  what  is  to  become  of 
me  ;  I  promise  not  to  take  any  side. 

(And  sitting  by  the  fire  she  resumes  her  knitting.  The  four 
regard  her  as  on  an  evening  at  The  Pans  a  good  many  years 
ago.) 

DAVID  (barking).      How  long  has  this  been  going  on  ? 

JOHN.  If  you  mean  how  long  has  that  lady  been  the  apple  of 
my  eye,  I  *m  not  sure  ;  but  I  never  told  her  of  it  until  to-day. 

MAGGIE  (thoughtfully  and  without  dropping  a  stitch).  I  think 
it  wasn't  till  about  six  months  ago,  John,  that  she  began  to  be 
very  dear  to  you.  At  first  you  liked  to  bring  in  her  name  when 
talking  to  me,  so  that  I  could  tell  you  of  any  little  things  I  might 
have  heard  she  was  doing.  But  afterwards,  as  she  became  more 
and  more  to  you,  you  avoided  mentioning  her  name. 

JOHN  (surprised).     Did  you  notice  that  ? 

MAGGIE  (in  her  old-fashioned  way).     Yes. 

JOHN.  I  tried  to  be  done  with  it  for  your  sake.  I  Ve  often 
had  a  sore  heart  for  you,  Maggie. 

JAMES.      You  're  proving  it  ! 

MAGGIE.     Yes,  James,  he  had.      I  Ve  often  seen  him  looking 
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at  me  very  sorrowfully  of  late  because  of  what  was  in  his  mind  ; 
and  many  a  kindly  little  thing  he  has  done  for  me  that  he  didn't 
use  to  do. 

JOHN.     You  noticed  that  too  ! 

MAGGIE.     Yes. 

DAVID  (controlling  himself}.     Well,  we  won't  go  into  that  ; 
the  thing  to  be  thankful  for  is  that  it 's  ended. 

ALICK  (who  is  looking  very  old}.     Yes,  yes,  that 's  the  great 
thing. 

JOHN.      All  useless,  sir,  it 's  not  ended  ;   it 's  to  go  on. 

DAVID.     There  's  a  devil  in  you,  John  Shand. 

JOHN  (who  is  an  unhappy  man  just  now).     I  dare  say  there  is. 
But  do  you  think  he  had  a  walk  over,  Mr.  David  ? 

JAMES.     Man,  I  could  knock  you  down  ! 

MAGGIE.     There  's  not  one  of  you  could  knock  John  down. 

DAVID  (exasperated).  Quiet,  Maggie.  One  would  think 
you  were  taking  his  part. 

MAGGIE.  Do  you  expect  me  to  desert  him  at  the  very 
moment  that'he  needs  me  most  ? 

DAVID.     It 's  him  that 's  deserting  you. 

JOHN.     Yes,  Maggie,  that 's  what  it  is. 

ALICK.  Where  's  your  marriage  vow  ?  And  your  church 
attendances  ? 

JAMES  (with  terrible  irony}.  And  your  prize  for  moral 
philosophy  ? 

JOHN  (recklessly}.     All  gone  whistling  down  the  wind. 

DAVTD.  I  suppose  you  understand  that  you  '11  have  to  resign 
your  scat  ? 

.  JOHN  (his  underlip  much  in  evidence}.     There  are  hundreds 
of  seats,  but  there  's  only  one  John  Shand. 

MAGGIE  (but  we  dont  hear  her}.  That 's  how  I  like  to  hear 
him  speak. 

DAVID  (the  ablest  person  in  the  roo?n}.  Think,  man,  I  'm  old 
by  you,  and  for  long  I  've  had  a  pride  in  you.  It  will  be  begin- 
ning the  world  again  with  more  against  you  than  there  was  eight 
years  ago. 

JOHN.  I  Ir.ive  a  better  head  to  begin  it  with  than  I  had  eight 
years  ago. 

ALICK  (hoping  this  will  bite}.  She  '11  have  her  own  money, 
D,ivid  ! 
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JOHN.     She  's  as  poor  as  a  mouse. 

JAMES  (thinking  possibly  of  his  Elizabeth's  mother).  We  *11  go 
to  her  friends,  and  tell  them  all.  They  'Jl  stop  it. 

JOHN.     She  's  of  age. 

JAMFS.     They  '11  take  her  far  away. 

JOHN.      I  '11  follow,  and  tear  her  from  them. 

ALICK.     Your  career 

JOHN  (to  his  credit).  To  hell  with  my  career.  Do  you 
think  I  don't  know  I  'm  on  the  rocks  ?  What  can  you,  or  you, 
or  you,  understand  of  the  passions  of  a  man  !  I  Vc  fought, 
and  I  've  given  in.  When  a  ship  founders,  as  I  suppose  I  'm 
foundering,  it 's  not  a  thing  to  yelp  at.  Peace,  all  of  you.  (He 
strides  into  the  dining-room,  where  we  see  him  at  times  pacing  the 
floor.) 

DAVID  (to  JAMES,  who  gives  signs  of  a  desire  to  take  off  his  coat). 
Let  him  be.  We  can't  budge  him.  (Tf''ith  bitter  wisdom) 
It 's  true  what  he  says,  true  at  any  rate  about  me.  What  do 
T  know  of  the  passions  of  a  man  !  I  'm  up  against  something 
I  don't  understand. 

ALICK.      It 's  something  wicked. 

DAVID.      I  dare  say  it  is,  but  it 's  something  big. 

JAMES.      It 's  that  damned  charm. 

MAGGIE  (still  by  the  fire).  That 's  it.  What  was  it  that  made 
you  fancy  Elizabeth,  James  ? 

JAMES  (sheepishly).      T  can  scarcely  say. 

MAGGIE.      It  was  her  charm. 

DAVID.     Her  charm  ! 

JAMES  (pugnaciously).     Yes,  her  charm. 

MAGGIE.     She  had  charm  for  James. 

(This  somehow  breaks  them  up.     MAGGIE  goes  from  one  to 
another  with  an  odd  little  smile  flickering  on  her  face.) 

DAVID.    Put  on  your  things,  Maggie,  and  we  '11  leave  his  house. 

MAGGIE  (patting  his  kind  head).     Not  me,  David. 

(This  is  a  MAGGIE  they  have  known  but  forgotten  ;    all 
three  brighten.) 

DAVID.      You  haven't  given  in  ! 
(The  smile  flickers  and  expires.) 

MAGGIE.  I  want  you  all  to  go  upstairs,  and  let  me  have  my 
try  now. 

JAMES.     Your  try  ? 
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A  LICK.      Maggie,  you  put  new  life  into  me. 
JAMES.     And  into  me. 

(DAVID  says  nothing ;  the  way  he  grips  her  shoulder  says 
it  for  him.) 

MAGGIE.      I  '11  save  him,  David,  if  I  can. 
DAVID.      Does  he  deserve  to  he  saved  after  the  way  he  has 
treated  you  ? 

MAGGIE.  You  stupid  David.  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ? 
(JVhen  they  have  gone,  JOHN  comes  to  the  door  of  the  dining- 
room.  There  is  welling  up  in  him  a  great  pity  for  MAGGIE, 
but  it  has  to  subside  a  little  when  he  sees  that  the  knitting 
is  still  in  her  hand.  No  man  likes  to  be  so  soon  supplanted. 
SYBIL  follows,  and  the  two  of  them  ga%e  at  the  active 
needles.} 

MAGGIE  (perceiving  that  she  has  visitors).  Come  in,  John. 
Sit  down,  Lady  Sybil,  and  make  yourself  comfortable.  I  'm 
afraid  we  Ye  put  you  about. 

(She  isy  after  all,  only  a  few  years  older  than  they  and 
scarcely  looks  her  age  ;  yet  it  must  have  been  in  some  such 
way  as  this  that  the  little  old  woman  who  lived  in  a  shoe 
addressed  her  numerous  progeny.) 
JOHN.      1  'm  mortal  sorry,  Maggie. 

SYBIL  (who  would  be  more  courageous  if  she  could  hold  his  hand). 
And  I  also. 

MAGGIE  (soothingly).  I  'm  sure  you  are.  But  as  it  can't  be 
helped  I  see  no  reason  why  we  three  shouldn't  talk  the  matter 
over  in  a  practical  way. 

(SYBIL  looks  doubtful,  hut  JOHN  hangs  on  desperately  to  the 
word  practical.) 

JOHN.  If  you  could  understand,  Maggie,  what  an  inspiration 
she  is  to  me  and  my  work. 

SYBIL.      Indeed,  Mrs.  Shand,  I  think  of  nothing  else. 
MAGGIE.     That 's  tine.     That 's  as  it  should  be. 
SYBIL  (talking  too  much}.      Mrs.  Shand,  I  think  you  are  very 
kind  to  take  it  so  reasonably. 

MAGGIE.  That 's  the  Scotch  way.  When  were  you  think- 
ing of  leaving  me,  John  ? 

(Perhaps  this  is  the  Scotch  way  also  ;  but  SYBIL  is  English, 
and  from  the  manner  in  which  she  starts  you  would  say  that 
something  has  fallen  on  her  toes.) 
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JOHN  (who  has  heard  nothing  fall).  I  think,  now  that  it  has 
come  to  a  breach,  the  sooner  the  better.  (His  tone  becomes  lhat 
of  JAMES  when  asked  after  the  health  of  his  wife.)  When  it  is 
convenient  to  you,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE   (making  a  rapid  calculation).      It  couldn't  well  be 
before  Wednesday.     That 's  the  day  the  laundry  comes  home. 
(SYBIL  has  to  draw  in  her  toes  again.) 

JOHN.  And  it 's  the  day  the  House  rises.  (Stifling  a  groan) 
It  may  be  my  last  appearance  in  the  House. 

SYBIL  (her  arms  yearning  for  him).  No,  no,  please  don't  say 
that. 

MAGGIE  (surveying  them  sympathetically).  You  love  the 
House,  don't  you,  John,  next  to  her  ?  It 's  a  pity  you  can't 
wait  till  after  your  speech  at  Leeds.  Mr.  Venables  won't  let 
you  speak  at  Leeds,  I  fear,  if  you  leave  me. 

JOHN.     What  a  chance  it  would  have  been.     But  let  it  go. 

MAGGIE.  The  meeting  is  in  less  than  a  month.  Could  you  not 
make  it  such  a  speech  that  they  would  be  very  loth  to  lose  you  ? 

JOHN  (swelling).     That 's  what  was  in  my  mind.* 

SYBIL  (with  noble  confidence).      And  he  could  have  done  it. 

MAGGIE.     Then  we  Ye  come  to  something  practical. 

JOHN  (exercising  his  imagination  with  powerful  effect).  No, 
it  wouldn't  be  fair  to  you  if  I  was  to  stay  on  now. 

MAGGIE.  Do  you  think  I  '11  let  myself  be  considered  when 
your  career  is  at  stake  ?  A  month  will  soon  pass  for  me  ;  I  '11 
have  a  lot  of  packing  to  do. 

JOHN.  It  's  noble  of  yoit,  but  I  don't  deserve  it,  and  I  can't 
take  it  from  you. 

MAGGIE.  Now  \  the  time,  Lady  Sybil,  for  you  to  have  one 
of  your  inspiring  ideas. 

SYBIL  (ever  ready).      Yes,  yes — but  what  ? 

(It  is  odd  that  they  should  both  twn  to  MAGGIE  at  this 
moment.) 

MAGGIE  (who  has  already  been  saying  it  to  herself).  What 
do  you  think  of  this  :  I  can  stay  on  here  with  my  father  and 
brothers  ;  and  you,. John,  can  go  away  somewhere  and  devote 
yourself  to  your  speech  ? 

SYBIL.      Yes. 

JOHN.  That  might  be.  (Considerately)  Away  from  both 
of  you  ?  Where  could  I  go  ? 
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SYBIL  (ever  ready}.     Where  ? 

MAGGIE.      I  know. 

(She  has  called  up  a  number  on  the  telephone  before  they 
have  time  to  check  her.} 

JOHN  (on  his  dignity}.     Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry,  Maggie. 

MAGGIE.  Is  this  Lamb's  Hotel  ?  Put  me  on  to  the  Com- 
tesse  de  la  Briere,  please. 

SYBIL  (ivlth  a  sinking}.     What  do  you  want  with  auntie  ? 

MAGGIE.  Her  cottage  in  the  country  would  be  the  very 
place.  She  invited  John  and  me. 

JOHN.     Yes,  but 

MAGGih  (arguing).  And  Mr.  Venables  is  to  be  there. 
Think  of  the  impression  you  could  make  on  hirn^  seeing  him 
daily  for  three  weeks. 

JOHN.     There  's  something  in  that. 

MAGGIE.      Is  it  you,  Comtesse  r      I  'm  Maggie  Shand. 

SYBIL.      You  are  not  to  tell  her  that r 

MAGGIE.  No.  (To  the  COMTESSE)  Oh,  I  'm  very  well, 
never  was  better.  Yes,  yes  ;  you  see  I  can't,  because  my  folk 
have  never  been  in  London  before,  and  I  must  take  them  about 
and  show  them  the  sights.  But  John  could  come  to  you  alone  ; 
why  not  ? 

JOHN  (with  proper  pride}.  If  she  's  not  keen  to  have  me, 
J  won't  go. 

MAGGIE.  She  's  very  keen.  Comtesse,  1  could  come  for  a 
day  by  and  by  to  see  how  you  are  getting  on.  Yes — yes — 
certainly.  (To  JOHN)  She  says  she  '11  be  delighted. 

JOHN  (thoughtfully}.  You  're  not  doing  this,  Maggie,  think- 
.ing  that  my  being  absent  from  Sybil  for  a  few  weeks  can  make 
any  difference  ?  Of  course  it 's  natural  you  should  want  us  to 
keep  apart,  but 

MAGGIE  (grimly}.  I  'm  founding  no  hope  on  keeping  you 
apart,  John. 

JOHN       It 's  what  other  wives  would  do. 
MAGGIE.      I  promised  to  be  different. 

JOHN  (his  position  as  a  strong  man  assured}.  Then  tell  her  I 
accept.  (He  wanders  back  into  the  dining-room.} 

SYBIL.  I  think — (she  is  not  sure  what  she  thinks} — I  think 
you  are  very  wonderful. 

MAGGIE.     Was  that  John  calling  to  you  r 


374  WHAT  EVKRY  WOMAN   KNOWS       [ACT  in. 

SYBIL.     Was  it  ?     (She  is  glad  to  join  him  in  the  dining-room.) 

MAGGIE.  Comtesse,  hold  the  line  a  minute.  (She  is  alone, 
and  she  has  nearly  reached  the  end  of  her  self-control.  She  shakes 
emotionally  and  utters  painful  little  cries  ;  there  is  something  she 
wants  to  doy  and  she  is  loth  to  do  it.  But  she  does  it.)  Are  you 
there,  Comtesse  ?  There  's  one  other  thing,  dear  Comtesse  ; 
I  want  you  to  invite  Lady  Sybil  also  ;  yes,  for  the  whole  time 
that  John  is  there.  No,  I  'in  not  mad  ;  as  a  great  favour  to 
me  ;  yes,  I  have  a  very  particular  reason,  but  I  won't  tell  you 
what  it  is  ;  oh,  call  me  Scotchy  as  much  as  you  like,  but  con- 
sent ;  do,  do,  do.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  good-bye. 

(She  has  control  of  herself  now,  and  is  determined  not  to  let 
it  slip  from  her  again.  When  they  reappear  the  stubborn 
one  is  writing  a  letter.) 

JOHN.      I  thought  I  heard  the  telephone  again. 

MAGGIE  (looking  up  from  her  labours).  It  was  the  Comtesse  ; 
she  says  she  's  to  invite  Lady  Sybil  to  the  cottage  at  the  same 
time. 

SYBIL.      Me  ! 

JOHN  To  invite  Sybil  ?  Then  of  course  I  won't  go, 
Maggie. 

MAGGIE  (wondering  seemingly  at  these  niceties).  What  docs 
it  matter  ?  Is  anything  to  be  considered  except  the  speech  ? 
(//  has  been  admitted  that  she  ^vas  a  little  devil.)  And,  with 
Sybil  on  the  spot,  John,  to  help  you  and  inspire  you,  what  a 
speech  it  will  be  ! 

JOHN  (carried  away).  Maggie,  you  really  are  a  very  generous 
woman. 

SYBIL  (convinced  at  last).     She  is  indeed. 

JOHN.  And  you  're  queer  too.  How  many  women  in  the 
circumstances  would  sit  down  to  write  a  letter  ! 

MAGGIE.      It 's  a  letter  to  you,  John. 

JOHN.     To  me  ? 

MAGGIE.  I  '11  give  it  to  you  when  it 's  finished,  but  1  ask 
you  not  to  open  it  till  your  visit  to  the  Comtesse  ends. 

JOHN.     What  is  it  about  ? 

MAGGIE.     It 's  practical 

SYBIL  (rather  faintly).  Practical  ?  (She  has  heard  the  word 
so  frequently  to-day  that  it  is  beginning  to  have  a  Scotch  sound. 
She  feels  she  ought  to  like  MAGGIE,  but  that  she  would  like  her  better 
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if  they  were  farther  apart.  She  indicates  that  the  docton  ate 
troubled  about  her  hearty  and  murmuring  her  adieux  she  goes. 
JOHN,  who  is  accompanying  hei\  pauses  at  the  door.} 

JOHN  (with  a  queer  sort  of  admiration  for  his  wife}.     Maggie, 
I  wish  I  was  fond  of  you. 

MAGGIE  (heartily).     I  wish  you  were,  John. 

(He  goes,  and  she  resumes  her  letter.  The  stocking  is  lying 
at  hand,  and  she  pushes  it  to  the  floor.  She  is  done  for  a 
time  with  knitting.) 


ACT  IV 

MAN'S  most  pleasant  invention  is  the  lawn-mower.  All  the 
birds  know  this,  and  that  is  why,  when  it  is  at  rest,  there  is  always 
at  least  one  of  them  sitting  on  the  handle  with  his  head  cocked, 
wondering  how  the  delicious  whirring  sound  is  made.  When 
they  find  out,  they  will  change  their  note.  As  it  is,  you  must 
sometimes  have  thought  that  you  heard  the  mower  very  early 
in  the  morning,  and  perhaps  you  peeped  in  neglige  from  your 
lattice  window  to  see  who  was  up  so  early.  It  was  really  the 
birds  trying  to  get  the  note. 

On  this  broiling  morning,  however,  we  are  at  noon,  and 
whoever  looks  will  see  that  the  whirring  is  done  by  Mr.  Ven- 
ables.  He  is  in  a  linen  suit  with  the  coat  discarded  (the  bird  is 
sitting  on  it),  and  he  comes  and  goes  across  the  Comtesse's 
lawns,  pleasantly  mopping  his  face.  We  see  him  through  a 
crooked  bowed  window  generously  open,  roses  intruding  into 
it  as  if  to  prevent  its  ever  being  closed  at  night  ;  there  are  other 
roses  in  such  armfuls  on  the  tables  that  one  could  not  easily  say 
where  the  room  ends  and  the  garden  begins. 

In  the  Comtesse's  pretty  comic  drawing-room  (for  she  likes 
the  comic  touch  when  she  is  in  England)  sits  John  Shand  with 
his  hostess,  on  chairs  at  a  great  distance  from  each  other.  Nc 
linen  garments  for  John,  nor  flannels,  nor  even  knickerbockers  ; 
he  envies  the  English  way  of  dressing  for  trees  and  lawns,  but  is 
too  Scotch  to  be  able  to  imitate  it ;  he  wears  tweeds,  just  as  he 
would  do  in  his  native  country  where  they  would  be  in  kilts. 
Like  many  another  Scot,  the  first  time  he  ever  saw  a  kilt  was  on 
a  Sassenach  ;  indeed  kilts  were  perhaps  invented,  like  golf,  to 
draw  the  English  north.  John  is  doing  nothing,  which  again 
is  not  a  Scotch  accomplishment,  and  he  looks  rather  miserable 
and  dour.  The  Comtessc  is  already  at  her  Patience  cards,  and 
occasionally  she  smiles  on  him  as  if  not  displeased  with  his  long 
silence.  At  last  she  speaks  : 
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COMTESSE.     I  feel  it  rather  a  shame  to  detain  you  here  on 
such  a  lovely  day,  Mr.  Shand,  entertaining  an  old  woman. 

JOHN.  I  don't  pretend  to  think  I  'rn  entertaining  you, 
Comtessc. 

COMTESSE.     Hut  you  are^  you  know. 
JOHN.      I  would  be  pleased  to  be  told  how  ? 

(She  shrugs  her  impertinent  shoulders,  and  presently  there 
is  another  heavy  sigh  from  JOHN.) 

COMTESSE.     Again  !     Why  do  not  you  go  out  on  the  river  ? 
JOHN.     Yes,  I  can  do  that.     (He  rises.} 
COMTESSE.     And  take  Sybil  with  you.  (He  sits  again.}    No  ? 
JOHN.     I  have  been  on  the  river  with  her  twenty  times. 
COMTESSE.     Then  take  her  for  a  long  walk  through  the 
Fairloe  woods. 

JOHN.     We  were  there  twice  last  week. 
COMTESSE.     There  is  a  romantically  damp  little  arbour  at 
the  end  of  what  the  villagers  call  the  Lovers'  Lane. 

JOHN.  One  can't  go  there  every  day.  I  see  nothing  to 
laugh  at. 

COMTESSE.  Did  I  laugh  ?  I  must  have  been  translating 
the  situation  into  French. 

(Perhaps  the  music  of  the  lawn-mower  is  not  to  JOHN'S 
mood,  for  he  betakes  himself  to  another  room.  MR. 
VENABLES  pauses  in  his  labours  to  greet  a  lady  who  has 
appeared  on  the  lawn,  and  who  is  MAGGIE.  She  is  as  neat 
as  if  she  were  one  of  the  army  of  typists  (who  are  quite  the 
nicest  kind  of  women}%  and  carries  a  little  bag.  She  comes 
in  through  the  window,  and  puts  her  hands  over  the 
COMTESSE'S  eyes.} 

COMTESSE.     They  are  a  strong  pair  of  hands,  at  any  rate. 
MAGGIE.     And  not  very  white,  and  biggish  for  my  size. 
Now  guess. 

(The  COMTESSE  guesses,  and  takes  both  the  hands  in  hers  as 
if  she  valued  them.  She  pulls  off  MAGGIE'S  hat  as  if  to 
prevent  her  flying  away.} 

COMTESSE.  Dear  abominable  one,  not  to  let  me  know  you 
were  coining. 

MAGGIE.  It  is  just  a  surprise  visit,  Comtesse.  I  walked  up 
from  the  station.  (For  a  moment  MAGGIE  seems  to  have  borrowed 
SYBIL'S  impediment.}  How  is — wtrybody  ? 
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COMTESSE.  He  is  quite  well.  But,  my  child,  he  seems  to 
me  to  be  a  most  unhappy  man. 

(This  stul news  does  not  sec?n  to  make  a  most  unhappy  woman 
nf  the  child.  The  COMTESSE  is  pimJed,  as  she  knows 
nothing  of  the  situation  save  what  she  has  discovered  for 
herself.} 

Why  should  that  please  you,  O  heartless  one  ? 
MAGGIE.     I  won't  tell  you. 

COMTESSE.  I  could  take  you  and  shake  you,  Maggie.  Here 
have  I  put  my  house  at  your  disposal  for  so  many  days  for  some 
sly  Scotch  purpose,  and  you  will  not  tell  me  what  it  is. 

MAGGIE.       No. 

COMTESSE.  Very  well,  then,  but  I  have  what  you  call  a 
nasty  one  for  you.  (The  COMTESSE  lures  MR.  VENABLES  into  the 
room  by  holding  up  what  might  be  a  foaming  glass  of  lemon  squash.} 
Alas,  Charles,  it  is  but  a  flower  vase.  I  want  you  to  tell  Mrs. 
Shand  what  you  think  of  her  husband's  bpeech. 

(MR.  VENABLES  gives  his  hostess  a  reproachful  look.) 

VENABLES.  Eli — ah — Shun!  will  prefer  to  do  "that  himself. 
I  promised  the  gardener — I  must  not  disappoint  him — excuse 

COMTESSE.     You  must  tell  her,  Charles. 

MAGGIE.      Please,  Mr.  Venables,  I  should  like  to  know. 
(He  sits  down  with  a  sigh  and  obeys.} 

VENABLES.  Your  husband  has  been  writing  the  speech  here, 
and  by  his  own  wish  he  read  it  to  me  three  days  ago.  The 
occasion  is  to  be  an  important  one  ;  and,  well,  there  are  a  dozen 
young  men  in  the  party  at  present,  all  capable  of  filling  a  certain 
small  ministerial  post.  (He  looks  longingly  at  the  mower,  but  it 
sends  no  message  to  his  aid.)  And  as  he  is  one  of  them  I  was 
anxious  that  he  should  show  in  this  speech  of  what  he  is  capable. 

MAGGIE.      And  hasn't  he  ? 

(Not  for  the  first  time  MR.  VENABLES  wishes  that  he  was  not 
in  politics.) 

VENABLES.     I  am  afraid  he  has. 

COMTESSE.     What  is  wrong  with  the  speech,  Charles  ? 

VENABLES.  Nothing — and  he  can  still  deliver  it.  It  is  a 
powerful,  well-thought-out  piece  of  work,  such  as  only  a  very 
able  man  could  produce.  But  it  lias  no  special  quality  of  its  own 
— none  of  the  little  touches  that  used  to  make  an  old  stager  like 
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myself  want  to  pat  Shand  on  the  shoulder.  (The  COMTESSE'S 
mouth  twitches,  but  MAGGIE  declines  to  notice  it.)  He  pounds  on 
manfully  enough,  but,  if  I  may  say  M>,  with  a  wooden  leg.  It 
is  as  good,  I  dare  say,  as  the  rest  of  them  could  have  done  ;  but 
they  start  with  such  inherited  advantages,  Mrs.  Shand,  that 
he  had  to  do  better. 

MAGGIE.     Yes,  I  can  understand  that. 
VENABLES.     I  am  sorry,  Mrs.  Shand,  for  he  interested  me. 
His  career  has  set  me  wondering  whether  if  /  had  begun  as  a 
railway  porter  I  might  not  still  be  calling  out,  *  By  your  leave.' 

(MAGGIE  thinks  it  probable  but  not  important.) 
MAGGIE.     Mr.  Venables,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  surely  John 
wrote  to  me  that  you  were  dissatisfied  with  his  first  speech,  and 
that  he  was  writing  another. 

(The  COMTFSSE'S  eyes  open  very  wide  indeed.) 
VENABI.KS.      I    have   heard    nothing  of  that,   Mrs.   Shand. 

(He  shakes  his  %vise  head.)      And  in  any  case,  I  am  afraid 

(He  still  hears  the  wooden  leg.) 

MAGGIE.    *Hut  you  said  yourself  that  hib  second  thoughts  were 
sometimes  such  an  improvement  on  the  first. 

(The  COMTESSE  comes  to  the  help  of  the  baggage.) 
COMTESSE.  I  remember  your  saying  that,  Charles. 
VENABLES.  Yes,  that  has  struck  me.  (Politely)  Well,  if  he 

has  anything  to  show  me In  the  meantime 

(He  regains  the  lawn,  like  one  glad  to  escape  attendance  at 
JOHN'S  obsequies.     The  COMTESSE  is  brought  back  to  speech 
by  the  sound  of  the  mower — nothing  wooden  in  it.) 
COMTESSE.     What  are  you  up  to  now,  Miss  Pin  ?     You 
Ipiow  as  well  as  I  do  that  there  is  no  such  speech. 

(MAGGIE'S  mouth  tightens.) 
MAGGIE.      I  do  not. 
COMTESSE.      It  is  a  duel,  is  it,  my  friend  ? 

(The  COMTESSE  rings  the  bell  and  MAGGIE'S  guilty  mind 
is  agitated.) 

MAGGIE.     What  are  you  ringing  for  ? 

COMTESSE.     As  the  challenged  one,  Miss  Pin,  I  have  the 

choice  of  weapons.     I  am  going  to  send  for  your  husband  to  ask 

him  if  he  has  written  such  a  speech.     After  which,  I  suppose, 

you  will  ask  me  to  leave  you  while  you  and  he  write  it  together. 

(MAGGIR  wrings  her  hands.) 
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MAGGIE.  You  are  wrong,  Comtessc ;  but  please  don't 
do  that. 

COMTESSF.  You  but  make  me  more  cuiious,  and  my  doctor 
says  that  T  must  be  told  everything.  (The  COMTESSE  assumes 
the  pose  of  her  sex  in  melodrama.}  Put  your  cards  on  the  table, 

Maggie  Shand,  or (She  indicates  that  she  always  pinks  her 

man.     MAGGIE  dolefully  produces  a  roll  of  paper  from  her  hag.) 
What  precisely  is  that  ? 

(The  reply  is  little  more  than  a  squeak.} 
MAGGIE.     John's  speech. 
COMTESSE.     You  have  written  it  yourself  ! 

(MAGGIE  is  naturally  indignant.} 
MAGGIE.     It 's  typed. 

COMTESSE.  You  guessed  that  the  speech  he  wrote  unaided 
would  not  satisfy,  and  you  prepared  this  to  take  its  place  ! 

MAGGIE.  Not  at  all,  Comtcsse.  It  is  the  draft  of  his  speech 
that  he  left  at  home.  That 's  all. 

COMTESSE.  With  a  few  trivial  alterations  by  yourself,  I 
swear.  Can  you  deny  it  r 

(No  wonder  that  MAGGIE  is  outraged.     She  replaces  JOHN'S 
speech  in  the  bag  with  becoming  hauteur.) 
MAGGIE.     Comtesse,  these  insinuations  are  unworthy  of  you. 
May  I  ask  where  is  my  husband  r 

(The  COMTESSE  drops  her  a  curtsey.) 

COMTESSE.  I  believe  your  Haughtiness  may  find  him  in  the 
Dutch  garden.  Oh,  I  see  through  you.  You  are  not  to  show 
him  your  speech.  But  you  are  to  get  him  to  write  another  one, 
and  somehow  all  your  additions  will  be  in  it  Think  not, 
creature,  that  you  can  deceive  one  so  old  in  iniquity  as  tli£ 
Comtesse  de  la  Briere. 

(There  can  be  but  one  reply  from  a  good  wife  to  such  a  charge, 
and  at  once  the  COMTESSE  is  left  alone  with  her  shame. 
Anon  a  footman  appears.     Tou  know  how  they  come  and  go.] 
FOOTMAN.      You  rang,  my  lady  ? 

COMTESSE.  Did  I  ?  Ah,  yes,  but  why  ?  (He  is  but  lately 
from  the  ploughshare  and  cannot  help  her.  In  this  quandary  her 
eyes  alight  upon  the  bag.  She  is  unfortunately  too  abandoned  to 
feel  her  shame  ;  she  still  thinks  that  she  has  the  choice  of  weapons. 
She  takes  the  speech  from  the  bag  and  bestows  it  on  her  servitor.) 
Take  this  to  Mr.  Venables,  please,  and  say  it  is  from  Mr.  Shand. 
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(THOMAS — but  in  the  end  we  shall  probably  call  him  JOHN — 
departs  ^vith  the  dangerous  papers  ;  and  when  MAGGIE  returns  she 
finds  that  the  COMTESSE  is  once  more  engaged  on  her  interrupted 
game  of  Patience.}  You  did  not  find  him  ? 

(All  the  bravery  has  dropped  from  MAGGIE'S  face.) 
MAGGIE.      I  didn't  see  him,  but  I  heard  him.      She  is  with 
him.      I  think  they  are  coming  here. 

(The  COMTESSE  is  suddenly  kind  again.) 
COMTESSE.     Sybil  ?     Shall  I  get  rid  of  her  ? 
MAGGIE.     No,  I  want  her  to  be  here,  too.   Now  I  shall  know. 

(The  COMTESSE  twists  the  little  thing  round.) 
COMTESSE.     Know  what  r 
MAGGIE.      As  soon  as  I  look  into  his  face  I  shall  know. 

{A  delicious  scent  ushers  in  the  fair  SYBIL,  who  is  as  sweet 
as  a  milking  stool.  She  greets  MRS.  SHAND  with  some 
alarm.) 

MAGGIE.  How  do  you  do,  Lady  Sybil  r  How  pretty  you 
look  in  that  frock.  (SYBIL  rustles  uncomfortably.}  You  are  a 
feast  to  the  eye. 

SYBIL.      Please,  I  wish  you  would  not. 

(Shall  we  describe  SYBIL'S  frock,  in  which  she  looks  like  a 
great  strawberry  that  knows  it  ought  to  be  plucked ;  or 
would  it  be  easier  to  watch  the  coming  of  JOHN  ?  Let  us 
watch  JOHN.) 

JOHN.  You,  Maggie  !  You  never  wrote  that  you  were 
coming. 

(No,  let  us  ivatch  MAGGIE.     As  soon  as  she  looked  into  his 
face  she  was  to  know  something  of  importance.} 
1  MAGGIE  (not  dissatisfied  with  what  she  sees).     No,  John,  it 's 
a  surprise  visit.     I  just  ran  down  to  say  good-bye. 

(At  this  his  face  falls>  which  does  not  seem  to  pain  her.) 
SYBIL    (foreseeing   another   horrible   Scotch    scene).     To  say 
good-bye  ? 

COMTESSE  (thrilling  with  expectation).     To  whom,  Maggie  ? 
SYBIL  (deserted  by  the  impediment  y  which  is  probably  playing 
with  rough  boys  in  the  Lovers'  Lane).     Auntie,  do  leave  us, 
won't  you  ? 

COMTESSE.     Not  I.      It  is  becoming  far  too  interesting. 
MAGGIE.     I  suppose  there  's  no  reason  the  Comtesse  shouldn't 
be  told,  as  she  will  know  so  soon  at  any  rate  ? 
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JOHN.  That  's  so.  (SYBIL  sees  with  discomfort  that  he  is  to 
be  practical  also.) 

MAGGIE.  It 's  so  simple.  You  see,  Comtessc,  John  and 
Lady  Sybil  have  fallen  in  love  with  one  another,  and  they  arc 
to  go  off  as  soon  as  the  meeting  at  Leeds  has  taken  place. 

(The    COMTESSF.'S    breast   is   too   suddenly   Introduced  to 
Caledonia  and  its  varied  charms.) 

COMTESSE.     Mon  Dieu  ! 

MAGGIE.      I  think  that 's  putting  it  correctly,  John. 

JOHN.  In  a  sense.  But  I  'in  not  to  attend  the  meeting 
at  Leeds.  My  speech  doesn't  find  favour.  (With  a  strange 
humility)  There  's  something  wiong  with  it. 

COMTESSE.  I  never  expected  to  hear  you  say  that,  Mr. 
Shand. 

JOHN  (wondering  also).  I  never  expected  it  myself.  I 
meant  to  make  it  the  speech  of  my  career.  But  somehow  my 
hand  seems  to  have  lost  its  cunning. 

COMTESSE.     And  you  don't  know  how  ? 

JOHN.      It 's  inexplicable.     My  brain  was  never  clearer. 

COMTESSE.     You  might  have  helped  him,  Sybil. 

SYBIL  (quite  sulkily).      I  did. 

COMTESSE.  But  I  thought  she  was  such  an  inspiration  to 
you,  Mr.  Shand. 

JOHN  (going  bravely  to  SYBIL'S  side).  She  slaved  at  it  with 
me. 

COMTESSE.  Strange.  (Wickedly  becoming  practical  also)  So 
now  there  is  nothing  to  detain  you.  Shall  I  send  for  a  fly, 
Sybil  ? 

SYBIL  (with  a  cry  of  the  heart).     Auntie,  do  leave  us>. 

COMTESSE.  I  can  understand  your  impatience  to  be  gone, 
Mr.  Shand. 

JOHN  (heavily).  I  promised  Maggie  to  wait  till  the  24th, 
and  I  'm  a  man  of  my  word. 

MAGGIE.  But  I  give  you  back  your  word,  John.  You  can 
go  now. 

(JOHN  looks  at  SYBIL,  and  SYBIL  looks  at  JOHN,  and  the 
impediment  arrives  in  time  to  take  a  peep  at  both  of  them.) 

SYBIL  (groping  for  the  practical,  to  ^vhich  we  must  all  come  in 
the  end).  He  must  make  satisfactory  arrangements  about  you 
first.  I  insist  on  that. 
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MAGGIK  (with  no  more  imagination  than  a  hen}.  Thank  you, 
Lady 'Sybil,  but  I  have  made  all  my  arrangements. 

JOHN  (stung).     Maggie,  that  was  my  part. 

MAGGIE.  You  see,  my  brothers  feel  they  can't  be  away  from 
their  business  any  longer  ;  and  so,  if  it  would  be  convenient  to 
you,  John,  I  could  travel  north  with  them  by  the  night  train 
on  Wednesday. 

SYBIL.      1 — I The  way  you  put  things ! 

JOHN.     This  is  just  the  2ist. 

MAGGIK.  My  things  are  all  packed.  1  think  you  '11  find 
the  house4  in  good  order,  Lady  Sybil.  I  have  had  the  vacuum 
cleaners  in.  I  '11  give  you  the  keys  of  the  linen  and  the  silver 
plate  ;  I  have  them  in  that  bag.  The  carpet  on  the  upper 
landing  is  a  good  deal  frayed,  but 

SYBIL.      Please,  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  more. 

MAGGIE.  The  ceiling  of  the  dining-room  would  be  the 
better  of  a  new  lick  of  paint 

SYBIL  (stamping  her  foot l,  small  fours).     Can't  you  stop  her  ? 

JOHN  (soothingly).  She  's  meaning  well.  Maggie,  1  know 
it 's  natural  to  you  to  value  those  things,  because  your  outlook 
on  life  is  bounded  by  them  ;  but  all  this  jars  on  me. 

MAGGIE.      Does  it  ? 

JOHN.     Why  should  you  be  so  ready  to  go  ? 

MAGGIE.      I  promised  not  to  stand  in  your  way. 

JOHN  (stoutly}.  You  needn't  be  in  such  a  hurry.  There 
are  three  days  to  run  yet.  (The  French  are  so  different  from  us 
that  we  shall  probably  never  he  able  to  understand  ?uhv  the 
COMTKSSE  laughed  aloud  here.)  It 's  just  a  joke  to  the  Comtesse. 
,  COMTESSE.  It  seems  to  be  no  joke  to  you,  Mr.  Shand. 
Sybil,  my  pet,  are  you  to  let  him  off  ? 

SYBIL  (flashing).     Let  him  off  ?      If  he  wishes  it.      Do  you  r 

JOHN  (manfully).  I  want  it  to  go  on.  (Something  seems  to 
have  caught  in  his  throat :  perhaps  it  is  the  impedi?nent  trying  a 
temporary  home.)  It 's  the  one  wish  of  my  heart.  If  you  come 
with  me,  Sybil,  I  '11  do  all  in  a  man's  power  to  make  you  never 
regret  it. 

(Tiiumph  of  the  Fere  de  Veres.} 

MAGGIE  (bringing  them  back  to  earth  with  a  dump).  And  I 
can  make  my  arrangements  for  Wednesday  ? 

SYBIL  (seeking  the  COMTESSE'S  protection).     No,  you  can't. 
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Auntie,  1  am  not  going  on  with  this.     I  'm  very  sorry  for  you, 

John,  but  I  see  now — I  couldn't  face  it 

(She  can't  face  anything  at  this  moment  except  the  sofa 
pillows.} 

COMTESSE  (noticing  JOHN'S  big  sigh  of  relief}.  So  that  is  all 
right,  Mr.  Shand  ! 

MAGGIE.  Don't  you  love  her  any  more,  John  ?  Be 
practical. 

SYBIL  (to  the  pillows}.  At  any  rate  I  have  tired  of  him.  Oh, 
best  to  tell  the  horrid  truth.  I  am  ashamed  of  myself.  I  have 
been  crying  my  eyes  out  over  it — I  thought  I  was  such  a  different 
kind  of  woman.  But  I  am  weary  of  him.  I  think  him — oh, 
so  dull. 

JOHN  (his  face  lighting  up}.  Are  you  sure  that  is  how  you 
have  come  to  think  of  me  ? 

SYBIL.      I  'm  sorry  ;   (with  all  her  soul}  but  yes — yes — yes. 

JOHN.     By  God,  it 's  more  than  I  deserve. 

COMTESSE.     Congratulations  to  you  both. 

(SYBIL  runs  away  ;  and  in  the  fulness  of  tin. e  she  married 
successfully  in  cloth  of  silver,  which  was  afterwards  turned 
into  a  bed-spread.} 

MAGGIE.     You  haven't  read  my  letter  yet,  John,  have  you  ? 

JOHN.     No. 

COMTESSE  (itnploringly}.  May  I  know  to  what  darling  letter 
you  refer  ? 

MAGGIE.  It 's  a  letter  I  wrote  to  him  before  he  left  London. 
I  gave  it  to  him  closed,  not  to  be  opened  until  his  time  here  was 
ended. 

JOHN  (as  his  hand  strays  to  his  pocket}.     Am  1  to  read  it  now  ? 

MAGGIE.     Not  before  her.      Please  go  away,  Comtesse. 

COMTESSE.  Every  word  you  say  makes  me  more  determined 
to  remain. 

MAGGIE.  It  will  hurt  you,  John.  (Distressed}  Don't  read 
it  j  tear  it  up. 

JOHN.  You  make  me  very  curious,  Maggie.  And  yet  I 
don't  see  what  can  be  in  it. 

COMTESSE.  But  you  feel  a  little  nervous  ?  Give  me  the 
dagger. 

MAGGIE  (quickly}.  No.  (But  the  COMTESSE  has  already 
got  it.} 
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COMTKSSK.  May  1  ?  (She  must  haw  thought  they  said  Ycs^ 
for9  she  opens  the  letter.  IS  he  shares  its  contents  with  them.) 
6  Dcarc-st  John,  It  is  at  my  request  that  the  Comtesse  is  having 
Lady  Sybil  .it  the  cottage  at  the  same  time  as  yourself? 

JOHN.      What  ? 

COMTESSE.      Yes,  she  begged  me  to  invite  you  together. 

JOHN.      But  why  ? 

MAcxjJK.  I  promised  you  not  to  behave  as  other  wives 
would  do. 

JOHN.      It  \  not  understandable. 

i:c>MTJisSK.  '  You  may  ask  why  I  do  this,  John,  and  my 
reason  is,  I  think  that  after  a  few  weeks  of  Lady  Sybil,  every 
day,  and  all  day,  you  will  become  sick  to  death  of  her.  1  am 
also  giving  her  the  chance  to  help  you  and  inspire  you  with  your 
work,  so  that  you  may  both  learn  what  her  help  and  her  in- 
spiration amount  to.  Of  course,  if  your  love  is  the  great  strong 
passion  you  think  it,  then  those  weeks  will  make  you  love  her 
more  than  ever  and  I  can  only  say  good-bye.  But  if,  as  I 
suspect,  yofl  don't  even  now  know  what  true  love  is,  then  by 
the  next  time  we  meet,  dear  John,  you  will  have  had  enough 
of  her. — Your  affectionate  wife,  Maggie.7  Oh,  why  was  not 
Sybil  present  at  the  reading  of  the  will  !  And  now,  if  you  two 
will  kindly  excuse  me,  I  think  I  must  go  and  get  that  poor 
sufferer  the  eau  de  Cologne. 

JOHN.  It's  almost  enough  to  make  a  man  lose  faith  in 
himself. 

coMTi&ssh.      Oh,  don't  say  that,  Mr.  Shand. 

MAGGIE  (defending  him).  You  mustn't  hurt  him.  If  you 
haven't  loved  deep  and  true,  tlut  's  just  because  you  have  never 
met  a  woman  yet,  John,  capable  of  inspiring  it. 

COMTKSSK  (putting  her  hand  on  MAUGJK'S  shoulder).  Have 
you  not,  Mr.  Shand  ? 

JOHN.  I  see  what  you  mean.  But  Maggie  wouldn't  think 
better  of  me  for  any  false  pretences.  She  knows  my  feelings 
for  her  now  are  neither  more  nor  less  than  what  they  have 
always  been. 

MAGGIK  (who  sees  that  he  is  looking  at  her  as  solemnly  as  a 
volume  of  sermons  printed  by  request).  I  think  no  one  could  be 
fond  of  me  that  can't  laugh  a  little  at  me. 

JOHN.      How  could  that  help  ? 

N 


386  WHAT  EVERY  WOMAN  KNOWS       [ACT  iv. 

COMTESSE  (exasperated}.      Mr.  Shand,  I  give  you  up. 

MAGGIE.      1  admire  his  honesty. 

COMTESSE.  Oh,  I  give  you  up  also.  Arcades  ambo. 
Scotchies  both. 

JOHN  (when  she  has  gone).  But  this  letter,  it  *s  not  like  you. 
Bv  Cosh,  Maggie,  you  're  no  fool. 

(She  beams  at  this^  as  any  wife  would.) 

But  how  could  I  have  made  such  a  mistake  ?      It  's  not  like 
a  strong  man.     (Evidently  he  has  an  inspiration.) 

MAGGIE.     What  is  it  ? 

JOHN  (the  inspiration).      Am  I  a  strong  man  ? 

MAGGIE.  You?  Of  course  yon  are.  And  self-made. 
Has  anybody  ever  helped  you  in  the  smallest  way  ? 

JOHN  (thinking  it  out  again).      No,  nobody. 

MAGGIE.     Not  even  Lady  Sybil  ? 

JOHN.  J  'm  beginning  to  doubt  it.  It  "s  very  curious, 
though,  Maggie,  that  this  speech  should  be  disappointing. 

MAGGIE.  It's  just  that  Mr.  Venables  hasn't  the  brains  to 
sec  how  good  it  is. 

JOHN.  That  must  be  it.  (Kut  he  is  too  good  a  man  to  rest 
satisfied  with  this.)  No,  Maggie,  it 's  not.  Somehow  I  seem 
to  have  lost  my  neat  way  of  saying  things. 

MAGGIE  (almost  cooing).      It  will  come  back  to  you. 

JOHN  (forlorn).     If  you  knew  how  I  Ve  tried. 

MAGGIE  (cautiously).  Maybe  if  you  were  to  tiy  again  ;  and 
I  '11  just  come  and  sit  beside  you,  and  knit.  I  think  the  click 
of  the  needles  sometimes  put  you  in  the  mood. 

JOHN.  Hardly  that  ;  and  yet  many  a  Shandism  have  I 
knocked  off  while  you  were  sitting  beside  me  knitting.  1 
suppose  it  was  the  quietness. 

MAGGIE.      Very  likely. 

JOHN  (with  another  inspiration).      Maggie  ! 

MAGGIE  (again).     What  is  it,  John  ? 

JOHN.  What  if  it  was  you  that  put  those  queer  ideas  into 
my  head  ! 

MAGGIE.     Me? 

JOHN.     Without  your  knowing  it,  I  mean. 

MAGGIE.     But  how  ? 

JOHN.  We  used  to  talk  bits  over  \  and  it  may  be  that  you 
dropped  the  seed,  so  to  speak. 
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MAGGIE  John,  could  it  be  this,  that  I  sometimes  had  the 
idea  in  a  rough  womanish  sort  of  way  and  then  you  polished  it 
up  till  it  came  out  a  Shandisrn  ? 

JOHN  (slowly  slapping  his  knee).  I  believe  you  Ve  hit  it, 
Maggie  :  to  think  that  you  may  have  been  helping  me  all  the 
time — and  neither  of  us  knew  it  ! 

(lie  has  so  nearly  reached  a  smile  that  no  one  can  say  what 
might  have  happened  within  the  next  moment  if  the  COM- 
TESSK  had  not ;  eappeared.) 

COMTJ&SSE.      Mr.  V enables  wishes  to  see  you,  Mr.  Shand. 

JOHN  (lost,  stolen,  or  strayed  a  smile  in  the  making).      Hum  ! 

COMTF.SSE.      He  is  coming  now. 

JOHN  (grumpy}.      Indeed  ! 

COMTESSL  (sweetly).      It  is  about  your  speech. 

JOHN.  He  has  said  all  he  ne«d  say  on  that  subject,  and 
more. 

COMTESSK  (quaking  a  little).  I  think  it  is  about  the  second 
speech. 

JOHN.     What  second  speech  ? 

(MAGGIE  runs  to  her  bag  and  opens  it.) 

MAGGIE  (horrified).     Comtesse,  you  have  given  it  to  him  ! 

COMTESSE  (impudently).     Wasn't  I  meant  to  ? 

JOHN.     What  is  it  ?     What  second  speech  ? 

MAGGIE.  Cruel,  cruel,  ([filling  to  go  on  her  knees.)  You 
had  left  the  first  draft  of  your  speech  at  home,  John,  and  I 
brought  it  here  with — with  a  few  little  things  I  Ve  added 
myself. 

JOHN  (a  seven-footer).     What 's  that  ? 

•MAGGIE  (four  foot  ten  at  most).  Just  trifles — things  I  was 
to  suggest  to  you — while  I  was  knitting — and  then,  if  you  liked 
any  of  them  you  could  luve  polished  them — and  turned  them 
into  something  good.  John,  John — and  now  she  has  shown 
it  to  Mr.  Venables. 

JOHN  (thundering).      As  my  work,  Comtesse  ? 

(But  the  COMTESSE  is  not  of  the  women  who  are  afraid  of 
thunder.) 

MAGGIE.     It  is  your  work — nine-tenths  of  it. 

JOHN  (in  the  black  cap).  You  presumed,  Maggie  Shand  ! 
Very  well,  then,  here  he  comes,  and  now  we  '11  see  to  what 
extent  you  Ve  helped  me. 
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VENABLES.  My  dear  fellow.  My  dear  Shand,  I  con- 
gratulate you.  Give  me  your  hand. 

JOHN.     The  speech  ? 

VENABLES.  You  have  improved  it  out  of  knowledge.  It 
ib  the  same  speech,  but  those  new  touches  make  all  the 
difference.  (JOHN  sits  down  heavily.)  Mrs.  Shand,  be  proud 
of  him. 

MAGGIE.      I  am.      I  am,  John. 

COMTESSE.  You  always  said  thai  his  second  thoughts  were 
best,  Charles. 

VENABLES  (pleased  to  be  reminded  of  it).  Didn't  I,  didn't 
I  ?  Those  delicious  little  touches  !  How  good  that  is,  Shand, 
about  the  flowing  tide. 

COMTESSE.     The  flowing  tide  ? 

VENABLES.  In  the  first  speech  it  was  something  like  tlm — 
'  Gentlemen,  the  Opposition  arc  calling  to  you  to  vote  for  them 
and  the  flowing  tide,  but  I  solemnly  warn  you  to  beware  lest 
the  flowing  tide  does  not  engulf  you.'  The  second  way  is 
much  better. 

COMTESSE.     What  is  the  second  way,  Mr.  Shand  ? 
(JOHN  does  not  tell  her.) 

VENABLES.  This  is  how  he  puts  it  now.  (JOHN  cannot  help 
raising  his  head  to  listen.)  *  Gentlemen,  the  Opposition  are 
calling  to  you  to  vote  for  them  and  the  flowing  tide,  but  I  ask 
you  cheerfully  to  vote  for  us  and  dam  the  flowing  tide.' 

(VENABLES  and  his  old  friend  the  COMTLSSE  laugh  hcaitily^ 
but  for  different  reasons.) 

COMTESSE.     It  is  better,  Mr.  Shand. 

MAGGIK.      /  don't  think  so. 

VENABLES.  Yes,  yes,  it 's  so  viiilr.  Lxruse  me,  ComU'Sse, 
I  'm  off  to  read  the  whole  thing  again.  (Vot  the  Jin/  time  he 
notices  thai  JOHN  is  strangely  quiet.)  \  think  this  has  nither 
bowlrd  you  over,  bhand. 

(JOHN'S  head  sinks  lower.) 

Well,  well,  good  news  doesn't  kill. 

MAGGIE  (counsel  for  the  defence).  Surely  the  important  thing 
about  the  speech  is  its  strength  and  knowledge  and  eloquence, 
the  things  that  were  in  the  first  speech  as  well  as  in  the 
second. 

VENABLES.     That  of  course  is  laigely  true.     The  wit  would 
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not  be  enough  without  them,  just  as  they  were  not  enough 
withotit  the  wit.  It  is  the  combination  that  is  irresistible. 
(JOHN'S  head  rises  a  little,}  Shand,  you  are  our  man,  remember 
that,  it  is  emphatically  the  best  thing  you  have  ever  done.  I  low 
this  will  go  down  at  Leeds  ! 

(He  returns  gaily  to  his  hammock  ;  but  lower  sinks  JOHN'S 
head,  and  even  the  COMTESSE  has  the  grace  to  take  herself 
off.  MAGGIE'S  arms  flutter  near  her  husband,  not  daring 
to  alight.) 

MAGGIE.  You  heard  what  he  said,  John.  It 's  the  combina- 
tion. Is  it  so  terrible  to  you  to  find  that  my  love  for  you  had 
made  me  able  to  help  you  in  the  little  things  ? 

JOHN.  The  little  things  !  It  seems  strange  to  me  to  hear 
you  call  me  by  my  name,  Maggie.  It  's  as  if  I  looked  on  you 
for  the  first  time. 

MAGGIE.  Look  at  me,  John,  for  the  first  time.  What 
do  you  see  ? 

JOHN.      I  see  a  woman  who  has  brought  her  husband  low. 

MAGGIE,     ©nly  that  ? 

JOHN.      I  see  the  tragedy  of  a  man  who  has  found  himself  out. 
Eli,  I  can't  live  with  you  again,  Maggie. 
(He  shivers.) 

MAGGIE.     Why  did  you  shiver,  John  ? 

JOHN.  It  was  at  myself  for  saying  that  I  couldn't  live  with 
you  again,  when  I  should  have  been  wondering  how  for  so 
long  you  have  lived  with  me.  And  I  suppose  you  have  forgiven 
me  all  the  time.  (She  nods.)  And  forgive  me  still  ?  (She 
nods  again.)  Dear  God  ! 

.MAGGIE.  John,  am  I  to  go  ?  or  are  you  to  keep  me  on  ? 
(She  is  now  a  little  bundle  near  his  feet.)  I  'm  willing  to  stay 
because  I  'in  useful  to  you,  if  it  can't  be  for  a  better  reason. 
(His  hand  feels  for  her,  and  the  bundle  wriggles  nearer.)  It 's 
nothing  unusual  I  've  done,  John.  Every  man  who  is  high 
up  loves  to  think  that  he  has  done  it  all  himself;  and  the  wife 
smiles,  and  lets  it  go  at  that.  It 's  our  only  joke.  Every 
woman  knows  that.  (He  stares  at  her  in  hopeless  perplexity.) 
Oh,  John,  if  only  you  could  laugh  at  me. 

JOHN.     I  can't  laugh,  Maggie. 

(But  as  he  continues  to  stare  at  her  n  strange  disorder  appears 
in  his  face.  MAGGIE  feels  that  it  is  to  be  now  or  never.) 
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MAGGIE.       Laugh,  John,  laugh.      Watch    me ;    see   how 
easy  it  is 

(A  terrible  struggle  is  taking  place  within  him.  He  creaks. 
Something  that  may  be  mirth  forces  a  passage,  at  first  pain- 
fully,  no  more  joy  in  it  than  in  the  discoloured  water  from  a 
spring  that  has  long  been  dry.  Soon,  however,  he  laughs 
loud  and  long.  The  spring  water  is  becoming  clear 
MAGGIE  claps  her  hands.  He  h  saved.) 
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THE  least  distinguished  person  in  ITIw  V  7/7/0  has  escaped,  as  it 
were,  from  that  fashionable  crush,  4iid  is  spending  a  quiet  evening 
at  home.  He  is  curled  up  in  his  studio,  which  is  so  dark  that  he 
would  he  invisible,  had  we  not  obligingly  placed  his  wicker  chair 
just  where  the  one  dim  ray  from  the  stove  may  strike  his  face. 
His  eyes  are  closed  luxuriously,  and  we  could  not  learn  much 
about  him  without  first  poking  our  fingers  into  them.  Accord- 
ing to  the  tome  mentioned  (to  which  we  must  return  him  before 
morning),  Mr.  Bodie  is  sixty-three,  has  exhibited  in  the  Royal 
Academy,  and  is  at  present  unmarried.  They  do  not  proclaim 
him  comparatively  obscure  :  they  left  it  indeed  to  him  to  say 
the  final  w^rd  on  this  subject,  and  he  has  hedged.  Let  us  put 
it  in  this  way,  that  he  occupies  more  space  in  his  wicker  chair 
than  in  the  book,  where  nevertheless  he  looks  as  if  it  was  rather 
lonely  not  to  be  a  genius.  He  is  a  painter  for  the  nicest  of 
reasons,  that  it  is  delightful  to  live  and  die  in  a  messy  studio  ; 
for  our  part,  we  too  should  have  become  a  painter  had  it  not 
been  that  we  always  lost  our  paint-box.  There  is  no  spirited 
bidding  to  acquire  Mr.  BodiVs  canvases  :  he  loves  them  at  first 
sight  himself,  and  has  often  got  up  in  the  night  to  see  how  they 
are  faring  ;  but  ultimately  he  has  turned  cold  to  them,  and  has 
even  been  known  to  offer  them,  in  lieu  of  alms,  to  beggars, 
who  departed  cursing.  We  have  a  weakness  for  persons 
who  don't  get  on,  and  so  cannot  help  adding,  though  it  is 
no  business  of  ours,  that  Mr.  Bodie  has  private  means. 
Curled  up  in  his  wicker  chair  he  is  benevolently  somnolent. 
We  wish  we  could  warn  him  clandestinely  that  the  policeman 
is  coming. 

The  policeman  comes  :  in  his  hand  the  weapon  that  has 
knocked  down  more  malefactors  than  all  the  batons — the  bull's- 
eye.  He  strikes  with  it  now,  right  and  left,  revealing,  as  if  she 
had  just  entered  the  room,  a  replica  of  the  Venus  of  Milo, 
taller  than  himself  though  he  is  a  stalwart.  It  is  the  first 
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meeting  of  these  two,  but,  though  a  man  who  can  come  to 
the  boil,  he  is  as  little  moved  by  her  as  she  by  him.  After 
the  first  glance  she  continues  her  reflections.  Her  smile  over 
his  head  vaguely  displeases  him.  For  two  pins  he  would 
arrest  her. 

The  lantern  finds  another  object,  more  worthy  of  his  atten- 
tion, the  artist.  Mr.  Bodie  is  more  restive  under  the  light  than 
was  his  goddess,  perhaps  because  he  is  less  accustomed  to  being 
stared  at.  He  blinks  and  sits  up. 

MR.  BODIE  (giving  his  visitor  a  Insov  in  manners}.  \  beg  your 
pardon,  officer. 

POLICEMAN  (confounded}.      Not  that,  sir*   not  at  all. 
MR.  BODIE  (pressing  his  advantage}.      But  [  insist  on  begging 
your  pardon,  officer. 

POLICEMAN.     I  don't  see  what  for,  sir. 

MR.  BODIE  (fancying  himself}.  For  walking  uninvited  into 
the  abode  of  a  law-abiding  London  citizen,  with  whom  1  have 
not  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted. 

POLICEMAN  (after  thinking  this  out}.  But  I  'm  the  one  as  has 
done  that,  sir. 

MR.  BODIE  (with  neat  surprise}.  So  you  are,  I  beg  your 
pardon,  officer. 

(With  pardonable  pride  in  himself  MR.  BODIE  turns  on  the 
light.  The  studio ,  as  we  can  now  gather  from  its  sloped 
roof,  is  at  the  top  of  a  house ;  and  its  window  is  heavily 
screened,  otherwise  we  might  see  the  searchlights  through 
it,  showing  that  we  are  in  the  period  of  the  great  war. 
Though  no  one  speaks  of  MR.  BODIE'S  pictures  as  Bodies, 
which  is  the  true  test  of  fame,  he  is  sufficiently  eminent  not 
to  have  works  of  art  painted  or  scratched  on  his  walls, 
mercy  has  been  shown  even  to  the  panels  of  his  door,  and  he 
is  handsomely  stingy  of  draperies.  The  Venus  stands  so 
prominent  that  the  studio  is  evidently  hers  rather  than  his. 
The  stove  has  been  brought  forward  so  that  he  can  rest  his 
feet  on  it,  whichever  of  his  easy  chairs  he  is  sitting  in,  and 
he  also  falls  over  it  at  times  when  stepping  back  to  consider 
his  latest  failure.  On  a  shelf  is  a  large  stuffed  penguin, 
which  is  to  be  one  of  the  characters  in  the  play,  and  on  each 
side  of  this  shelf  are  two  or  three  tattered  magazines. 
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had  hankered  after  giving  MR.  JJODIE  many  rows  of  books,  but 
were  well  aivare  that  he  would  get  only  blocks  of  wood  w 
cleverly  painted  to  look  like  books  that  they  ^uould  deceive 
every  one  except  the  audience.  Everything  may  be  real  on 
the  stage  except  the  books.  So  there  are  only  a  few 
magazines  in  the  studio  (and  very  likely  when  the  curtain 
rings  up  it  will  be  found  that  they  are  painted  too].  But 
MR.  BODIE  was  a  reader  ;  he  had  books  in  another  room,  and 
the  careworn  actor  who  plays  him  must  suggest  this  by  his 
manner. 

Our  POLICEMAN  is  no  bookman  ;  we  who  write  happen 
to  have  it  from  himself  that  he  had  not  bought  a  book  since 
he  squeezed  through  the  sixth  standard  ;  very  tight  was  his 
waist  that  day,  he  told  us,  and  he  had  to  let  out  every  button. 
Nevertheless  it  was  litcratw  c  of  a  sort  that  first  brought 
him  into  our  ken.  He  was  our  local  constable  :  and  common 
interests,  </ y  in  the  vagaries  of  the  moon  in  war-tone*  made  him 
and  us  cease  to  look  at  each  other  askatu  e.  IV e  fell  into  the 
way  of  chatting  with  him  and  giving  him  the  evening  papers 
ive  had  bought  to  read  as  we  crossed  the  streets.  One  of 
his  duties  was  to  herd  the  vagrant  populace  under  our  arches 
during  air-raids,  and  at  such  times  he  tonld  be  properly 
gruff)  yet  comforting,  like  one  who  would  at  once  run  in  any 
bomb  that  fell  in  his  beat.  When  he  had  all  his  flock  nicely 
plastered  against  the  dank  walls  he  'would  occasionally  come 
to  rest  beside  us,  and  thaw,  and  discuss  the  newspaper  article 
that  had  interested  him  ?nos  /.  It  was  seldom  a  war-rci  ord ; 
more  frequently  it  was  something  on  the  magazine  page,  such 
as  a  symposium  by  the  learned  on  fc  Do  you  Believe  in  Love 
at  first  Sight  ?  '  Though  reticent  in  many  matters  he 
would  face  this  problem  openly  ;  with  the  guns  cracking  all 
around,  he  ivould  ask  for  our  views  wistfully  ;  he  spoke  of 
love  zuithout  a  blush,  as  something  recognised  officially  at 
Scotland  Yard.  At  this  time  he  had  been  in  love,  to  his 
oivn  knowledge,  for  several  weeks,  but  whether  the  god  had 
struck  him  at  first  sight  he  was  not  certain  ;  he  was  most 
anxious  to  know,  and  it  was  in  the  hope  of  our  being  able  to 
help  him  out  that  he  told  us  his  singular  story.  On  his  face 
at  such  times  was  often  an  anurzedlook,  as  if  he  were  staring 
at  her  rather  than  at  us,  and  seeing  a  creature  almost  beyond 
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belief.  Our  greatest  success  was  hi  saying  that  perhaps  she 
had  fallen  hi  love  at  first  sight  with  him,  which  on  reflection 
nearly  doubled  him  up.  He  insisted  on  knowing  what  had 
made  us  put  forward  this  extraordinary  suggestion  ;  he 
would  indeed  scarcely  leave  our  company  that  night,  and 
discussed  the  possibility  with  us  very  much  as  if  it  were  a 
police  case. 

Our  POLICEMAN'S  romance^  now  to  be  told,  begun,  as  we 
begin,  with  his  climbing  up  into  MR.  no  DIE'S  studio.  MR. 
BODIK  having  turned  on  the  light  gave  him  the  nasty  look 
that  means  '  And  now,  my  man,  what  can  I  do  for  you  f  ' 
Our  POLICEMAN,  however,  was  not  one  to  he  worsted  with- 
out striking  a  blow.  lie  strode  to  the  door,  as  he  has  told 
us,  and  pointed  to  a  light  in  the  passage.) 

POLICEMAN  (///  his  most  brow-beating  voice,  so  well  known  under 
the  arches).      Look  here,  sir,  it 's  that. 
MR.  BODIE.      I  don't  follow. 

POLICEMAN.     Look  at  that  passage  window.     (7/7VA  natural 
pride  in  language)  You  are  showing  too  much  illuiiiination. 

BODIE.     Oh  !   well,  surely 

POLICEMAN  (with  professional 'firmness).      1 1  's  agin  the  regula- 
tions.     A  party  in  the  neighbouring  skylight  complains. 

BODIE  (putting  out  the  light).      If  that  will  do  for  to-night, 
I  '11  have  the  window  boarded  up. 

POLICEMAN.     Anything  so  long  as  it  obscures  the  illumina- 
tion. 

BODIE  (irritated).     Shuts  out  the  light. 
POLICEMAN  (determinedly).     Obscures  the  illumination. 
BODIE  (on  reflection].      I  remember  now,   I   did  have  tha*- 
window  boaided  up. 

POLICEMAN  (who  has  himself  a  pretty  vein  of  sarcasm).      I  don't 
see  the  boards. 

BODIE.     Nor   do  I  see   the  boards.     (Pondering)   Can  she 
have  boned  them  ? 

POLICEMAN.      She  ?      (He  is  at  once  aware  that  it  has  become 
a  more  difficult  case.) 

BODIE.     You  are  right.     She  is  scrupulously  honest,  and  if 
she  took  the  boards  we  may  be  sure  that  I  said  she  could  have 
them.      But  that  only  adds  to  the  mystery. 
POLICEMAN  (obligingly).      Mystery  ? 
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BODIE.  Why  this  passion  for  collecting  boards  ?  Try  her 
with  a  large  board,  officer.  Extraordinary  ! 

POLICEMAN  (heavily).  I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about,  sir.  Are  you  complaining  of  some  woman  ? 

UODIE.  Now  that  is  the  question.  Am  I  ?  As  you  are 
here,  officer,  there  is  something  I  want  to  say  to  you.  But  T 
should  dislike  getting  her  into  trouble. 

POLICEMAN  (stoutly).  No  man  what  is  a  man  wants  to  get  a 
woman  into  trouble  unnecessary. 

BODIE  (much  struck).  That 's  true  !  That  's  absolutely  true, 
officer. 

POLICEMAN  (badgered).  It  's  true,  but  there 's  nothing 
remarkable  about  it. 

BODIF.      Excuse  me. 

POLICEMAN.      See  here',  sir,  I  Yn  just  an  ordinary  policeman. 

«o DIE.  T  can't  let  that  pass.  If  T  may  say  so,  you  have 
impressed  me  most  deeply.  I  wonder  if  I  might  ask  a  favour 
of  you.  Would  you  mind  taking  off  your  helmet  ?  As  it 
happens,  I  have  never  seen  a  policeman  without  his  helmet. 

(The  perplexed  officer  puts  his  helmet  on  the  table.) 
Thank    you.      (Studying    the   effeit)   Of  course   I  knew   they 
took  off.      You  sit  also  r 

(The  POLICEMAN  sits.) 
Very  interesting. 

POLICEMAN.      About  this  woman,  sir 

BODIE.  We  are  coming  to  her.  Perhaps  I  ought  to  tell 
you  my  name — Mr.  Bodie.  (Indicating  ihe  Venus]  This  is 
Mrs.  Bodie.  No,  I  am  not  married.  It  is  merely  a  name 
t'iven  her  because  she  is  my  ideal. 

POLICEMAN.      You  gave  me  a  turn. 

BODIE.  Now  that  I  think  of  it,  1  believe  the  name  was  given 
to  her  by  the  very  woman  we  are  talking  about. 

POLICEMAN  (producing  his  note-book).  To  begin  with,  who 
is  the  woman  we  are  talking  about  ? 

BODIE  (becoming  more  serious).  On  the  surface,  she  is  just 
a  little  drudge.  These  studios  are  looked  after  by  a  house- 
keeper, who  employs  this  girl  to  do  the  work. 

POLICEMAN.      H'm  !     Sleeps  on  the  premises  ? 

BODIE.     No  ;   she  is  here  from  eight  to  six. 

POLICEMAN.      Place  of  abode  ? 
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BODIE.     She  won't  tell  any  one  that. 

POLICEMAN.     Aha  !     What  's  the  party's  name  ? 

BODIE.     Cinderella. 

(The  POLICEMAN  writes  it  down  unmoved.     MR.  BODIE 
tivinkles.) 
Haven't  you  heard  that  name  before  ? 

POLICEMAN.  Can't  say  I  have,  sir.  But  I  '11  make  inquiries 
at  the  Yard. 

BODIE.  It  was  really  I  who  gave  her  that  name,  because 
she  seemed  such  a  poor  little  neglected  waif.  After  the  girl  in 
the  story-book,  you  know. 

POLICEMAN.  No,  sir,  I  don't  know.  In  the  Force  we  find 
it  impossible  to  keep  up  with  current  fiction. 

BODJE.  She  was  a  girl  with  a  broom.  There  must  have 
been  more  in  the  story  than  that,  but  I  forget  the  rest. 

POLICEMAN.  The  point  is,  that 's  not  the  name  she  calls 
herself  by? 

BODIE.  Yes,  indeed  it  is.  I  think  she  was  called  something 
else  when  she  came — Miss  Thing,  or  some  such  'name  ;  but 
she  took  to  the  name  of  Cinderella  with  avidity,  and  now  she 
absolutely  denies  that  she  ever  had  any  other. 

POLICEMAN.      Parentage  ? 

BODIE  (now  interested  in  his  tale}.  That  's  another  odd  thing. 
I  seem  to  remember  vaguely  her  telling  me  that  her  parents 
when  alive  were  very  humble  persons  indeed.  Touch  of 
Scotch  about  her,  I  should  say — perhaps  from  some  distant 
ancestor  ;  but  Scotch  words  and  phrases  still  stick  to  the 
Cockney  child  like  bits  of  egg-shell  to  a  chicken. 

POLICEMAN  (writing).     Egg-shell  to  chicken. 

BODIE.  I  find,  however,  that  she  lias  lately  been  telling  the 
housekeeper  quite  a  different  story. 

POLICEMAN  (like  a  counsel).     Proceed. 

BODIE.  According  to  this,  her  people  were  of  considerable 
position — a  Baron  and  Baroness,  in  fact. 

POLICEMAN.     Proceed. 

BODIE.     The  onlv  other  relatives  she  seems  to  have  mentioned 

^ 

are  two  sisters  of  unprepossessing  appearance. 

POLICEMAN  (cleverly).  If  this  story  is  correct,  what  is  she 
doing  here  ? 

BODIE.      I  understand  there  is  something  about  her  father 
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having  married  again,  and  her  being  badly  treated.  She  doesn't 
expect  this  to  last.  It  seems  that  she  has  reason  to  believe  that 
some  very  remarkable  change  may  take  place  in  her  circum- 
stances at  an  early  date,  at  a  ball  for  which  her  godmother  is  to 
get  her  what  she  calls  an  invite.  This  is  evidently  to  be  a  very 
swagger  function  at  which  something  momentous  is  to  occur, 
the  culminating  moment  being  at  midnight. 

POLICEMAN  (writing).  Godmother.  Invite.  Twelve  P.M. 
Fishy  !  Tell  me  about  them  boards  now. 

BODIE  (who  is  evidently  fond  of  the  child).  You  can't  think 
how  wistful  she  is  to  get  hold  of  boards.  She  has  them  on  the 
brain.  Carries  them  off  herself  into  the  unknown. 

POLICEMAN.     I  dare  say  she  breaks  them  up  for  firewood. 

BODIE.     No  ;   she  makes  them  into  large  boxes. 

POLICEMAN  (sagaciously).     Very  likely  to  keep  tilings  in. 

BODIE.  She  has  admitted  that  she  keeps  things  in  them. 
But  what  things  ?  Ask  her  that,  and  her  mouth  shuts  like  a 
trap. 

POLICEMAN.     Any  suspicions  ? 

(MR.  BODIE  hesitates.      It  see?ns  absurd  to  suspect  this  waif 
— nnd  yet  !) 

BODIE.  I  'm  sorry  to  say  I  have.  I  don't  know  what  the 
things  are,  but  I  do  know  they  aie  connected  in  some  way  with 
Germany. 

POLICEMAN  (darkly).     Proceed. 

BODIE  (really  troubled).  Officer,  she  is  too  curious  about 
Germany. 

POLICEMAN.     That 's  bad. 

BODIE.  She  plies  me  with  questions  about  it — not  openly — 
very  cunningly. 

POLICEMAN.     Such  as ? 

BODIE.  For  instance,  what  would  be  the  punishment  for  an 
English  person  caught  hiding  aliens  in  this  country  ? 

POLICEMAN.      If  she  's  up  to  games  of  that  kind 

BODIE.     Does  that  shed  any  light  on  the  boxes,  do  you  think  ? 

POLICEMAN.     She  can't  keep  them  shut  up  in  boxes. 

BODIE.  I  don't  know.  She  is  extraordinarily  dogged.  She 
knows  a  number  of  German  words. 

POLICEMAN.     That 's  ugly. 

BODIE.     She  asked  me  lately  how  one  could  send  a  letter  to 
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Germany  without  Lord  Haig  knowing.  By  the  way,  do  you, 
by  any  chance,  know  anything  against  a  firm  of  dressmakers 
called  Celeste  et  Cie  ? 

POLICEMAN.  Celest  A.  C.  ?  No,  but  it  has  a  German 
sound. 

BODIE.     It 's  French. 

POLICEMAN.     Might  be  a  blind. 

HODiE.  I  think  she  lives  at  Celeste's.  Now  I  looked  up 
Celeste  et  Cie  in  the  telephone  book,  and  I  find  they  are  in 
Bond  Street.  Immensely  fashionable. 

POLICEMAN.  She  lives  in  Bond  Street  ?  London  's  full  of 
romance,  sir,  to  them  as  knows  where  to  look  for  it — namely, 
the  police.  Is  she  on  the  premises  ? 

BODIE  (reluctantly).     Sure  to  be  ;    it  isn't  six  yet. 

POLICEMAN  (in  his  most  terrible  voice).     Well,  leave  her  to  me. 

BODIE.  You  mustn't  frighten  her.  I  can't  help  liking  her. 
She  's  so  extraordinarily  homely  that  you  can't  be  with  her  many 
minutes  before  you  begin  thinking  of  your  early  days.  Where 
were  you  born,  officer  ? 

POLICEMAN.      I  'm  from  Badgery. 

BODIE.      She  '11  make  you  think  of  Badgery. 

POLICEMAN  (frowning).  She  had  best  try  no  games 
on  me. 

BODIE.  She  will  have  difficulty  in  answering  questions  ; 
she  is  so  used  to  asking  them.  I  never  knew  a  child  with  such 
an  appetite  for  information.  She  doesn't  search  for  it  in  books  ; 
indeed  the  only  book  of  mine  I  can  remember  ever  seeing  her 
read,  was  a  volume  of  fairy  tales. 

POLICEMAN  (stupidly).  Well,  that  don't  help  us  much. 
What  kind  of  questions  ? 

BODIE.  Every  kind.  What  is  the  Censor  ?  Who  is  Lord 
Times  ? — she  has  heard  people  here  talking  of  that  paper  and 
its  proprietor,  and  has  mixed  them  up  in  the  quaintest  way  ; 
then  again — when  a  tailor  measures  a  gentleman's  legs  what  does 
he  mean  when  he  says — 26,  4 — 32,  1 1  ?  What  are  doctors 
up  to  when  they  tell  you  to  say  99  ?  In  finance  she  has  an 
almost  morbid  interest  in  the  penny. 

POLICEMAN.  The  penny?  It's  plain  the  first  thing  to 
find  out  is  whether  she  's  the  slavey  she  seems  to  be,  or  a  swell 
in  disguise. 
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BODIE.      You  won't  find  it  so  easy. 

POLICEMAN.  Excuse  me,  sir  ;  we  have  an  infallible  way 
at  Scotland  Yard  of  finding  out  whether  a  woman  is  common  or 
a  lady. 

BODIE  (irritated).     An  infallible  way. 

POLICEMAN  (  firmly).      Infallayble. 

BODIE.      I  should  like  to  know  what  it  is. 

POLICEMAN.  There  is  nothing  against  my  telling  you.  (He 
settles  down  to  a  masterly  cross-examination.)  Where,  sir,  does 
a  common  female  keep  her  valuables  when  she  carries  them 
about  on  her  person  ? 

BODIE.      In  her  pocket,  I  suppose. 

POLICEMAN.  And  you  suppose  correctly.  But  where  does 
a  lady  keep  them  ? 

BODIE.      In  the  same  place,  I  suppose. 

POLICEMAN.  There  you  suppose  wrongly.  No,  sir,  here. 
(He  taps  his  own  chest  ^  and  indicates  discreetly  how  a  lady  may  pop 
something  down  out  of  sight.) 

BODIE  (impressed).      I  believe  you  are  right,  officer. 

POLICEMAN.  I  am  right — it's  infallayble.  A  lady,  what 
with  drink  and  suchlike  misfortunes,  may  forget  all  her  other 
refinements,  but  she  never  forgets  that.  At  the  Yard  it 's 
considered  as  sure  as  finger-marks. 

BODIE.  Strange  !  J  wonder  who  was  the  first  woman  to 
do  it.  It  couldn't  have  been  Eve  this  time,  officer. 

POLICEMAN  (after  refecting).  I  see  your  point.  And  now 
I  want  just  to  have  a  look  at  the  party  unbeknownst  to  her. 
Where  could  I  conceal  myself  r 

BODIE.      Hide  ? 

POLICEMAN.      Conceal  myself. 

BODIE.  That  small  door  opens  on  to  my  pantry,  where  she 
washes  up. 

POLICEMAN  (peeping  in).      It  will  do.      Now  bring  her  up. 

BODIE.      It  doesn't  seem  fair — 1  really  can't 

POLICFMAN.     War-time,  sir. 

(MR.    BODIE   decides   that  it  is  patriotic   to   ring.      The 
POLICEMAN  e?nerges  from  the  pantry  with  a  s/aiwv's  hat 
and  jacket.) 
These  belong  to  the  party,  sir  ? 

BODIE.      I  forgot.      She  keeps  them  in  there.      (He  surveys 
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the  articles  with  some  emotion.)  Gaudy  feathers.  And  yet 
that  hat  may  have  done  some  gallant  things.  The  brave  apparel 
of  the  very  poor  !  Who  knows,  officer,  that  you  and  I  are 
not  at  this  moment  on  rather  holy  ground. 

POLICEMAN  (stoutly).      I  see  nothing  wrong  with  the  feathers. 
I  must  say,  sir,  I  like  the  feathers. 

(He  slips  into  the  pantry  with  the  hat  and  jacket,  but  forgets 
his  helmet,  over  which  the  artist  hastily  jams  a  flower  bowl. 
There  were  visiting-cards  in  the  bowl  and  they  are  scattered 
on  the  floor.  MR.  BODIE  sees  them  not :  it  is  his  first 
attempt  at  the  conspirator,  and  he  sits  guiltily  with  a  cigarette 
just  in  time  to  deceive  CINDERELLA,  w ho  charges  into  the 
room  as  fro?n  a  catapult.  This  is  her  usual  mode  of 
entrance,  and  is  owing  to  her  desire  to  gfaw  satisfaction. 
Our  POLICEMAN,  as  he  has  told  us  under  the  arches,  was 
watching  her  through  the  keyhole,  but  his  first  impressions 
have  been  so  coloured  by  subsequent  events  that  it  is  question- 
able whether  they  would  be  accepted  in  any  court  of  law.  Is 
prepared  to  depose  that,  to  the  best  of  his  recollection,  they 
were  unfavourable.  Does  not  imply  by  unfavourable  any 
aspersion  on  her  personal  appearance.  Would  accept  the 
phrase  '  far  from  striking  *  as  summing  up  her  first  appear- 
ance. Would  no  longer  accept  the  phrase.  Had  put  her 
down  as  being  a  grown  woman,  hut  not  sufficiently  grown. 
Thought  her  hair  looked  to  be  run  up  her  finger.  Did  not 
like  this  way  of  doing  the  hair.  Could  not  honestly  say  that 
she  seemed  even  then  to  be  an  ordinary  slavey  of  the  areas. 
She  was  dressed  as  one,  but  was  suspiciously  clean.  On  the 
other  hand,  she  had  the  genuine  hungry  look.  Among  more 
disquieting  features  noticed  a  sort  of  refinement  in  her  voice 
and  manner,  which  luas  characteristic  of  the  criminal 
classes.  Knew  now  that  this  was  caused  by  the  rending  of 
fairy  tales  and  the  thinking  of  noble  thoughts.  Noted 
speedily  that  she  was  a  domineering  character  who  talked 
sixteen  to  the  dozen,  and  at  such  times  reminded  him  of 
funny  old  ladies.  Was  much  struck  by  her  eyes,  which 
seemed  to  suggest  that  she  was  nil  burning  inside.  This 
impression  was  strengthened  later  when  he  touched  h?r 
hands.  Felt  at  once  the  curious  *  homeliness  *  of  her,  as 
commented  on  by  MR.  BODIE,  but  could  wuear  on  oath 
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that  this  had  not  at  once  made  him  think  of  Badgery.  Could 
recall  not  the  slightest  symptoms  of  love  at  first  sight.  On 
the  contrary,  listened  carefully  to  the  conversation  between 
her  and  MR.  BODIE  and  formed  a  stern  conclusion  about  her. 
Believed  that  this  was  all  he  could  say  about  his  first 
impression.) 

CINDERELLA  (breathlessly).      Did  you  rang,  sir  ? 
BODIE  (ashamed).      Did  I  ?      I  did — but — I — I  don't  know 
why.      If  you  Ve  a  good  servant,  you  ought  to  know  why. 

( The  cigarette,  disgusted  with  him,  falls  from  his  mouth  ; 
and  his  little  servant  flings  up  her  hands  to  heaven.] 
CINDERELLA  (taking  possession  of  him).     There  you  go  again  ! 
Fifty  years  have  you  been  at  it,  and  you  can't  hold  u  seegarette 
in  your  mouth  jrrf  !      (She  sternly  produces  the  turpentine.) 

BODIE  (in  sudden  alarm).      I  won't  be  brushed.      I  will  not 
be  scraped. 

CINDERELLA  (twisting  him  round).     Just  look  at  that  tobaccy 
ash  !      And  1  cleaned  you  up  so  pretty  before  Hindu  on. 
BODIE.      I  will  not  be  cleaned  again. 
CINDERELLA  (/';/  her  element}.      Keep  still. 

(She  brushes,  scrapes,  and  turpentines  him.  In  the  glory 
of  this  she  tosses  her  head  at  the  Venus.} 

1  gave  Mrs.  Bodie  a  good  wipe  down  this  morning  with  soap 
and  water. 

BODIE  (indignant).     Tlut  is  a  little  too  much.      You  know 
quite  well  ]  allow  no  one  to  touch  her. 

(CINDERELLA  leaves  him  and  gazes  in  irritation  at  the 
statue.) 

CINDERELLA.     What  is  it  about  the  woman  ? 
BODIE  (/'//  hit  heal  forgetting  the  POT  ICEMAN).      She  i>  the  glory 
of  glories. 

CINDERELLA  (who  would  be  willowy  if  she  were  long  enough) 
She's  thick. 

BODIE.      Her  measurements  are  perfection.      All  women  long 
to  be  like  her,  but  none  ever  can  be. 

CINDERELLA  (insisting).      I  suppose  that 's  the  re.ison  she  has 
that  snigger  on  her  face. 

BODJK     That  is  perhaps  the  smile  of  motherhood.     Some 
people  think  theie  was  once  a  baby  in  her  aims. 

riNDFRFLLA  (with  a  new  interest  in  Venus).      Her  own  ? 
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BODTE         I  Suppose  SO. 

CINDERELLA.     A  married  woman  then  ? 

BODIE  (nonplussed}.     Don't  ask  trivial  questions. 

CINDERELLA  (getter ousfy).  It  was  clever  of  you  to  make 
her. 

BODIE.  I  didn't  make  her.  I  was — forestalled.  Some 
other  artist  chappie  did  it.  (He  likes  his  little  maid  again.}  She 
was  dug  up,  Cinderella,  after  lying  hidden  in  the  ground  for 
more  than  a  thousand  years. 

CINDERELLA.      And  the  baby  gone  ? 

BODIE  (snapping).     Yes. 

CINDERELLA.  If  I  had  lost  my  baby  I  wouldn't  have  been 
found  with  that  pleased  look  on  my  face,  not  in  a  thousand 
years. 

BODIE.  Her  arms  were  broken,  you  see,  so  she  had  to  drop 
the  baby 

CINDERELLA.  She  could  have  up  with  her  knee  and 
catched  it. 

BODIE  (excitedly).  By  heavens,  that  may  just  foe  what  she 
is  doing.  (He  contemplates  a  letter  to  the  '  Times.') 

CINDERELLA  (little  aware  that  she  may  have  solved  the  question 
of  the  ages.)  Beauty  's  a  grand  thing. 

BODIE.      It  is. 

CINDERELLA.  I  warrant  she  led  them  a  pretty  dance  in  her 
day. 

BODIE.      Men  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Umpha  !  (Wistfully.)  It  must  be  fine  to 
have  men  so  mad  about  you  that  they  go  off  their  feed  and  roar. 
(She  turns  with  a  sigh  to  the  dusting  of  the  penguin.)  What  did 
you  say  this  is  ? 

BODIE  (ignorant  of  what  he  is  letting  himself  in  for).  A 
bishop. 

CINDERELLA  (nearly  choking).  'I 'he  sort  that  marries  swell 
couples  ? 

BODIE.     Yes. 

CINDERELLA  (huskily,  as  if  it  made  all  the  difference  to  her).  I 
never  thought  of  that. 

BODIE  (kindly).  Why  should  you,  you  queer  little  waif.  Do 
you  know  why  I  call  you  Cinderella  ? 

CINDERELLA.     Fine,  I  know. 
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BODIE.     Why  is  it  ? 

CINDERELLA  (with  shy  happiness).  It  \  because  I  have  such 
pretty  feet. 

BODIE.  You  dear  little  innocent,  (lie  thinks  shame  of  his 
suspicions.  He  is  planning  how  to  get  rid  of  the  man  in  the  pantry 
when  she  brings  him  back  to  hard  fads  with  a  bump.) 

CINDERELLA  (in  a  whisper).  Mr.  Bodie,  if  you  wanted  to 
get  into  Buckingham  Palace  on  the  dodge,  how  would  you  slip 
by  the  policeman  ?  (She  wrings  her  hands.)  The  police  i* 
everywhere  in  war-time. 

BODIE  (conscious  hoiv  near  one  of  them  is).  They  are — be 
careful,  Cinderella. 

CINDERELLA.  I  am — oh,  I  am  !  If  you  knew  the  pre- 
cautions I  'in  taking 

BODIE  (miserable).     Sh  ! 

CINDERELLA  (now  in  a  quiver).  Mr.  Bodie,  you  haven't  by 
any  chance  got  an  invite  for  to-night,  have  you  ? 

BODIE.     What  for  ? 

CINDERELLA  (as  still  as  the  ^enus).      For — for  a  ball. 

BODIE.      There  are  no  balls  in  war-time. 

CINDERELLA  (dogged).  Just  the  one.  Mr.  Bodic,  did  you 
ever  see  the  K^ing  ? 

BO  DIE.      The  King  ?      Several  times. 

CINDERELLA  (as  white  as  the  Venus).  Was  the  Prince  of 
Wales  with  him  r 

BODIE.     Once. 

CINDERELLA.      What  \  he  like  r 

BODIE.  Splendid  !  ^uitc  young,  you  know.  He  's  not 
.married. 

CINDERELLA  (with  awf id  intensity).      No,  not  vet. 

BODIE.      1  suppose  he  is  very  difficult  to  satisfy. 

CINDERELLA  (knitting  her  lips).  He  has  never  seen  the  feet 
that  pleased  him. 

BODIE.  Cinderella,  your  pulse  is  galloping.  You  frighten 
me.  What  possesses  you  ? 

CINDERELLA  (after  hesitating).  There  is  something  I  want 
to  tell  you.  Maybe  I  '11  not  be  coming  back  after  to-night. 
She  has  paid  me  up  to  to-night. 

BODIE.      Is  she  sending  you  away  ? 

CINDERELLA.     No.     I  've  sort  of  given  notice. 
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BODIE  (disappointed).     You  Vc  got  another  place  ? 

(She  shuts  her  mouth  like  a  box.) 
Has  it  anything  to  do  with  the  Godmother  business  ? 

(Her  mouth  remains  closed,     lie  barh  (tt  her.) 
Don't,  thru.      (He  reconsiders  her.)      I  like  you,  you  know. 

ciNDi'.RFLLA  (gleaming).      It 's  fine  to  be  liked. 

BODIF.      Have  you  a  lonely  life  ? 

CINDERELLA.      It 's  kind  of  lonely. 

BODIE.     You  won't  tell  me  about  your  home  ? 

(She  shakes  her  head.) 

Is  there  any  nice  person  to  look  aftei  you  in  the  sort  of  way  in 
which  you  look  after  me  ? 

CINDERELLA.  1  'm  all  aloiiu  The  re  "s  just  me  and  my 
feet. 

BODIE.  If  you  go  I  '11  miss  you.  We  \fc  had  sonic  good 
times  here,  Cinderella,  haven't  we  ? 

CINDERELLA  (rapturously).  We  have  !  You  mind  that 
chop  you  gave  me  ?  Hey,  hey,  hey  !  (Considering  it  judicially.) 
That  was  the  most  charming  chop  1  ever  saw.  And  many  is 
the  lick  of  soup  you  've  given  me  when  you  thought  1  looked 
down-like.  Do  you  mind  the  chicken  that  was  too  high  for 
you  ?  You  give  me  the  whole  chicken.  That  was  a  day. 

BODIE.      I  never  meant  you  to  eat  it. 

CINDERELLA.  I  didn't  cat  it  all  myself.  1  shared  it  with 
them. 

BODIE  (inquisitively).     With  them  ?     With  whom  ? 

(Her  mouth  shuts  promptly \  and  he  sulks.     She  picks  up  the 
visiting-cards  that  litter  the  floor.) 

CINDERELLA.  What  a  spill  !  If  you  're  not  messing  you  Vc 
spilling.  Where  's  the  bowl  ? 

(She  lifts  the   bowl  and  discovers  the  helmet.     She   is 
appalled.) 

BODIE  (in  an  agony  of  remorse  pointing  to  the  door}.  Cinder- 
ella, quick  ! 

(But  our  POLICEMAN  has  emerged  and  barred  the  way.) 

POLICEMAN  (indicating  that  it  is  MR.  BODIE  who  must  go).  If 
you  please,  sir. 

BODIE.      I  won't  !      Don't  you  dare  to  frighten  her. 

POLICEMAN  (settling  the  ?natter  with  the  palm  of  his  hand). 
That  will  do.  If  I  need  you  I  '11  call  you. 
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BODIE  (flinching).  Cinderella,  it 's — it 's  just  a  form.  I 
won't  be  far  away. 

(He  departs  reluctantly.) 

POLICEMAN  (sternly).     Stand  up. 

CINDERELLA  (a  q uaking  figure^  who  has  nut  sat  down).  I  'm 
standing  up. 

POLICEMAN.       Now,  IK)  SdUCC. 

(He  produces  his  note-book.     He  is  ahnut  to  make  a  powerful 
beginning  when  he  finds  her  eyes  regarding  the  middle  of  his 
person.) 
Now  (hen,  what  arc1  you  staring  at  ? 

CINDERELLA  (hotly).  That 's  a  poor  way  to  polish  a  belt. 
If  I  was  a  officer  I  would  think  shame  of  having  my  belt  in  that 
condition. 

POLICEMAN  (undoubtedly  affected  by  her  homeliness  though  un- 
conscious of  it).  It 's  easy  to  speak  ;  it 's  a  miserable  polish  I 
admit,  but  mind  you,  I  'm  pretty  done  when  my  job  "s  over  ; 
and  I  have  the  polishing  to  do  myself. 

CINDERELLA.      You  have  no  woman  person  ? 

POLICEMAN.     Not  me. 

CINDERELLA  (ivith  passionate  arms).  If  I  had  that  belt  for 
half  an  hour  ! 

POLICEMAN.     What  would  you  use  ? 

CJNDERtLLA.        Spit. 

POLICEMAN.  Spit  ?  Thdt  's  like  what  my  mother  would 
have  said.  That  was  in  Badgcry,  where  I  was  born.  When 

I  was  a  boy  at  Badgcry 

(He  stops  short.      She  has  reminded  him  of  Badgen  !) 

CINDERELLA.     What 's  wrong  ? 

POLICEMAN  (heavily).  How  did  you  manage  that  about 
Badgcry  ? 

CINDERELLA.        What  ? 

POLICEMAN.     Take  care,  prisoner. 

(The  word  makes  her  shudder.     He  sitsy  prepared  to  take 
notes.) 
Name  ? 

CINDERELLA.     Cinderella. 

POLICEMAN.     Take  care,  Thing.     Occupation,  if  any  ? 
CINDERELLA  (with  some  pride).     Tempary  help. 
POLICEMAN.     Last  place  ? 
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CINDERELLA.     3  Robert  Street. 

POLICEMAN.       Scotch  ? 

(Her  mouth  shuts.) 

Ah,  they  '11  never  admit  that.      Reason  for  leaving  ? 
CINDERELLA.      I  had  to  go  when  the  war  broke  out. 
POLICEMAN.      Why  dismissed  ? 
CINDERELLA  (forlorn).      They  said  I  was  a  luxury. 
POLICEMAN    (getting  ready   to  pounce).      Now   he   cautious. 
How  do  you  spend  your  evenings  after  you  leave  this  building  ? 

(Her  mouth  shuts.) 
Have  you  another  and  secret  occupation  ? 

(She  blanches.) 

Has  it  to  do  with  boxes  r  What  do  you  keep  in  those  boxes  ? 
Where  is  it  that  these  goings-on  is  going  on  ?  Ff  you  won't  tell 
me,  I  'rn  willing  to  tell  you.  It  "s  at  A.  C.  Cclcst's  ...  In 
Bond  Street,  W. 

(He  has  levelled  his  finger  at  her,  hut  it  is  a  pistol  that  does 
not  go  off.  To  his  chagrin  she  looks  relieved.  He  tries 
hammer  blows.)  * 

Are  you  living  in  guilty  splendour  ?  How  do  you  come  to 
know  German  words  r  How  many  German  words  do  you 
think  7  know  ?  Just  one,  espionage.  What  's  the  German  for 
*  six  months  hard  *  ? 

(She  is  now  crumpled^  and  here  he  would  do  well  to  pause 
and  stride  up  and  down  the  room.      But  he  cannot  leave  well 
alone.) 
What  \  this  nonsense  about  your  feet  ? 

CINDERELLA  (plucking  up  courage).      It 's  not  nonsense. 
POLICEMAN.      I  see  nothing  particular  about  your  feet. 
CINDERELLA.      Then  I  'm  sorry  for  you. 
POLICEMAN.     What  is  it  ? 

CINDERELLA  (softly  as  if  it  were  a  line  from  the  Bible).  Their 
exquisite  smallness  and  perfect  shape. 

POLICEMAN  (with  a  friendly  glance  at  the  Venus).  For  my 
part,  I  'm  partial  to  big  women  with  their  noses  in  the  air. 

CINDERELLA  (stung).  So  is  everybody.  (Pathetically)  I  Ve 
tried.  But  it 's  none  so  easy,  with  never  no  butcher's  meat  in  the 
house.  You  '11  see  where  the  su-pcrb  shoulders  and  the  haughty 
manners  come  from  if  you  look  in  shop  windows  and  see  the 
whole  of  a  cow  turned  inside  out  and  '  Delicious  '  printed  on  it. 
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POLICEMAN  (a/ways  just).     There  's  something  in  that. 

CINDERELLA  (swelling}.  But  it  doesn't  matter  how  fine  the 
rest  of  you  is  if  you  doesn't  have  small  feet. 

POLICEMAN.      I  never  give  feet  a  thought. 

CINDERELLA.  The  swells  think  of  nothing  else.  (Ex- 
ploding) Wait  till  you  are  at  the  ball.  Many  a  haughty 
beauty  with  superb  uppers  will  come  sailing  in — as  sure  of  the 
prize  as  if  *  Delicious  '  was  pinned  on  her — and  then  forward 
steps  the  Lord  Mayor,  and,  utterly  disregarding  her  uppers^  he 
points  to  the  bottom  of  her  skirt,  and  he  says  *  Lift  !  '  and  she 
has  to  lift,  and  there  's  a  dead  silence,  and  nothing  to  be  heard 
except  the  Prince  crying  *  Throw  her  out  !  ' 

POLICEMAN  (somewhat  staggered  by  her  knowledge  of  the  high 
life).  What  's  all  this  about  a  ball  ? 

(CINDERELLA  sees  she  has  said  too  much  and  her  mouth 
shuts.) 
Was  you  ever  at  a  ball  ? 

CINDERELLA  (ivith  dignity).  At  any  rate  I  Vr  been  at  the 
Horse  Show. 

POLICEMAN.      A  lull  's  ii ot  like  a  horse  show. 

CINDERELLA.        You  '11  See. 

POLICEMAN  (reverting  to  business).  Tt  all  comes  to  this,  are 
you  genteel,  or  common  clay  ? 

CINDERELLA  (pn'tly).      T  leaves  that  to  you. 

POLICEMAN.  You  couldn't  leave  it  in  safer  hands.  I  want 
a  witness  to  this. 

CINDERELLA  (startled).  A  witness  !  What  are  you  to  do  r 
(JVith  terrible  self-confidence  he  has  already  opened  the  door 
and  beckoned.  MR.  UODIE  comes  in  anxiously.) 

POLICEMAN.  Take  note,  sir.  (With  the  affable  manner  of  an 
Inspector)  We  are  now  about  to  try  a  little  experiment,  the 
object  being  to  discover  whether  this  party  is  genteel  or  common 
clay. 

CINDERELLA.     Oh,  Mr.  Bodie,  what  is  it  ? 

no  DIE  (remembering  what  he  has  been  told  of  the  Scotland 
Tin d  test).  \  don't  like  ...  I  won't  have  it. 

POLICEMAN.  It  gives  her  the  chance  of  proving  once  and 
for  all  whether  she  's  of  gentle  blood. 

CINDERELLA  (eagerly).      Does  it  r 

BODIE.      I  must  forbid  .  .  . 
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CINDERELLA  (with  dreadful  resolution],  I  'in  ready.  I 
wants  to  know  myself. 

POLICEMAN.  Ve — ry  well.  Now  then,  I  heard  you  say 
that  the  old  party  downstairs  had  paid  you  your  wages  to-day. 

CINDERELLA.  I  see  nothing  you  can  prove  by  that.  It  was 
a  half-week's  wages — is.  yd.  Of  course  I  could  see  my  way 
clearer  if  it  had  been  is.  gd. 

POLICEMAN.  That 's  neither  here  nor  there.  We  '11  pro- 
ceed. Now,  very  likely  you  wrapped  the  money  up  in  a  screw 
of  paper.  Did  you  ? 

(She  is  afraid  of  giving  herself  away.] 
Thinking  won't  help  you. 

CINDERELLA.      It 's  my  money. 

BODIE.     Nobody  wants  your  money,  Cinderella. 

POLICEMAN.      Answer  me.      Did  you  ? 

CINDERELLA.       YfS>. 

POLICEMAN.      Say  '  I  did.' 

CINDERELLA.        I   did. 

POLICEMAN.  And  possibly  for  the  sake  of  greater  security 
you  tied  a  string  round  it — did  you  ? 

CINDERELLA.        1  did. 

POLICEMAN  (after  a  glance  at  MR.  BODIE  to  indicate  that  the 
supreme  moment  has  come}.  You  then  deposited  the  little 
parcel — where  ? 

BODIE  (/'//  an  agony].      Cinderella,  be  careful  ! 

(She  is  so  dreading  to  do  the  wrong  thing  that  she  can  only 
stare.     Finally,  a/as,  she  produces  the  fatal  packet  from 
her  pocket.     Quiet  triumph  of  our  POLICEMAN.) 
BODIE.      My  poor  child  ! 

CINDERELLA  (not  realising  yet  that  she  has  given  herself  away]. 
What  is  it  ?  Go  on. 

POLICEMAN.     That  '11  do.      You  can  stand  down. 

CINDERELLA.        You  Ve  found  OUt  ? 

POLICEMAN.      I  have. 

CINDERELLA  (breathless].     And  what  am  I  ? 

POLICEMAN  (kindly],      I  'm  sorry. 

CINDERELLA.     Am  I — common  clay  ? 

(They  look  considerately  at  the  floor  ;   she  bursts  into  tears 
and  runs  into  the  pantry,  shutting  the  door.] 

POLICEMAN  (with  melancholy  satisfaction].      It 's  infallible. 
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BODIE.     At  any  rate  it  shows  that  there  's  nothing  against  her. 
POLICEMAN  (taking  him  further  from  the  pantry  door,  in  a  low 
voice}.     I  dunno.     There  's  some  queer  things.     Where  docs 
she  go  when  she  leaves  this  house  ?     What  about  that  ball  ? — 
and  her  German  connection  ? — and  them  boards  she  makes  into 
boxes— and  A.  C.  Celest  ?     Well,  L  '11  find  out. 
B-ODIE  (miserably}.     What  are  you  going  to  do  ? 
POLICEMAN.     To  track  her  when  she  leaves  here.     I  may 
have  to  adopt  a  disguise.      I  'm  a  masterpiece  at  that. 

BODIE.     Yes,  but 

POLICEMAN  (stamping  about  the  floor  with  the  exaggerated 
tread  of  the  Law}.  I  '11  tell  you  the  rest  outside.  I  must 
make  her  think  that  my  suspicions  are — allayed.  (He  goes 
cunningly  to  the  pantry  door  and  speaks  in  a  loud  voice.)  Well, 
sir,  that  satisfies  me  that  she  is  not  the  party  I  was  in  search 
of,  and  so,  with  your  permission,  I  '11  bid  you  good  evening. 
What,  you  're  going  out  yourself?  Then  I  '11  be  very  happy 
to  walk  part  of  the  way  with  you. 

(NoMing  and  winking,  he  goes  off  with  heavy  steps,  taking 
with  him  the  reluctant  MR.  BODIE,  who  like  one  mesmerised 
also  departs  stamping. 

MISS  rni INC;  peeps  out  to  make  sure  that  they  are  gone. 
She  is  wearing  her  hat  and  jacket,  which  have  restored  her 
self-respect.  The  tears  have  been  disposed  of  with  a  lick 
oj  the  palm.  She  is  again  a  valiant  soul  who  has  had  too 
many  brushes  with  the  police  not  to  he  able  to  face  another 
with  a  tight  lip.  She  is  going,  but  she  is  not  going  without 
her  wooden  board ;  law  or  no  law  she  cannot  do  without 
wooden  boards.  She  gets  it  from  a  corner  where  it  has 
been  artfully  concealed.  An  imprudent  glance  at  the  Venus 
again  dispirits  her.  With  a  tape  she  takes  the  Beauty's 
measurements  and  then  her  own,  with  depressing  results. 
The  Cods  at  last  pity  her,  and  advise  an  examination  of  her 
rival's  foot.  Excursions,  alarms,  transport.  She  com- 
pares feet  and  is  glorified.  She  slips  off  her  shoe  and 
challenges  Venus  to  put  it  on.  Then,  with  a  derisive  waggle 
of  her  foot  at  the  shamed  goddess,  the  little  enigma  departs 
on  her  suspicious  business,  little  witting  that  a  masterpiece 
of  a  constable  is  on  her  track.} 


ACT   II 

IT  is  later  in  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  and  this  is  such  a 
street  as  harbours  London's  poor.  The  windows  are  so  close 
to  us  that  we  could  tap  on  the  only  one  which  shows  a  light. 
It  is  on  the  ground  floor,  and  makes  a  gallant  attempt  to  shroud 
this  light  with  articles  of  apparel  suspended  within.  Seen  as 
shadows  through  the  blind,  these  are  somehow  very  like  Miss 
Thing,  and  almost  suggest  that  she  has  been  hanging  herself  in 
several  places  in  one  of  her  bouts  of  energy.  The  street  is  in 
darkness,  save  for  the  meagre  glow  from  a  street  lamp,  whose 
glass  is  painted  red  in  obedience  to  war  regulations.  It  is 
winter  time,  and  there  is  a  sprinkling  of  snow  on  the  ground. 

Our  policeman  appears  in  the  street,  not  perhaps  for  the  first 
time  this  evening,  and  flashes  his  lantern  on  the  suspect's  window, 
whose  signboard  (boards  again  !)  we  now  see  bears  this  odd 
device, 

Celeste  et  Cie. 


The  Penny  Friend. 

Not  perhaps  for  the  first  time  this  evening  he  scratches  his 
head  at  it.  Then  he  pounds  off  in  pursuit  of  some  client  who 
has  just  emerged  with  a  pennyworth.  We  may  imagine  the 
two  of  them  in  conversation  in  the  next  street,  the  law  putting 
leading  questions.  Meanwhile  the  '  fourth  '  wall  of  the  estab- 
lishment of  Celeste  dissolves,  but  otherwise  the  street  is  as  it 
was,  and  we  are  now  in  the  position  of  privileged  persons  looking 
in  at  her  window.  It  is  a  tiny  room  in  which  you  could  just 
swing  a  cat,  and  here  Cinderella  swings  cats  all  and  every 
evening.  The  chief  pieces  of  furniture  are  a  table  and  a  bench, 
both  of  which  have  a  suspicious  appearance  of  having  been  made 
out  of  boards  by  some  handy  character.  There  is  a  penny  in 
the  slot  fireplace  which  has  evidently  been  lately  fed,  there  is  a 
piece  of  carpet  that  has  been  beaten  into  nothingness,  but  is  still 
a  carpet,  there  is  a  hearth-rug  of  brilliant  rags  that  is  probably 
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gratified  when  your  toes  catch  in  it  and  you  are  hurled  against 
the  wall.  Two  pictures — one  of  them  partly  framed — strike 
a  patriotic  note,  but  they  may  be  there  purposely  to  deceive. 
The  room  is  lit  by  a  lamp,  and  at  first  sight  presents  no  sinister 
aspect  unless  it  comes  from  four  boxes  nailed  against  the  walls 
some  five  or  six  feet  from  the  floor.  In  appearance  they  are 
not  dissimilar  to  large  grocery  boxes,  but  it  is  disquieting  to  note 
that  one  of  them  has  been  mended  with  the  board  we  saw  lately 
in  Mr.  Bodie's  studio.  When  our  policeman  comes,  as  come 
we  may  be  sure  he  will,  the  test  of  his  acumen  will  be  his  box 
action. 

The  persons  in  the  room  at  present  have  either  no  acumen  or 
ate  familiar  with  the  boxes.  There  are  four  of  them,  besides 
Cinderella,  whom  we  catch  in  the  act  of  adding  to  her  means  of 
livelihood.  Celeste  et  Cie,  a  name  that  has  caught  her  delicate 
fancy  while  she  dashed  through  fashionable  quarters,  is  the 
Penny  Friend  because  here  everything  is  dispensed  for  that 
romantic  coin.  It  is  evident  that  the  fame  of  the  emporium  has 
spread.  '1  hrcc  would-be  customers  sit  on  the  bench  awaiting 
their  turn  listlessly  and  as  genteelly  unconscious  of  each  other  as 
society  in  a  dentist's  dining-room,  while  in  the  centre  is  Cinder- 
ella fitting  an  elderly  gentleman  with  a  new  coat.  There  are 
pins  in  her  mouth  and  white  threads  in  the  coat,  suggesting  that 
this  is  not  her  first  struggle  with  it,  and  one  of  the  difficulties 
with  which  she  has  to  contend  is  that  it  has  already  evidently 
been  the  coat  of  a  larger  man.  Cinderella  is  far  too  astute  a 
performer  to  let  it  be  seen  that  she  has  difficulties,  however. 
She  twists  and  twirls  her  patron  with  careless  aptitude,  kneads 
him  if  need  be,  and  has  him  in  a  condition  of  pulp  while  she 
mutters  for  her  own  encouragement  and  his  intimidation  the 
cryptic  remarks  employed  by  tailors,  as  to  the  exact  meaning 
of  which  she  has  already  probed  Mr.  Bodic. 

1'iNDkKKU.A  (ivandcring  over  her  client  with  a  tape}.  35 — 
14.  (She  consults  a  paper  on  the  tahle.)  \  es,  it 's  35 — 14. 

(She  pulls  him  out,  contracts  him  and  takes  hi*   elbows 
measw  r.) 

28 — 7;  41  — 12;  15 — 19.  (There  is  something  wrong^ 
and  she  has  to  justify  her  handiwork.}  You  was  longer  when 
you  came  on  Monday. 
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GENTLEMAN  (ucry  moved  by  the  importance  of  the  occasion). 
Don't  be  saying  that,  Missy. 

CINDERELLA  (pinning  up  the  tails  of  his  (.oat).     Keep  still. 

GENTLEMAN  (with  unexpected  spirit).     1  warm  you,  Missy, 
I  won't  have  it  cut. 

CINDERELLA  (tin  artist).      I  '11  give  you  the  bite,. 

GENTLEMAN.      I  prefers  to  wear  them. 

(She  compares  the  coat  with   the  put  lire   of  an   elegant 


Were  you  going  to  make  me  like  that  picture  r 

CINDERELLA.  1  had  just  set  my  heart  on  copying  this  one. 
It  "s  the  Volupty. 

GENTLEMAN  (faint  -hearted).  I  "m  thinkiif  1  couldn't  stand 
like  that  man. 

CINDERELLA  (eagerly).  Fine  you  could  —  with  just  a  little 
practice.  I  11  let  you  see  the  eft'crt. 

(She  bends  one  of  his  knees,  extends  an  arm  and  curves  the 
other  till  he  looks  like  a  grat  efnl  teapot.  8  he  fonts  his  stick 
in  one  hand  and  his  hat  in  the  other,  find  he  is  now  coqiiet- 
tishly  saluting  a  lady.) 

GENTLEMAN  (carried  away  as  he  looks  at  himself  in  a  glass). 
By  Gosh  !  Cut  away,  Missy  ! 

CINDERELLA.  I  '11  need  one  more  try-on.  (Suddenly) 
That  's  to  say  if  I  'in  here. 

GENTLEMAN  (little  undentunding  the  poignant  v  nf  thf  re- 
mark}. If  it  would  he  convenient  to  you  to  have  the  penny 
now  - 

CINDERELLA.     No,  not  till   I've  ejLincd  it.      It's  my  rule. 
Good-night  to  you,  Mr.  Jennings. 
uENTM'.MAN.      Good-night,  Missy. 

{We  see  him  go  ont  by  the  door  and  disappear  up  the  street.) 
CINDERELLA  (sharply).     Next. 

(/In  old  woman  comes  to  the  table  and  CINDERELLA  politely 
pretends  not  to  have  seen  her  sitting  there.) 
It  's  Mrs.  Maloncy  ! 

MRS.  M.  Cinders,  I  have  a  pain.  It  's  like  a  jag  of  a  needle 
down  my  side. 

CINDERELLA  (with  a  sigh,  for  she  is  secretly  afraid  of  medical 
cases).  Wait  till  I  pop  the  therrn-mo-mometer  in.  It  's  a  real 
one.  (She  says  this  with  legitimate  pride.  She  removes  the 
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instru/nent  from  MRS.  MALONEY'S  mouth  after  a  prudent  interval, 
and  is  not  certain  what  to  do  next.) 

Take  a  deep  breath.  .  .  .  Again.  .  .  .  Say  99.  (Her  car  is 
against  the  patient's  chest.) 

MRS.  M.     99. 

CINDERELLA  (at  a  venture).     Oho  ! 

MRS.  M.      It  ain't  there  the  pain  is — it  \>  down  my  side. 

CINDERELLA  (firmly).     We  never  say  99  down  there. 

MRS.  M.      What  \  wrong  wi'  me  ? 

CINDERELLA  (candidly).  I  don't  want  for  to  pietend,  Mrs. 
Maloney,  that  the  gq  is  any  guidance  to  me.  I  can  not  find 
out  what  it  's  for.  I  would  make  so  hold  as  to  call  your  com- 
plaint muscular  rheumatics  if  the  pain  came  when  you  coughed. 
But  you  have  no  cough. 

MRS.  M.  (coming  to  close  quarters).  No,  but  he  has — my  old 
nun.  Tt  's  him  that  has  the  pains,  not  me. 

CINDERELLA  (hurt).     What  for  did  you  pretend  it  was  you  ? 

MRS.  M.  That  was  his  idea.  He  was  feared  you  might 
stop  his  smoking. 

CINDERELLA.        Alld  SO   1   will. 

MRS.  M.      What  's  the  treatment  ? 

CINDERELLA  (writing  after  consideration  on  a  piece  of  paper). 
One  of  them  mustard  leaves. 

MRS.  M.   (taking  the  paper),      is  there  no  medicine  ? 

CINDERELLA  (faltering).  I  'in  a  little  feared  about  medicine, 
Mrs.  Maloney. 

MRS.  M.  He  '11  be  a  kind  of  low-spirited  if  there  's  not  a 
lick  of  medicine. 

CINDERELLA.      Have  you  any  in  the  house  r 

MRS.  M.  There  's  what  was  left  over  of  the  powders  my 
lodger  had  when  the  kettle  fell  on  his  foot. 

CINDERELLA.  You  could  give  him  one  of  them  when  the 
cough  is  troublesome.  Good-night,  Mrs.  Maloney. 

MRS.  M.      Thank  you  kindly.      (She  puts  a  penny  on  the  table.) 

CINDERELLA  (with  polite  surprise).     What  's  that  ? 

MRS.  M.      It 's  the  penny. 

CINDERELLA.     So  it  is  !     (Jood-iiiglit,  Mrs.  Maloney. 

MRS.  M.     Good-night,  Cinders. 

(She  departs.      The  penny  falls  into   CINDERELLA'S   box 
with  a  pleasant  clink.) 
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CINDER  hLLA.       Next. 

(A  woman  0/3$  comes  forward.     She  is  dejected,  thin- 
lipped>  and  unlovable.} 

MARION  (tossing  her  head).  You  're  surprised  to  see  me,  I 
dare  say. 

CINDERELLA  (guardedly).  1  haven't  the  pk-asute  of  knowing 
you. 

MARION  (glancing  at  the  i  emaining  occupant  of  the  bench),  li 
that  man  sleeping  ?  Who  is  lie  ?  1  don't  know  him. 

CINDERELLA.      He  's  sleeping.     What  can  I  do  for  you  ? 

MARION  (harshly).  Nothing,  I  dare  say.  I  'in  at  Catullo't 
Buildings.  Now  they  're  turning  me  out.  They  say  I  'm  noi 
respectable. 

CINDERELLA  (enlightened).     You  're — that  woman  ? 

MARION  (defiantly).      That 's  me. 

CINDERELLA  (shrinking).  I  don't  think  there  's  nothing  J 
could  do  for  you. 

MARION  (rather  appealing).  Maybe  there  is.  1  see  you  'v< 
heard  my  story.  They  say  there  's  a  man  comes  to  sec  me  a 
times  though  he  has  a  wife  in  Hoxton. 

CINDERELLA.      I  'vc  heard. 

MARION.     So  1  'm  being  turned  out. 

CINDERELLA.      I  don't  think  it 's  a  case  for  me. 

MARION.     Yes,  it  is. 

CINDERELLA.      Are  you  terrible  fond  of  him  ? 

MARION.      Fond  of  him  !      Damn  him  ! 

(CINDERELLA  shrinks.      MARION  makes  stu  e  that  the  ma> 
is  asleep.) 

Cinders,  they  've  got  the  story  wrong  ;  it 's  me  as  is  his  wife 
I  was  married  to  him  in  a  church.  He  met  that  woman  Ion 
after  and  took  up  with  her. 

CINDERELLA.  What  !  Then  why  do  you  not  tell  th 
truth  ? 

MARION.  It 's  my  pride  keeps  me  from  telling.  1  woiil 
rather  be  thought  to  be  the  wrong  'un  he  likes  than  the  wii 
the  law  makes  him  help. 

CINDERELLA.      Is  that  pride  ? 

MARION.      It 's  all  the  pride  that 's  left  to  me. 

CINDERELLA.  I  'm  awful  sorry  for  you,  but  I  can't  thin 
of  no  advice  to  give  you. 
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MARION.     It 's  not  advice  I  want. 

CINDERELLA.     What  is  it  then  ? 

MARION.  It 's  pity.  I  fling  back  all  the  gutter  words  they 
fling  at  me,  but  my  heart,  Cinders,  is  wet  at  time*.  It 's  wet 
for  one  to  pity  me. 

CINDERELLA.       I  pity  you. 

MARION.     You  '11  tell  nobody  ? 

CINDERELLA.       No. 

MARION.     Can  I  come  in  now  and  again  at  a  time  ? 
CINDERELLA.      I  '11  be  glad  to  see  you — if  I  'in  here. 
MARION.      I  '11  be  slipping  away  now  ;    he  's  waking  up. 
(She  puts  down  her  penny.) 

CINDERELLA.      I  'm  not  doing  it  for  no  penny. 
MARION.      You  'vc  got  to  take  it.     That 's  my  pride.      But 
— I  wish  you  well,  Cinders. 

CINDERELLA.      I  like  you.      I  wish  you  would  wish  me  luck. 
Say  '  Good  luck  to  you  to-night,  Cinderella.' 
MARION.     Why  to-night  ? 

(The  tittle  waif)  so  practical  until  now,  is  afitc  inside  again. 
She  needs  a  confidant  almost  as  much  as  MARION.) 

CINDERELLA  (hastily).     You  sc-c 

(The  MAN  sits  up.) 
Good  evening,  Missis. 

MARION.     Good  luck  to  you  to-night,  Cinderella. 
(She  goes.) 

(The  MAN  slips  forward  and  lifts  the  penny.) 
CINDERELLA  (returning  to  earth  sharply).      Put  that  down. 
MAN.      I  was  only  looking  at  the  newness  of  it.      I  was  just 
admiring  the  design. 

(The  newness  and  the  design  both  disappear  into  the  box. 
A  bearded  person  wearing  the  overalls  of  a  seafaring  man 
lurches  down  the  street  and  enters  the  emporium.     Have 
we  seen  him  before  ?     IVho  can  this  hairy  monster  be  ?) 
POLICEMAN  (in  an  incredibly  gruff  voice).      I  want  a  penny- 
worth. 

CINDERELLA    (unsuspecting).     Sit   down.     (She   surveys   the 
coster.)     It 's  you  that  belongs  to  the  shirt,  isn't  it  ? 
MAN.     Yes  ;  is  't  ready  ? 
CINDERELLA.     It 's  ready. 

(//  proves  to  be  not  a  shirt,  but  a  'front '  of  linen y  very  stiff 
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and  starched.     The  laundress  cautiously  retains  possession 
of  it.) 

The  charge  is  a  penny. 
MAN,     On  delivery. 
CINDERELLA.     Before  delivery. 
MAN.     Surely  you  can  trust  me. 

CINDERELLA.  You  Vc  tried  that  on  before,  my  man.  Nevrr 
again.  All  in  this  street  knows  my  rule, — Trust  in  the 
Lord  ;  every  other  person,  Cash. 

(A  penny  and  a  '  shirt  *  pass  between  them  and  he  departs. 
CINDERELLA  turns  her  attention  to  the  newcomer.} 
What 's  your  pleasure  ? 

POLICEMAN.     Shave,  please. 

CINDERELLA  (retreating  from  his  beard}.     Shave  ?      I  shaves 
in  an  ordinary  way,  but  1  don't  know  as  I  could  tackle  that. 
POLICEMAN.      I  thought  you  was  a  barber. 
CINDERELLA  (bravely}.      I  '11  get  the  lather. 

(She  goes  doubtfully  into  what  she  calls  her  bedroom. 

He  seizes  this  opportunity  to  survey  the  room.     A  remark- 
able man  this,  his  attention  is  at  once  riveted  on  the  boxes, 
but  before  he  can  step  on  a  chair  and  take  a  peep  the  barber 
returns  ^vith  the  implements  of  her  calling.     He  reaches  his 
ihair  in  ti?ne  not  to  be  caught  by  her.     She  brings  a  bowl 
of  soap  and  water  and  a  towel,  in  which  she  encases  him 
in  the  correct  manner.} 
CINDERELLA.     You  Ve  thin  on  the  top. 
POLICEMAN  (in  his  winding  sheet}.      I  've  all  run  to  beard. 
CINDERELLA  (the  ever  ready}.      I  have  a  ointment  for  the  hair  ; 
it  is  my  own  invention.     The  price  is  a  penny. 
POLICEMAN  (gruffly}.     Beard,  please. 
CINDERELLA.      I  've  got  some  voice-drops. 
POLICEMAN.     Beard,  please. 

CINDERELLA  (as  she  prepares  the  lather}.      Is  the  streets  quiet  ? 
POLICEMAN  (cunningly}.     Hereabouts  they  arc  ;    but  there  'i> 
great  doings  in  the  fashionable  quarters.     A  ball,  I  'm  told. 

CINDERELLA  (gasping).  You  didn't  see  no  peculiar  person 
about  in  this  street  ? 

POLICEMAN.     How  peculiar  ? 
CINDERELLA.     Like  a — a  flunkey  ? 
POLICEMAN.     Did  I  now — or  did  I  not  ? 
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CINDERELLA   (eagerly).     He    would   be   carrying  an   invite 
maybe  ;  it 's  a  big  card. 

POLICEMAN.     I  can't  say  I  saw  him. 

(Here  an  astonishing  thing  happens.  The  head  of  a  child 
rises  from  one  of  the  boxes.  She  is  unseen  by  either  of  the 
mortals.) 

CINDERELLA  (considering  the  beard).      How  do  I  start  with 
the  like  of  this  ? 

POLICEMAN.     First  you  saws  .  .  . 

(She  attempts  to  saw.      The  beard  comes  off  in  her  hand.) 
CINDERELLA  (recognising  his  face).     You  ! 
POLICEMAN  (stepping  triumphantly  out  of  his  disguise).      Me  ! 
(As  sometimes  happens,  however,  the  one  who  means  to  give 
the  surprise  gets  a  greater.      At  sight  of  his  dreaded  uniform 
the  child  screams,  whereat  two  other  children  In  other  boxes 
bob  up  and  scream  also.     It  is  some  time  before  the  policeman 
can  speak.) 

So  that 's  what  the  boxes  was  for  ! 
CINDERELLA  (feebly).      Yes. 

POLICJEMAN  (portentously).     Who  and  what  are  these  phe- 
nomenons  ? 

CINDERELLA  (proteitingly)      Don't  be  frightened,  children. 
Down  ! 

(They  disappear  obediently.) 

There  's  no  wrong  in  it.  They  're  just  me  trying  to  do  my  bit. 
It 's  said  all  should  do  their  bit  in  war-time.  It  was  into  a 
hospital  I  wanted  to  go  to  nurse  the  wounded  soldiers.  I 
offered  myself  at  every  hospital  door,  but  none  would  have  me, 
t>o  this  was  all  I  could  do. 

POLICEMAN.      You  're  taking  care  of  them  ? 

.    (She  nods.) 
Sounds  all  right.     Neighbour's  children  ? 

CINDERELLA.     The  brown  box  is.     She  's  half  of  an  orphan, 
her  father  's  a  blue-jacket,  so,  of  course,  1  said  I  would. 

POLICEMAN.     You  need  say  no  more.      I  pass  little  blue- 
jacket. 

CINDERELLA.     Those  other  two  is  allies.     She  's  French — 
and  her  's  a  Belgy.     (Calls)  Marie-Therese  ! 

(The  French  child  sits  up.) 
Speak  your  language  to  the  gentleman,  Marie-Theresc. 
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MARIE.  Bon  soir,  Monsieur — comment  portex-vous  ? .  Je 
t'aime.  (She  curtseys  charmingly  to  him  from  the  box.) 

POLICEMAN.     Well,  1  'm d  ! 

CINDERELLA.     Delphiiie  ! 
(The  Belgian  looks  tip.) 
Make  votre  bow. 
Gladys. 

(The  English  child  bobs  np.) 
A  friend,  Gladys. 

(GLADYS  and  the  POLICEMAN  grin  to  each  other.) 

GLADYS.     What  cheer  ! 

CINDERELLA.      Monsieur  is  a  Britain's  defender. 

MARIE.  Oh,  la,  la  !  Parlez-vous  franpiis,  Monsieur  ?  Non  ! 
I  blow  you  two  kisses,  Monsieur — the  one  is  to  you  (kisses  hand) 
to  keep,  the  other  you  will  give — (kisses  hand)  to  Kitch. 

POLICEMAN  (writing).     Sends  kiss  to  Lord  Kitchener. 

CINDERELLA.     She  's  the  one  that  docs  most  of  the  talking. 

POLICEMAN  (who  is  getting  friendly).  I  suppose  that  other 
box  is  an  empty. 

(CINDERELLA'S  mouth  closes.) 
Is  that  box  empty  ? 

CINDERELLA.      It 's  not  exactly  empty. 

POLICEMAN.     What 's  inside  ? 

CINDERELLA.     She  's  the  littlest. 

(The  children  exchange  glances^  and  she  is  severe.) 
Couchy. 

(They  disappear.) 

POLICEMAN.     An  ally  ? 

CINDERELLA.     She  's — she  's — Swiss. 

POLICEMAN  (lowering).     Now  then  ! 

CINDERELLA.  She  's  not  exactly  Swiss.  You  can  guess  now 
what  she  is. 

POLICEMAN  (grave).     This  puts  me  in  a  very  difficult  position. 

CINDERELLA  (beginning  to  cry).  Nobody  would  take  her. 
She  was  left  over.  I  tried  not  to  take  her.  I  'm  a  patriot,  I 
am.  But  there  she  was — left  over — and  her  so  terrible  little — 
I  couldn't  help  taking  her. 

POLICEMAN.  I  dunno.  (Quite  unfairly)  If  her  folk  had 
been  in  your  place  and  you  in  hers,  they  would  have  shown 
neither  mercy  nor  pity  for  you. 
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CINDERELLA  (stoutly).     That  makes  no  difference. 

POLICEMAN  (was  this  the  great  moment  ?).  I  think  there  's 
something  uncommon  about  you. 

CINDERELLA  (pleased).     About  me  ? 

POLICEMAN.     I  suppose  she  's  sleeping  ? 

CINDERELLA.     Not  her  ! 

POLICEMAN.     What 's  she  doing  ? 

CINDERELLA.     She  's  strafing  ! 

POLICEMAN.     Who  's  she  strafing  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Very  likely  you.  She  misses  nobody.  You 
see  I  've  put  some  barb-wire  round  her  box. 

POLICEMAN.     I  see  now. 

CINDERELLA.  It 's  not  really  barb-wire.  It 's  worsted.  I  was 
feared  the  wire  would  hurt  her.  But  it  just  makes  a  difference. 

POLICEMAN.      How  do  the  others  get  on  with  her  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  makes  them  get  on  with  her.  Of  course 
there  's  tongues  out,  and  little  things  like  that. 

POLICEMAN.     Were  the  foreign  children  shy  of  you  at  first  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Not  as  soon  as  they  heard  my  name.  '  Oh, 
arc  you  Cinderella  ?  '  they  said,  in  their  various  languages — 
and  *  when  's  the  ball  ?  '  they  said. 

POLICEMAN.     Somebody  must  have  telled  them  about  you. 

CINDERELLA  (happy).  Not  here.  They  had  heard  about 
me  in  their  foreign  lands.  Everybody  knows  Cinderella  :  it 's 
fine.  Even  her  (indicating  the  German  box) — the  moment  I 
mentioned  my  name — *  Where  's  your  ugly  sisters  ? '  says  she, 
looking  round. 

POLICEMAN.  Sisters  ?  It 's  new  to  me,  your  having  sisters. 
(He  produces  his  note-book.) 

CINDERELLA  (uneasily).  It 's  kind  of  staggering  to  me,  too. 
I  haven't  been  able  to  manage  them  yet,  but  they  '11  be  at  the 
ball. 

POLICEMAN.     It 's  queer. 

CINDERELLA.      It  is  queer. 

POLICEMAN  (sitting  down  with  her).  How  do  you  know  this 
ball 's  to-night  ? 

CINDERELLA.  It  had  to  be  some  night  You  see,  after  I 
closes  my  business  I  have  chats  with  the  children  about  things, 
and  naturally  it 's  mostly  about  the  ball.  I  put  it  off  as  long  as 
I  could,  but  it  had  to  be  some  night — and  this  is  the  night. 
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POLICEMAN.     You  mean  it 's  make-believe  ? 

CINDERELLA  (almost  fiercely).     None  of  that  ! 

POLICEMAN  (shaking  his  head).     I  don't  like  it. 

CINDERELLA  (shining).  You  wouldn't  say  that  if  you  heard 
the  blasts  on  the  trumpet  and  loud  roars  of  *  Make  way  for  the 
Lady  Cinderella  !  ' 

(Three  heads  pop  up  again.) 

POLICEMAN.      Lady  ? 

CINDERELLA  (in  a  tremble  of  exultation).  That 's  me. 
That 's  what  you  're  called  at  royal  balls.  Then  loud  huzzas 
is  heard  outside  from  the  excited  popu-lace,  for  by  this  time  the 
fame  of  my  beauty  has  spread  like  wild-fire  through  the  streets, 
and  folks  is  hanging  out  at  windows  and  climbing  lamp-posts 
to  catch  a  sight  of  me. 

(Delight  of  the  children.) 

POLICEMAN.      My  sakes,  you  see  the  whole  thing  clear  ! 

CINDERELLA.  I  see  it  from  beginning  to  end — like  as  if  I 
could  touch  it — the  gold  walls  and  the  throne,  and  the  lamp- 
posts and  the  horses.  * 

POLICEMAN.     The  horses  ? 

CINDERELLA.  .  .  .  Well,  the  competitors.  The  speeches 
— everything.  If  only  I  had  my  invite  !  That  wasn't  a  knock 
at  the  door,  was  it  ? 

POLICEMAN  (so  carried  away  that  he  goes  to  see).     No. 

CINDERELLA  (vindictively).  I  dare  say  that  flunkey  's  sitting 
drinking  in  some  public-house. 

(Here  MARIE-THERESE  and  GLADYS,  who  have  been  com- 
municating across  their  boxes,  politely  invite  the  POLICEMAN 
to  go  away.) 

MARIE.     Bonne  nuit,  Monsieur. 

GLADYS.     Did  you  say  you  was  going,  Mister  ? 

POLICEMAN.     They  're  wonderful  polite. 

CINDERELLA.  I  doubt  that 's  not  politeness.  The  naughtier 
— they  're  asking  you  to  go  away. 

POLICEMAN.      Oh  !      (He  rises  ivith  hauteur.) 

CINDERELLA.  You  see  we  're  to  have  a  bite  of  supper  before 
I  start — to  celebrate  the  night. 

POLICEMAN.  Supper  with  the  kids  !  When  I  was  a  kid  in 
the  country  at  Badgery You  've  done  it  again  ! 

CINDERELLA.       Done  what  ? 
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POLICEMAN  (with  that  strange  fee/ing  of  being  at  home).     I 
suppose  I  would  be  in  the  way  ? 

CINDERELLA.     There  's  not  very  much  to  eat.     There  's  just 
one  for  each. 

POLICEMAN.      I  'vc  had  my  supper. 

CINDERELLA  (seeing  her  way).     Have  you  ?     Then  I  would 
be  very  pleased  if  you  would  stay. 
POLICEMAN.     Thank  you  kindly. 

(She  prepares  the  table  for  the  feast.  Eyes  sparkle  from 
the  boxes.) 

CINDERELLA  (shining).     This  is  the  first  party  we  Ve  ever 
had.     Please  keep  an  eye  on  the  door  in  case  there  's  a  knock. 

(She  darts  into  her  bedroom,  and  her  charges  are  more  at 
their  ease.) 

MARIE  (sitting  up>  the  letter  to  display  her  night-gown).      Mon- 
sieur, Monsieur,  voila  ! 

GLADYS.      Cinderella  made  it  out  of  watching  a  shop  window. 
POLICEMAN  (like  one  who  has  known  his  hostess  from  infancy). 
Just  like  hffr. 

MARIE  (holding  up  a  finger  that  is  adorned  with  a  ring).      Mon- 
sieur ! 

GLADYS  (more  practical).     The  fire  's  going  out. 
POLICEMAN  (recklessly}.      In  with  another  penny.     (He  feeds 
the  fire  with  that  noble  coin.}     Fellow  allies,  I  'm  going  to  take 
a  peep  into  the  German  trench  !     Hah  ! 

(He  stealthily  mounts  a  chair  and  puts  his  hand  into  GRET- 
CHEN'S  box.  Jf'e  must  presume  that  it  is  bitten  h  the 
invisible  occupant,  for  he  withdraws  it  hurriedly  to  the 
hearty  delight  of  the  spectators.  This  mirth  changes  to 
rapture  as  CINDERELLA  makes  a  conceited  entrance  carrying 
a  jug  of  milk  and  five  hot  potatoes  in  their  jackets.  Hand- 
somely laden  as  she  is,  it  is  her  attire  that  calls  forth  the 
applause.  She  is  now  wearing  the  traditional  short  brown 
dress  0/ CINDERELLA,  and  her  hair  hangs  loose.  She  tries 
to  look  modest.} 

CINDERELLA  (displaying  herself).     What  do  you  think  ? 
POLICEMAN    (again    in    Badgery).     Great  !     Turn    round. 
And  1  suppose  you  made  it  yourself  out  of  a  shop  window  ? 

CINDFRELLA.     No,  we  didn't  need  no  shop  window  ;   we  all 
know  exactly  what  T  wear  when  the  knock  comes. 
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GLADYS.     Of  course  we  does. 

(A  potato  is  passed  up  to  each  and  a  cup  of  milk  between  two. 
There  is  also  a  delicious  saucerful  of  melted  lard  into  which 
they  dip.  GRETCHEN  is  now  as  much  in  evidence  as  the 
others,  and  quite  as  attractive  ;  the  fun  becomes  fast  and 
furious.) 

CINDERELLA  (to  POLICEMAN).        A  potato  ? 

POLICEMAN.     No,  I  thank  you. 

CINDERELLA.     Just  a  snack  ? 

POLICEMAN.     Thank  you. 
(She  shares  with  him.) 

CINDERELLA.     A  little  dip  ? 

POLICEMAN.     No,  I  thank  you. 

CINDERELLA.     Just  to  look  friendly. 

POLICEMAN.      I  thank  you.     (Dipping)  To  you,  Cinderella. 

CINDERELLA.      I  thank  you. 

POLICEMAN  (proposing  a  toast).     The  King  ! 

CINDERELLA  (rather  consciously).      And  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

GLADYS.     And  father. 

POLICEMAN.  The  King,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  father. 
(The  toast  is  drunk ,  dipped  and  eaten  with  acclamation. 
GLADYS,  uninvited,  recites  '  The  Mariners  of  England.9 
MARIE-THERESE  follows  (without  waiting  for  the  end)  with 
the l  Marseillaise,  and  GRETCUEWputs  out  her  tongue  at  both. 
Our  POLICEMAN  having  intimated  that  he  desires  to  propose 
another  toast  of  a  more  lengthy  character,  the  children  are 
lifted  down  and  placed  in  their  night-gowns  at  the  table.) 

POLICEMAN  (suddenly  becoming  nervous).  I  have  now  the 
honour  to  propose  Absent  Friends. 

GLADYS  (with  an  inspiration  to  which  MARIE-THERESE  bows 
elegantly).  Vive  la  France  ! 

POLICEMAN.  I  mean  our  friends  at  the  Front.  And  they 
have  their  children,  too.  Your  boxes  we  know  about,  but  I 
dare  say  there  's  many  similar  and  even  queerer  places,  where  the 
children,  the  smallest  of  our  allies,  are  sleeping  this  night  within 
the  sound  of  shells. 

MARIE.     La  petite  Belgique.     La  pauvre  enfant  ! 

DELPHINE  (proudly).      Me  ! 

POLICEMAN.     So  here  's  to  Absent  Friends 

GLADYS  (with  another  inspiration).     Absent  Boxes  ! 
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POLICEMAN.  Absent  Boxes.  And  there  's  a  party  we  know 
aboftt  who  would  like  uncommon  to  have  the  charge  of  the  lot 
of  them — (looking  at  CINDERELLA).  And  I  couples  the  toast 
with  the  name  of  the  said  party. 

CINDERELLA  (giving  a  pennyworth  for  nothing].  Kind  friends, 
it  would  be  pretending  of  me  not  to  let  on  that  I  know  I  am 
the  party  spoke  of  by  the  last  speaker — and  very  kind  he  is. 
When  I  look  about  me  and  sec  just  four  boxes  I  am  a  kind 
of  shamed,  but  it  wasn't  very  convenient  to  me  to  have  more. 
1  will  now  conclude  by  saying  I  wish  I  was  the  old  woman 
that  lived  in  a  shoe,  and  it  doesn't  matter  how  many  I  had  I 
would  have  known  fine  what  to  do.  The  end. 

(After  further  diversion}.  It's  a  fine  party,  i  hope  your 
potato  is  mealy  ? 

POLICEMAN.      I  never  had  a  better  tatie. 

CINDERELLA.      Don't  spare  the  skins. 

POLICEMAN.      But  you  're  eating  nothing  yourself. 

CINDERELLA.  I  'm  not  hungry.  And,  of  course,  I  '11  be 
expected  to*take  a  bite  at  the  ball. 

(This  reminder  of  the  ball  spoils  the  POLICEMAN'S  enjoy- 
ment.) 

POLICEMAN.      I  wish — you  wasn't  so  sure  of  the  ball. 

GLADYS  (in  defence).     Why  shouldn't  she  not  be  sure  of  it  r 

DELPHINE.      Pourquoi,  Monsieur  ? 

CINDERELLA  (rather  hotly).      Don't  say  things  like  that  here. 

MARIE.      Has  Monsieur  by  chance  seen  Godmamma  coming  r 

POLICEMAN.     Godmamma  ? 

CINDERELLA.  That 's  my  Godmother  ;  she  brings  my  ball 
dress  and  a  carriage  with  four  ponies. 

GLADYS.     Then  away  she  goes  to  the  ball — hooray — hooray  ! 

CINDERELLA.  It 's  all  perfectly  simple  once  Godmother 
comes. 

POLICEMAN  (with  unconscious  sarcasm).  I  can  see  she 's 
important. 

CINDERELLA  (with  the  dreadful  sinking  that  comes  to  her  at 
times).  You  think  she  '11  come,  don't  you  ? 

POLICEMAN.  Cinderella,  your  hand  's  burning — and  in  this 
cold  room. 

CINDERELLA.     Say  you  think  she  '11  come. 

POLICEMAN.      I — well,  I  ...    I  ... 

02 
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GLADYS  (imploringly}.     Say  it,  Mister  ! 

DELPIIINE  (begging).      Monsieur  !     Monsieur  ! 

MARIE.     If  it  is  that  you  love  me,  Monsieur  ! 

POLICEMAN  (in  distress).  I  question  if  there  was  ever  before 
a  member  of  the  Force  in  such  a  position.  (Yielding]  I 
expect  she  '11  come. 

(This  settles  it  in  the  opinion  of  the  children,  but  their  eyes 
are  too  bright  for  such  a  late  houry  and  they  are  ordered  to 
bed.  Our  POLICEMAN  replaces  them  in  their  boxes.) 

CINDERELLA.     One — two — three  .  .  .  conchy  ! 
(They  disappear.) 

POLICEMAN  (awkwardly  and  trying  to  hedge).  Of  course  this 
is  an  out-of-the-way  little  street  for  a  Godmother  to  find. 

CINDERELLA.  Yes,  I  Vc  thought  of  that.  I  'd  best  go  and 
hang  about  outside  ;  she  would  know  me  by  my  dress. 

POLICEMAN  (hastily).  I  wouldn't  do  that.  It 's  a  cold 
night.  (He  wanders  about  the  room  eyeing  her  sideways.}  Balls 
is  always  late  things. 

CINDERELLA.  I  'm  none  so  sure.  In  war-time,  you  see, 
with  the  streets  so  dark  and  the  King  so  kind,  it  would  be  just 
like  him  to  begin  early  and  close  at  ten  instead  of  twelve.  I 
must  leave  before  twelve.  If  I  don't,  there  's  terrible  disasters 
happens. 

POLICEMAN  (unable  to  follow  this).  The  ball  might  be  put 
off  owing  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  being  in  France. 

CINDERELLA.  He  catched  the  last  boat.  I  '11  go  out  and 
watch. 

POLICEMAN  (desperate).  Stay  where  you  are,  and — and  I  '11 
have  a  look  for  her. 

CINDERELLA.     You  're  too  kind. 

POLICEMAN.  Not  at  all.  I  must  be  stepping  at  any  ra<e. 
If  I  can  lay  hands  on  her  I  '11  march  her  here,  though  I  have 
to  put  the  handcuffs  on  her. 

GLADYS  (looking  up).      I  think  I  heard  a  knock  ! 

(The  POLICEMAN  looks  out,  shades  his  head,  and  finally 
departs  after  a  queer  sort  of  handshake  with  MISS  THING.) 

CINDERELLA.      He  's  a  nice  man. 

GLADYS.      Have  you  known  him  long  ? 

CINDERELLA  (thinking  it  out).  A  longish  time.  He  's  head 
of  the  secret  police  ;  him  and  me  used  to  play  together  as 
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children  down  in  Badgery.  His  folks  live  in  a  magnificent 
castle  with  two  doors.  (She  becomes  a  little  bewildered.)  I  'm 
all  mixed  up. 

(The  children  are  soon  asleep.  She  wanders  aimlessly  to 
the  door.  The  wall  closes  on  the  little  room,  and  we  now 
see  her  standing  in  the  street.  Our  PO  LICK  MAN  returns 
and  flashes  his  lantern  on  her.) 

CINDERELLA.        It  *S  you   ! 

POLICEMAN.  It 's  me.  But  there 's  no  Godmother. 
There's  not  a  soul  .  .  .  No.  .  .  .  Good-night,  Cinderella, 
Go  inside. 

CINDERELLA  (doggedly).  Not  me  !  I  don't  feel  the  cold — 
not  much.  And  one  has  to  take  risks  to  get  a  Prince.  The 
only  thing  I  'm  feared  about  is  my  feet.  If  they  was  to  swell  I 
mightn't  be  able  to  get  the  slippers  on,  and  he  would  have 
naught  to  do  with  me. 

POLICEMAN,  What  slippers  ?  If  you  won't  go  back,  I  '11 
stop  here  with  you. 

CINDEREJ^A  No,  I  think  there 's  more  chance  of  her 
coining  if  I  'm  alone. 

POLICEMAN.      I  'm  very  troubled  about  you. 

CINDERELLA  (wistfully).  Do  you  think  I  'm  just  a  liar  ? 
Maybe  1  am.  You  see  I  'm  all  mixed  up.  I  'm  sore  in  need 
of  somebody  to  help  me  out. 

POLICEMAN.      I  would  do  it  if  I  could. 

CINDERELLA.  I  'm  sure.  (Anxiously)  Are  you  good  at 
riddles  ? 

(He  shakes  his  head.) 

There  's  always  a  riddle  before  you  can  marry  into  a  royal 
family. 

VOLICEMAN  (with  increased  gloom).  The  whole  thing  seems 
to  be  most  terrible  difficult. 

CINDERELLA.        Yes.    .    .    .     Good-Hlght. 

POLICEMAN.     You  won't  let  me  stay  with  you  ? 

CINDERELLA.        No. 

(He  puts  his  lantern  on  the  ground  beside  her.) 
What 's  that  for  ? 

POLICEMAN  (humbly).  It's  just  a  sort  of  guard  for  you. 
(He  takes  off  his  muffler  and  puts  it  several  times  round  her  neck.} 

CINDERELLA.       Nice  ! 
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POLICEMAN.       Good  luck. 

(She  finds  it  easiest  just  to  nod  in  reply.) 
I  wish  1  was  a  Prince. 

CINDERELLA  (suddenly  struck  by  the  idea}.  You  're  kind  of 
like  him. 

(lie  goes  away.  She  sits  down  on  the  step  to  wait.  She 
shivers.  She  takes  the  muffler  off  her  neck  and  winds  it 
round  her  more  valuable  feet.  She  falls  asleep. 

Darkness  comes,  and  snow.     From  somewhere  behiud, 
ihe  shadowy  figure  of  CINDERELLA'S  Godmother,  beautiful 
in  a  Red  dross  nurse9 s  uniform^  is  seen  looking  benignantly 
on  the  waif.     CINDERELLA  is  just  a  little  vague  huddled 
form — there  is  no  movement.) 
GODMOTHER.     Cinderella,  my  little  godchild  ! 
CINDERELLA    (with    eyes    unopening).     Is    that    you.    God- 
mother ? 

GODMOTHER.  It  is  I  ;  my  poor  god-daughter  is  all  mixed 
up,  and  I  have  come  to  help  her  out. 

CINDERELLA.  You  have  been  long  in  comi*,g.  I  very 
near  gave  you  up. 

GODMOTHER.  Sweetheart,  I  couldn't  come  sooner,  because 
in  these  days,  you  know,  even  the  fairy  godmother  is  with 
the  Red  Cross. 

CINDERELLA.  Was  that  the  reason  ?  I  sec  now  ;  I  thought 
perhaps  you  kept  away  because  I  wasn't  a  good  girl. 

GODMOTHER.  You  have  been  a  good  brave  girl  ;  I  am 
well  pleased  with  my  darling  godchild. 

CINDERELLA.     It  is  fine  to  be  called  darling  ;   it  heats  me  up. 
1  've  been  wearying  for  it,  Godmother.     Life  's  a  kind  of  hard. 
GODMOTHER.     It  will  always  be  hard  to  you,  Cinderella. 
I  can't  promise  you  anything  else. 

CINDERELLA.  I  don't  suppose  I  could  have  my  three  wishes, 
Godmother. 

GODMOTHER.  I  am  not  very  powerful  in  these  days, 
Cinderella  ;  but  what  are  your  wishes  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  would  like  fine  to  have  my  ball,  God- 
mother. 

GODMOTHER.     Y'ou  shall  have  your  ball. 
CINDERELLA.     I  would  like  to  nurse  the  wounded. 
GODMOTHER.     You  shall  nurse  the  wounded. 
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CINDERELLA.     I  would  like  to  be  loved  by  the  man  of  my 

choice,  Godmother. 

GODMOTHER.     You  shall  be  loved  by  the  man  of  your  choice. 
CINDERELLA.     Thank  you  kindly.     The  ball  first,  if  you 

please,  and  could  you  squeeze  in  the  children  so  that  they  may 

see  me  in  my  glory  ? 

GODMOTHER.      Now  let  this  be  my  down-trodden  godchild's 

ball,  not  as  balls  are,  but  as  they  arc  conceived  to  be  in  a  little 

chamber  in  Cinderella's  head. 

(She  fades  from  sight.  In  the  awful  stillness  we  can  now 
hear  the  tiny  clatter  of  horses  infinitely  small  and  infinitely 
far  off.  It  is  the  equipage  of  CINDERELLA.  Then  an 
unearthly  trumpet  sounds  thrice,  and  the  darkness  is  blown 
away. 

It  is  the  night  of  the  most  celebrated  ball  in  history,  and 
we  see  it  through  our  heroine's  eyes.  She  has,  as  it  were, 
made  everything  with  her  own  hands,  from  the  cloths  of 
gold  tjj  the  ices. 

Nearly  everything  in  the  ball-room  is  of  gold ;  it  ^vas  only 
with  an  effort  that  she  checked  herself  from  dabbing  gold  on 
the  regal  countenances.  Tou  can  see  that  she  has  not  passed 
by  gin-palaces  without  thinking  about  them.  The  walls  and 
furniture  are  so  golden  that  you  have  but  to  lean  against 
them  to  acquire  a  competency.  There  is  a  golden  throne 
with  gold  cloths  on  it,  and  the  royal  seats  are  three  golden 
rocking-chairs ;  there  would  be  a  fourth  golden  rocking-chair 
if  it  were  not  that  CINDERELLA  does  not  want  you  to  guess 
where  she  is  to  sit.  These  chairs  are  stuffed  to  a  golden 
corpulency.  The  panoply  of  the  throne  is  about  twenty  feet 
high — each  foot  of  pure  gold  ;  and  nested  on  the  top  of  it  is 
a  golden  reproduction  of  the  grandest  thing  CINDERELLA  has 
ever  seen — the  private  box  of  a  theatre.  In  this  box  sit, 
wriggle,  and  sprawl  the  four  children  in  their  night-gowns, 
leaning  over  the  golden  parapet  as  if  to  the  manner  born  and 
carelessly  kicking  nuggets  out  of  it.  They  are  shouting, 
pointing,  and  otherwise  behaving  badly,  eating  oranges  out 
of  paper  bags,  then  blowing  out  the  bags  and  bursting  them. 
The  superb  scene  is  lit  by  four  street  lamps  with  red  glass. 
Dancing  is  going  on  :  the  ladies  all  in  white,  the  gentlemen 
in  black  with  swords.  If  you  were  unused  to  royal  balls 
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you  would  think  every  one  of  these  people  was  worth,  de- 
scribing separately  ;  but,  compared  to  what  is  coming,  it 
may  be  said  that  CINDERELLA  has  merely  pushed  them  on 
with  her  lovely  foot.  They  are  her  idea  of  courtiers,  and 
have  anxious  expressions  as  if  they  knew  she  was  watching 
them.  They  have  character  in  the  lump,  if  we  may  put  it 
that  way,  but  none  individually.  Thus  one  cannot  smile  or 
sigh,  for  instance,  without  all  the  others  smiling  or  sighing. 
At  night  they  are  probably  snuffed  out  like  candles  and  put 
away  in  boxes  from  which  golden  hands  rouse  them  for 
the  next  festivity.  As  children  they  were  not  like  this  ; 
they  had  genuine  personal  traits,  but  these  have  gradually 
been  blotted  out  as  they  basked  in  royal  favour  ;  thus,  if 
the  KING  wipes  his  glasses  they  all  pretend  that  their 
glasses  need  wiping,  and  when  the  QUEEN  lets  her  hand- 
kerchief fall  they  all  stoop  loyally  to  pick  up  their  own, 
which  they  carry  for  that  very  purpose. 

Down  the  golden  steps  at  the  back  comes  the   LORD 
MAYOR,  easily  recognisable  by  his  enormous  chain.] 
LORD  MAYOR.     O  yes,  O  yes,  make  way  every  one  for  the 

Lord  Mayor — namely  myself. 

(They  all  make  way  for  him.      Two  black  boys  fling  open 
lovely  curtains.} 
O  yes,  O  yes,  make  way  every  one,  and  also  myself,  for  Lord 

Times. 

(This  is  a  magnificent  person  created  by  CINDERELLA  on 
learning  from  MR.  BODIE  that  the  press  is  all-powerful  and 
that  the  '  Times  '  is  the  press.  He  carries  one  hand  behind 
his  back,  as  if  it  might  be  too  risky  to  show  the  whole  of  him- 
self at  once,  and  it  is  noticeable  that  as  he  walks  his  feet  do 
not  quite  touch  the  ground.  He  is  the  only  person  whot  is 
not  a  little  staggered  by  the  amount  of  gold  :  you  almost  feel 
that  he  thinks  there  is  not  quite  enough  of  it.  He  very 
nearly  sits  down  on  one  of  the  royal  rocking-chairs  ;  and  the 
LORD  MAYOR,  looking  red  and  unhappy,  and  as  if  he  had  now 
done  for  himself >  has  to  whisper  to  him  that  the  seats  under 
the  throne  are  reserved.} 
O  yes,  O  yes,  make  way  for  the  Censor. 

(CINDERELLA  has  had  a  good  deal  of  trouble  over  this  person, 
of  whom  she  has  heard  a  great  deal  in  war-time,  without 
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meeting  any  one  who  can  tell  her  what  he  is  like.      She  has 
done  her  best,  and  he  is  long  and  black  and  thin,  dressed  as 
tightly  as  a  fish,  and  carries  an  executioner's  axe.     All  pill 
back  from  him  in  fear,  except  LORD  TIMES,  who  takes  a  step 
forward,  and  then  the  CENSOR/^//?  back.) 
O  yes,  O  yes,  make  way  everybody  for  his  Royal  Highness 
the  King,  and  his  good  lady  the  Queen. 

(The  KING  and  QUEEN  are  attired  like  their  portraits  on 
playing  cards,  who  arc  the  only  royalties  CINDERELLA  has 
seen,  and  they  advance  grandly  to  their  roc  king-chairs,  loo  king 
as  if  they  thought  the  whole  public  was  dirt,  but  not  so  much 
despised  dirt  as  dirt  with  good  points.  LORD  TIMES  fixes 
them  ivith  his  eye,  and  the  KING  hastily  crosses  and  shakes 
hands  with  hi?n.) 

O  yes,  O  yes,  make  way  every  one,  except  the  King,  and 
Queen,  and  Lord  Times,  for  His  Highness  Prince  Hard-to- 
Please. 

(The  heir  apparent  comes,  preceded  by  trumpeters.  His 
dresT  may  a  little  resemble  that  of  the  extraordinary  youth 
seen  by  CINDERELLA  in  her  only  pantomime,  but  what  quite 
takes  our  breath  away  is  his  likeness  to  our  POLICEMAN. 
If  the  ball  had  taken  place  a  night  earlier  it  may  be  hazarded 
that  the  PRINCE  would  have  presented  quite  a  different  face. 
It  is  as  //CINDERELLA'S  views  of  his  personality  had  under- 
gone some  unaccountable  change,  confusing  even  to  herself, 
and  for  a  moment  the  whole  scene  rocks,  the  street  lamps 
wink,  and  odd  shadows  stalk  among  the  courtiers,  shadows 
of  MR.  JSODIE,  MARION,  and  the  party  in  an  unfinished  coat, 
who  have  surely  no  right  to  be  here.  This  is  only  momen- 
tarily ;  then  the  palace  steadies  itself  again. 

The  KING  rises y  and  in  stately  manner  addresses  his  guests 

in  the  words  CINDERELLA  conceives  to  be  proper  to  his  royal 

mouth.     As  he  stands  waiting  superbly  for  the  applause  to 

cease,  he  holds  on  to  a  strap  hanging  conveniently  above  his 

head.      To  CINDERELLA  strap-hanging  on  the  Underground 

has  been  a  rare  and  romantic  privilege.) 

KING.     My  loyal  subjects,  all  'ail  !    I  am  as  proud  of  you  as 

you  are  of  me.     It  gives  me  and  my  good  lady  much  pleasure 

to  see  you  'ere  by  special  invite,  feasting  at  our  expense.     There 

is  a  paper  bag  for  each,  containing  two  sandwiches,  buttered  on 


432  A  Kiss  FOR  CINDERELLA  [ACT  n. 

both  sides,  a  piece  of  cake,  a  hard-boiled  egg,  and  an  orange*  or 
a  banana. 

(The  cheers  of  the  delighted  courtiers  gratify  him,  but  the 
vulgar  children  over  his  head  continue  their  rub-a-dub  on  the 
parapet  until  he  glares  up  at  them.  Even  then  they  continue.) 

Ladies  and  Gents  all,  pleasant  though  it  is  to  fill  up  with  good 
victuals,  that  is  not  the  chief  object  of  this  royal  invite.  We  are 
'ere  for  a  solemn  purpose,  namely,  to  find  a  mate  for  our  noble 
son.  All  the  Beauties  are  waiting  in  the  lobby  :  no  wonder  he 
is  excited. 

(All  look  at  the  PRINCE,  who  is  rocting  and  yawning.) 
He  will  presently  wake  up  ;   but  first  I  want  to  say — (here  he 
becomes  conscious  of  LORD  TIMES).     What  is  it  ? 

LORD  TIMES.     Less  talk. 

KING.     Certainly.     (He  sits  down.) 

PRINCE  (encouraged  to  his  feet  by  various  royal  nudges).  My 
liege  King  and  Queen-Mother,  you  can  have  the  competitors 
brought  in,  and  I  will  take  a  look  at  them  ;  but  I  have  no  hope. 
My  curse  is  this,  that  I  am  a  scoffer  about  females.  '  I  can  play 
with  them  for  an  idle  hour  and  then  cast  them  from  me  even 
as  I  cast  this  banana  skin.  I  can  find  none  so  lovely  that  I  may 
love  her  for  aye  from  the  depths  of  my  passionate  heart.  I  am 
so  blasted  particular.  O  yes  !  O  yes  !  (He  sits  down  and 
looks  helpless.) 

KING  (undismayed).     All  ready  ? 

(The  LORD  MAYOR  boWS.) 

All  is  ready,  my  son. 

PRINCE  (bored).     Then  let  loose  the  Beauts. 

(To  heavenly  music  from  the  royal  hurdy-gurdies  the 
Beauties  descend  the  stairs,  one  at  a  time.  There  are  a 
do%en  of  the  fine  creatures^  in  impudent  confections  such  PS 
CINDERELLA  has  seen  in  papers  in  MR.  BODIE'S  studio  ; 
some  of  them  with  ropes  of  hair  hanging  down  their  proud 
backs  as  she  has  seen  them  in  a  hair-dresser* }s  window.  As 
we  know,  she  has  once  looked  on  at  a  horse  show,  and  this 
has  coloured  her  conception  of  a  competition  for  a  prince. 
The  ladies  prance  round  the  ball-room  like  high-stepping 
steeds ;  it  is  evident  that  CINDERELLA  has  had  them  fed 
immediately  before  releasing  them  ;  her  pride  is  to  show 
them  at  their  very  best,  and  then  to  challenge  them. 
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They  paw  the  floor  wantonly  until  LORD  TIMES  steps 
forward.     Peace  thus  restored,  HIS  MAJESTY  proceeds.} 
KING.     The  first  duty  of  a  royal  consort  being  to  be^W,  the 
test  of  goodness  will  now  be  applied  by  the  Lord   Mayor. 
Every  competitor  who  does  not  pass  in  goodness  will  be  made 
short  work  of. 

(Several  ladies  quake,   and  somewhere   or  other  unseen 

CINDERELLA  is  chuckling.} 

ONE  OF  THE  STEEDS.      I  wasn't  told  about  this.      It  isn't  fair. 

LORD  MAYOR  (darkly).      If  your  Grace  wishes  to  withdraw — 
(She  stamps.) 

KING.     The  Lord  Mayor  will  now  apply  the  test. 

LORD  MAYOR  (to  a  gold  PAGE).  The  therm-mo-ometers,  boy. 
{A  whole  boxful  of  thermometers  is  presented  to  him  by  the 
PAGE  on  bended  knee.  The  LORD  MAYOR  is  now  in  his 
element.  He  has  ridden  in  gold  coaches  and  knows  what 
hussies  young  women  often  are.  To  dainty  music  he  trips 
up  the  line  of  Beauties  and  pops  a  tube  into  each  pouting 
moutn.  The  competitors  circle  around,  showing  their  paces 
while  he  stands,  watch  in  hand,  giving  them  ttvo  minutes. 
Then  airily  he  withdraws  the  tubes  ;  he  is  openly  gleeful 
when  he  finds  sinners.  Twice  he  is  in  doubt,  it  is  a  very 
near  thing,  and  he  has  to  consult  the  KING  in  whispers  :  the 
KING  takes  the  QUEEN  aside,  to  whisper  behind  the  door  as 
it  were  ;  then  they  both  look  at  LORD  TIMES,  who,  without 
even  stepping  forward,  says  '  No  ' — and  the  doubtfuls  are 
at  once  bundled  out  of  the  chamber  with  the  certainties. 
Royalty  sighs,  and  the  courtiers  sigh  and  the  LORD  MAYOR 
sighs  in  a  perfunctory  way,  but  there  is  a  tossing  of  ?nanes 
from  the  Eeauties  who  have  scraped  through.} 

.KING  (stirring  up  the  PRINCE,  who  has  fallen  asleep}.      Our 
Royal  Bud  will  now  graciously  deign  to  pick  out  a  few  pobsibles. 
(His  Royal  Highness  yawns.} 

LORD  MAYOR  (obsequiously}.      If  your  Highness  would  like  a 
little  assistance 

PRINCE  (you  never  know  how  they  will  take  things}.     We  shall 
do  this  for  ourselves,  my  good  fellow. 

(He  smacks  the  LORD  MAYOR'S  face  with  princely  elegance. 
The  LORD  MAYOR  takes  this  as  <i  favour,  and  the  courtiers 
gently  smack  each  other* s  faces,  and  are  very  proud  to  be 
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there.  The  PRINCE  moves  languidly  down  the  line  of 
Beauties  considering  their  charms,  occasionally  nodding 
approval  but  more  often  screwing  up  his  nose.  The  courtiers 
stand  ready  with  nods  or  noses.  Several  ladies  think  they 
have  been  chosen,  but  he  has  only  brought  them  into  promi- 
nence to  humiliate  them  ;  he  suddenly  says  '  Good-bye?  and 
they  have  to  go,  while  he  is  convulsed  with  merriment.  He 
looks  sharply  at  the  courtiers  to  sec  if  they  are  convulsed  also , 
and  most  of  them  are  ;  the  others  are  flung  out.} 

QUEEN  (hanging  on  to  her  strap}.  Does  our  Royal  one  ex- 
perience no  palpitation  at  all  ? 

PRINCE  (sleepily}.     Ah  me,  ah  me  ! 

LORD  TIMES  (irritated).  You  are  well  called  'Ard-to- Please. 
You  would  turn  up  your  nose  at  a  lady  though  she  were  shaped 
like  Apollo's  bow. 

(The  PRINCE  shrugs  his  shoulder  to  indicate  that  love  cannot 
be  forced.} 

LORD  MAYOR  (darkly}.  And  now  we  come  to  the  severer  test. 
(With  a  neat  action ,  rather  like  taking  a  lid  ojf  a  pot,  the 
LORD  MAYOR  lets  it  be  known  to  the  ladies  that  they  must 
now  lift  their  skirts  to  show  their  feet.  When  this  de- 
vastating test  is  concluded^  there  are  'only  two  competitors 
left  in  the  room.} 

LORD  TIMES  (almost  as  if  he  were  thinking  of  himself  }.  Can't 
have  Two. 

(Cards  such  as  CINDERELLA  saw  at  the  horse  show,  with 
c  1st,' '  2nd,'  and  *  yd y  on  them,  are  handed  to  the  PRINCE. 
Like  one  well  used  to  such  proceedings,  he  pins  ind  and  ^rd 
into  the  ladies'  bodices.} 

QUEEN  (gloomily).     But  still  no  first. 

(The  children  applaud ;  they  have  been  interfering  re- 
peatedly.) 

KING.      Come,  come,  proud  youth,  you  feel  no  palps  at  all  ? 

PRINCE.     Not  a  palp.      Perhaps  for  a  moment  this  one's 

nose — that  one's  cock  of  the  head But  it  has  passed. 

(He  drearily  resumes  his  rocking-chair.  No  one  seems  to 
know  what  to  do  next.) 

MARIE  (to  the  rescue).  The  two  Ugly  Sisters  !  Monsieur 
le  Roi,  the  two  Ugly  Sisters  !  (She  points  derisively  at  the 
winners.) 
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JCING  (badgered).  How  did  these  children  get  their  invites  ? 
(This  is  another  thing  that  no  one  knows.  Once  more  the 
room  rocks ,  and  MR.  BODIE  passes  across  it  as  if  looking  for 
some  one.  Then  a  growing  clamour  is  heard  outside. 
Bugles  sound.  The  LORD  MAYOR  goes,  and  returns  with 
strange  news.} 
LORD  MAYOR.  Another  competitor,  my  King.  Make  way 

for  the  Lady  Cinderella. 

KING.      Cinderella  ?      1  don't  know  her. 

GLADYS  (nearly  falling  out  of  the  box}.     You  '11  soon  know 

her.     Now  you  '11  sec  !     Somebody  wake  the  Prince  up  ! 

(The  portals  are  flung  open,  and  CINDERFLL  A  is  seen  alight- 
ing from  her  lovely  equipage,  which  we  will  not  describe 
because  some  one  has  described  it  before.  But  note  the  little 
wagg/e  of  her  foot  just  before  she  favours  the  ground.  We 
have  thought  a  great  deal  about  how  our  CINDERELLA 
should  be  dressed  for  this  occasion  :  white  of  course,  and  she 
looked  a  darling  in  it,  but  we  boggle  at  its  really  being  of  the 
grandest  stuff  and  made  in  the  shop  where  the  Beauties  got 
theirs.  No,  the  material  came  from  poorer  warehouses  in 
some  shabby  district  not  far  from  the  street  of  the  penny  shop  ; 
her  eyes  had  glistened  as  she  gazed  at  it  through  the  windows, 
and^she  paid  for  it  with  her  life's  blood,  and  made  the  frock 
herself.  Very  possibly  it  is  bunchy  here  and  there. 

CINDERELLA,  then,  comes  sailing  down  into  the  ball-room, 
not  a  sound  to  be  heard  except  the  ecstatic  shrieks  of  the  four 
children.  She  is  modest  but  calmly  confident ;  she  knows 
exactly  what  to  do.  She  moves  once  round  the  room  to  show 
her  gown,  then  curtseys  to  the  royal  personages ;  then, 
turning  to  the  LORD  MAYOR,  opens  her  mouth  and  signs  to 
him  to  pop  in  the  thermometer.  He  does  it  as  in  a  dream. 
Presently  he  is  excitedly  showing  the  thermometer  to  the 
KING.) 

KING.      Marvellous  !     99  ! 

(The  cry  is  repeated  from  all  sides.  The  QUEEN  hands  the 
KING  a  long  pin  from  her  coiffure,  and  the  PRINCE  is  again 
wakened.) 

PRINCE  (with  his  hand  to  his  brow).  What,  another  r  Oh, 
all  right  ;  but  you  know  this  is  a  dog's  life.  (He goes  to  CINDER- 
ELLA, takes  one  glance  at  her  and  resumes  his  chair.) 
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LORD  MAYOR  (while  the  children  Hub}.  That  settles  it,  I 
think.  (He  is  a  heartless  fellow.}  That  will  do.  Stand  back, 
my  girl. 

CINDERELLA  (calmly).     I  don't  think. 
KING.     It 's  no  good,  you  know. 

CINDERELLA  (curtseying).  Noble  King,  there  is  two  bits  of 
me  thy  son  hath  not  yet  seen.  I  crave  my  rights.  (She  points 
to  the  two  bits  referred  to,  which  are  encased  in  the  loveliest  glass 
slippers.} 

KING.     True.     Boy,  do  your  duty. 
PRINCE.     Oh,  bother  ! 

(Those  words  are  the  last  spoken  by  him  in  his  present  state  r 
When  we  sec  him  again,  which  is  the  moment  afterwards, 
he  is  translated.  He  looks  the  same,  but  so  does  a  clock  into 
which  new  works  have  been  put.  The  change  is  effected 
quite  simply  by  CINDERELLA  delicately  raising  her  skirt  and 
showing  him  her  foot.  As  the  exquisite  nature  of  the  sight 
thus  vouchsafed  to  him  penetrates  his  being  a  tremor  passes 
through  his  frame  ;  his  vices  take  flight  from  hi?n  and  the 
virtues  enter.  It  is  a  heady  wakening,  and  he  falls  at  her 
feet.  The  courtiers  are  awkward,  not  knowing  whether 
they  should  fall  also.  CINDERELLA  beams  to  the  children, 
who  utter  ribald  cries  of  triumph.) 

KING  (rotating  on  his  strap).  Give  him  air.  Fill  your  lungs, 
my  son. 

QUEEN  (on  hers).     My  boy  !     My  boy  ! 

LORD  MAYOR  (quickly  taking  the  royal  cue).     Oh,  lady  fair  ! 

(The  PRINCE'S  palpitations  increase  in  violence.) 
QUEEN.     Oh,  happy  sight  ! 
KING.      Oh,  glorious  hour  ! 

LORD  MAYOR  (not  sure  that  he  was  heard  the  first  time).  Oh, 
lady  fair  ! 

(The  PRINCE  springs  to  his  feet.  He  is  looking  very 
queer.) 

LORD  TIMES  (probably  remembering  how  he  looked  once).  The 
Prince  is  about  to  propose. 

LORD  MAYOR.     O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes  ! 

KING.     Proceed,  my  son. 
'     « 

PRINCE  (with  lover-like  contortions  and  addressing  himself 
largely  to  the  feet).  Dew  of  the  morning,  garden  of  delight, 
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sweet  petals  of  enchanted  nights,  the  heavens  have  opened  and 
through  the  chink  thou  hast  fallen  at  my  feet,  even  as  I  fall  at 
thine.  Thou  art  not  one  but  twain,  and  these  the  twain — Oh, 
pretty  feet  on  which  my  lady  walks,  are  they  but  feet  ?  O  no, 
()  no,  ()  no  !  They  are  so  small  I  cannot  see  them.  Hie  ! 
A  candle  that  1  may  see  my  lady's  feet  ! 

(Fir  kisses  one  foot,  mid  she  holds  up  the  other  for  similar 
tt  cat  went.) 

C )  Cinderella,  if  thou  wilt  deign  to  wife  with  me,  I  '11  do  my  best 
to  see  that  through  the  years  you  always  walk  on  kisses. 

(The  courtiers  practise  walking  on  kisses.) 
LORD    MAYOR.     The    Prince    has    proposed.     The    Lady 
Cinderella  will  now  reply. 

KING.      Lovely  creature,  take  pity  on  my  royal  son. 
QUEEN.      Cinderella,  be  my  daughter. 
LORD  TIMES  (succinctly).     Yes,  or  no  ? 

CINDERELLA.     There  's  just  one  thing.     Before  I  answer, 
I  would  like  that  little  glass  thing  to  be  put  in  his  mouth. 
LORD  M^YOR  (staggered).     The  ther-mo-mometer  ? 
KING.      In  our  Prince's  mouth  ! 
LORD  TIMES.     Why  not  ? 

CINDERELLA.     J ust  to  make  sure  that  he  is  good. 
PRINCE  (dismayed).      Oh,  I  say  ! 

QUEEN.      Of  course  he  is  good,  Cinderella — he  is  our  son. 
CINDERELLA  (doggedly).      I  would  like  it  put  in  his  mouth. 

KING.      But 

PRINCE  (alarmed).     Pater  ! 
LORD  TIMES.      It  must  be  done. 

(The  test  is  therefore  made.      The  royal  mouth  has  to  open 
to  the  thermometer ',  which  is  presently  passed  to  the  KING  for 
examination.     He  looks  very  grave.      The  PRINCE  seizes 
the  tell-tale  thing ,  and  with  a  happy  thought  lets  it  fall.) 
PRINCE.     99  ! 

(The  joyous  cry  is  taken  up  by  all,  and  CINDERELLA  goes 
divinely  on  one  knee  to  her  lord  and  master.) 
CINDERELLA  (si?nply).      I  accepts. 

KING  (when  the  uproar  has  ceased).     All  make  merry.     'I "he 
fire  is  going  low.     (Recklessly)  In  with  another  shilling  ! 

(A  shilling  is  dumped  into  the  shilling-in-the-slot  stove, 
which  blazes  up.      The  PRINCE  puts  his  arm  round  his  love.) 
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LORD  TIMKS  (again  remembering  his  day  of  days).     My  Prince, 
not  so  fast.     There  is  still  the  riddle. 
PRINCE.      I  had  forgotten. 

CINDERELLA  (quaking).      I  was  feared  there  would  he  a  riddle*. 
KING  (prompted  ly  LORD  TIMES).      Know  ye  all,  my  subjects, 
that  belore  blue  blood  can  wed  there  is  a  riddle  ;   and  she  who 
cannot  guess  it — (darkly)  is  taken  away  and  censored. 

(The  CENSOR  with  his  axe  comes  into  sudden  prominence 
behind  CINDERELLA  and  the  two  other  competitors.) 
My  Lord  Times,  the  riddle. 

LORD  TIMES.      I  hold  in  my  one  hand  the  riddle,  and  in  the 
other  the  answer  in  a  sealed  envelope,  to  prevent  any  suspicion 
of  hanky-panky.     Third   prize,   forward.     Now,   my   child, 
this  is  the  riddle.     On  the  night  of  the  Zeppelin  raids,  what 
was  it  that  e\  cry  one  rushed  to  save  first  ? 
3RD  PRIZE.     The  children. 
LORD  TIMES.      Children  not  included. 

(The  lady  is  at  a  loss.) 
PRINCE.     Time  's  up  !      Hoo-ray  ! 

(He  signs  callously  to  the  CENSOR,  who  disappears  with  his 
victim  through  a  side  door,  to  reappear  presently,  a/one, 
wiping  his  axe  and  skipping  gaily.) 

LORD    TIMES.     Second    prize,    forward.     Now,    Duchess, 
answer. 

2ND  PRIZE.      Her  jewels. 

(LORD  TIMES  shakes  his  head.) 

PRINCE  (brightly).     Off  with  her  head.      Drown  hei   in  a 
bucket. 

(The  CENSOR  again  removes  the  lad)  and  does  his  fell  work.) 
LORD    -TIMES.     First    prize,    forward.     Now,    Cinderella, 
answer. 

( The  CENSOR,  ,/  kindly  man  but  used  to  his  calling,  puts  his 
hand  on  her  shoulder,  to  lead  her  away.     She  removes  it 
^vithout  looking  at  him.) 
CINDERELLA.      It  %  not  a  catch,  is  it  r 
LORD  TIMES  (hotly).     No,  indeed. 

CINDERELLA.     There  's  just  one  thing  all  true  Britons  would 
be  anxious  about. 

KING  (who  has  been  allowed  to  break  the  envelope  and  read  the 
answer).     But  what,  Cinderella — what  ? 


ACT  ii.]  A  Kiss  FOR  CINDERELLA  439 

J%ORD  MAYOR  (hedging  again).     What,  chit  ? 

CINDERELLA.     Their  love-letters. 

KING  and  LORD  TIMES  (together,  but  LORD  TIMES  a  little  in 
front).  The  fair  Cinderella  has  solved  the  riddle  ! 

LORD  MAYOR  (promptly).     Oh,  fair  lady  ! 

CINDERELLA  (remembering  the  Venus).  There  's  just  one 
thing  that  makes  it  not  quite  a  perfect  ball.  I  wanted  Mrs. 
Bodie  to  be  one  of  the  competitors — so  as  I  could  beat  her. 

KiN(;.      Send  for  her  at  once.     Take  a  taxi. 

(A  courtier  rushes  out  whistling^  and  returns  with  VENUS, 
now  imbued  with  life.  Her  arms  go  out  wantonly  to  the 
PRINCE.  He  signs  to  the  CENSOR,  who  takes  her  away  and 
breaks  her  up.) 

PRINCE.      I  crave  a  boon.     The  wedding  at  once,  my  lord. 

(LORD  TIMES  signifies  assent.) 
KING.     The  marriage  ceremony  will  now  take  place. 

CINDERELLA  (calling  to  the  children).      Bridesmaids  ! 

(They  rush  down  and  become  her  bridesmaids.  At  the  top  of 
the  stair  appears  a  penguin — a  penguin  or  a  bishop,  they  melt 
into  each  other  on  great  occasions.  The  regal  couple  kneel.) 

PENGUIN.  Do  you,  O  Prince,  take  this  lady  to  be  your 
delightful  wife — and  to  adore  her  for  ever  ? 

PRINCE.  I  do,  I  do  !  Oh,  I  do,  I  do  indeed  !  I  do — 
I  do— I  do  ! 

PENGUIN.  Do  you,  Cinderella,  loveliest  of  your  sex,  take 
this  Prince  for  husband,  and  to  love,  honour,  and  obey  him  ? 

CINDERELLA  (primly).      If  you  please. 

PENGUIN.     The  ring  ? 

(//  is  MARIE-THERESF/S  great  hour  ;  she  passes  her  ring  to 
CINDERELLA,  who  is  married  in  it.  Triumphant  music 
sive//s  out  as  a  crown  is  put  upon  our  Princess's  head,  and 
an  extraordinarily  long  train  attached  to  her  person.  Her 
husband  and  she  move  dreamily  round  the  ball-room^  the 
children  holding  up  the  train.  LORD  TIMES  with  exquisite 
taste  falls  in  behind  them.  Then  follow  the  courtiers,  all 
dreamily  ;  and  completing  the  noble  procession  is  the  LORD 
MAYOR,  holding  aloft  on  a  pole  an  enormous  penny.  It  has 
the  face  of  CINDERELLA  on  one  side  of  it — the  pennv  which 
to  those  who  know  life  is  the  most  romantic  of  coins  unless  its 
little  brother  has  done  better. 
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The  music,  despite  better  intentions,  begins  to  lose  its  head. 
It  obviously  wants  to  dance.     Every  one  wants  to  dance. 
Even  LORD  TIMES  has  trouble  with  his  legs.} 
KING  (threatening^  supplicating).      Don't  dance  yet.      I've 

got  a  surprise  for  you.      Don't  dance.      1  haven't  told  you  about 

it,  so  as  to  keep  you  on  the  wonder. 

(Jn  vain  do  they  tty  to  control  themselves.) 

I  t  's  ices  ! 

(AH  stop  dancing.) 

(Hoarsely)  There's  an  ice-cream  for  eveiybody. 

(Amid  applause  the  royal  ice-cream  barrow  is  -wheeled  on 
by  haughty  ?nenials  who  Jill  the  paper  sieves  with  dabs  of  the 
luscious  condiment.  The  paper  sieves  are  of  gold,  but  there 
are  no  spoons.  The  children,  drunk  with  expectation,  for  get 
their  manners  and  sit  on  the  throne.  Somehow  CINDER- 
ELLA'S penny  clients  drift  in  again,  each  carrying  a  sieve.) 

None  touches  till  one  royal  lick  has  been  taken  by  us  four.  .  .  . 

(He  gives  them  a  toast.)     To  the  Bridal  Pair  ! 

(At  the  royal  word  €  Go  !  '  all  attack  the  icft  with  their 
tongues,  greedily  but  gracefully.  They  end  in  the  approved 
manner  by  gobbling  up  the  sieves.  It  is  especially  charming 
to  see  the  last  of  LORD  TIMES 's  sieve.  The  music  becomes 
irresistible.  If  you  did  not  dance  you  would  be  abandoned 
by  your  legs.  It  is  as  if  a  golden  coin  had  been  dropped  into 
a  golden  slot.  Ranks  are  levelled.  The  KING  asks 
GLADYS  for  this  one  ;  the  QUEEN  is  whisked  away  by  MR. 
BODIE.  Perhaps  they  dance  like  costers  :  if  you  had  time 
to  reflect  you  might  think  it  a  scene  in  the  streets.  It  be- 
comes too  merry  to  last ;  couples  are  whirled  through  the 
walls  as  if  the  floor  itself  were  rotating  :  soon  CINDERELLA 
and  her  PRINCE  dance  alone.  It  is  then  that  the  clock 
begins  to  strike  twelve.  CINDERELLA  should  fly  now,  or  woe 
befall  her.  Alas,  she  hears  nothing  save  the  whispers  of 
her  lover.  The  hour  has  struck,  and  her  glorious  gown 
shrinks  slowly  into  the  tattered  frock  of  a  girl  with  a  broom. 
Too  late  she  huddles  on  the  floor  to  conceal  the  change.  In 
another  moment  the  PRINCE  must  see.  The  children  gather 
round  her  with  little  cries,  and,  spreading  out  their  night- 
gowns  to  conceal  her,  rush  her  from  the  scene.  It  is  then 
that  the  PRINCE  discovers  his  loss.  In  a  frenzy  he  calls  her 


ACT  IT.]  A  Kiss  FOR  CINDERELLA  441 

sweet  name.  The  bewildered  girl  has  even  forgotten  to 
drop  the  slipper,  without  ^vhich  he  shall  never  find  her. 
MARIE-THERESE,  the  ever-vigilant ,  steals  back  with  it,  and 
leaves  it  on  the  floor. 

The  ball-room  is  groiving  dark.  The  lamps  have  gone 
out.  There  is  no  light  save  the  tiniest  glow,  which  has  been 
showing  on  the  floor  all  the  time,  unregarded  by  us.  It 
seems  to  come  from  a  policeman's  lantern.  The  gold  is  all 
washed  out  by  the  odd  streaks  of  white  that  come  down  like 
rain.  Soon  the  PRINCE'S  cry  of  '  Cinderella,  Cinderella  ! ' 
dies  away.  It  is  no  longer  a  ball-room  on  which  the  lantern 
sheds  this  feeble  ray.  It  is  the  street  outside  CINDERELLA'S 
door,  a  white  street  now,  silent  in  snow.  The  child  in  her 
rags,  the  POLICEMAN'S  scarf  still  round  her  precious  feet,  is 
asleep  on  the  doorstep,  very  little  life  left  in  her,  very  little  oil 
left  in  the  lantern.) 


ACT   III 

THE  retreat  in  which  Cinderella  is  to  be  found  two  months 
later  has  been  described  to  us  by  our  policeman  with  becoming 
awe.  It  seems  to  be  a  very  pleasant  house  near  the  sea,  and 
possibly  in  pre-war  days  people  were  at  ease  in  it.  None  of  that, 
says  the  policeman  emphatically,  with  Dr.  Bodie  in  charge. 
He  could  wink  discreetly  at  Dr.  Bodie  in  absence,  but  was 
prepared  to  say  on  oath  that  no  one  ever  winked  at  her  when  she 
was  present.  In  the  old  days  he  had  been  more  than  a  passive 
observer  of  the  suffragette  in  action,  had  even  been  bitten  by 
them  in  the  way  of  business  ;  had  not  then  gone  into  the  ques- 
tion of  their  suitability  for  the  vote,  but  liked  the  pluck  of  them  ; 
had  no  objection  to  his  feelings  on  the  woman  movement  being 
summed  up  in  this  way,  that  he  had  vaguely  disappfbved  of  their 
object,  but  had  admired  their  methods.  After  knowing  Dr. 
Bodie  he  must  admit  that  his  views  about  their  object  had 
undergone  a  change  ;  was  now  a  whole-hearted  supporter,  felt 
in  his  bones  that  Dr.  Bodie  was  born  to  command  :  astonishing 
thing  about  her  that  she  did  it  so  natural-like.  She  was  not  in 
the  least  mannish  or  bullying  ;  she  was  a  very  ladylike  sort  of 
person,  a  bit  careful  about  the  doing  of  her  hair,  and  the  set  of 
her  hat,  and  she  had  a  soft  voice,  though  what  you  might  call 
an  arbitrary  manner.  Very  noticeable  the  way  she  fixed  you 
with  her  steely  eye.  In  appearance  she  was  very  like  her  room 
at  the  retreat,  or  the  room  was  very  like  her  ;  everything  in 
cruel  good  order,  as  you  might  say  ;  an  extraordinarily  decorous 
writing-table  near  the  centre,  the  sort  of  table  against  which  you 
instinctively  stood  and  waited  to  make  your  deposition  ;  the 
friendliest  thing  in  the  room  (to  a  policeman)  was  the  book- 
cases with  wire  doors,  because  the  books  looked  through  the 
wires  at  you  in  a  homely  way  like  prisoners.  It  was  a  sunny 
room  at  times,  but  this  did  not  take  away  from  its  likeness  to 
the  doctor,  who  could  also  smile  on  occasion. 

Into  this  room  Mr.  Bodie  is  shown  on  a  summer  afternoon 
by  a  maid  with  no  nonsense  about  her  in  working  hours. 

442 
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(who  knows  that  male  visitors  should  be  impressed  at  once}. 
This  way,  sir  ;   I  shall  see  whether  Dr.  Bodie  is  disengaged. 
BODIE  (doggedly).     Miss  Bodie. 

MAID  (with  firm  sweetness}.  Dr.  Bodie,  sir.  What  name 
shall  I  say  ? 

BODIE  (wincing}.      Mr.  Bodie  ;   IHT  brother. 
MAID  (unmoved}.      I  shall  tell  Dr.  Bodie,  sir. 
BODIE  (a  fighter  to  the  last}.      Miss  Bodie. 
MAID.      Dr.  Bodie,  sir. 

(He  is  surveying  the  roo?n  with  manly  disapproval  when  his 
sister  appears  and  greets  him.  She  is  all  that  the  POLICE- 
MAN has  said  of  her,  and  more  ;  if  we  did  not  have  a 
heroine  already  we  would  choose  DR.  BODIE.  At  the  same 
time  it  cannot  be  denied  that  she  is  enough  to  ?nake  any 
brother  ivince.  For  instance,  immediately  she  has  passed 
him  the  time  of  day,  she  seems  to  be  considering  his  case. 
Perhaps  this  is  because  she  has  caught  him  frowning  at  her 
stethoscope.  There  is  certainly  a  twinkle  somewhere  about 
herjace.  Before  he  can  step  back  indignantly  she  raises  one 
of  his  eyelids  and  comes  to  a  conclusion.} 

DR.  BODTE.  Oh  dear  !  Well,  Dick,  it  's  entirely  your  own 
fault. 

(MR.  BODIE  has  a  curious  trick  of  kicking  backwards  with 
one  foot  when  people  take  liberties  with  him,  and  a  liberty 
has  been  taken  with  him  now.} 

Kick  away,  Dick,  but  you  needn't  pretend  that  you  have  no 
faith  in  me  as  a  medical  man  ;   for  when  you  are  really  ill  you 
always  take  the  first  train  down  here.      In  your  heart  I  am  the 
only  doctor  you  believe  in. 
BODIE.     Stuff,  Nellie. 

DR.  BODIE.  Then  why  did  you  put  Cinderella  under  my 
care  ? 

BODIE.  I  didn't  know  where  else  to  send  her  when  she  was 
discharged  from  the  hospital.  Had  to  give  her  a  chance  of 
picking  up.  (Thawing}  It  was  good  of  you  to  give  her 
board  and  lodging. 

DR.  BODIE  (sitting  down  to  her  day-book}.  Not  at  all.  I  Ml 
send  you  in  a  whacking  bill  for  her  presently. 

BODIE  (kicking}.  Well,  1  \c  come  all  this  way  to  see  her. 
How  is  she  getting  on,  Nellie  ? 
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DR.  BODIE.  She  is  in  the  garden.  I  dare  say  you  can  /see 
her  from  the  window. 

BODIE.  I  see  some  men  only  ;  I  believe  they  are  wounded 
Tommies. 

DR.  BODIE.  Yes.  There  is  a  Convalescent  Home  down 
here.  That  is  part  of  my  job.  Do  the  men  look  as  if  they 
were  gathering  round  anything  ? 

BODIE.     They  do. 

DR.  BODIE.  Ah  !  Then  that  is  Cinderella.  She  is  now 
bossing  the  British  Army,  Dick. 

BODIE.  I  might  have  guessed  it !  (Chuckling)  Does  she 
charge  a  penny  ? 

DR.  BODIE.     Not  to  the  military. 

BODIE.  Nellie,  I  have  had  some  inquiries  made  lately 
about  her  parents. 

DR.  BODIE.     She  doesn't  know  much  about  them  herself. 

BODIE.     No,  and  we  needn't  tell  her  this,      Her  mother — 
ah  well,  poor  soul  ! — and  the  father  was  a  very  bad  egg.     And 
from  that  soil,  Nellie,  this  flower  has  sprung.     Nobody  to  tend 
it.     Can't  you  see  little   Cinderella   with   her   watering-can 
carefully  bringing  up  herself.     I  wish  I  could  paint  that  picture. 
(Perhaps  DR.  BODIE  sees  the  picture  even  more  clearly  than 
her  brother  does.} 
I  see  her  now.     She  is  on  a  bed,  Nellie. 

DR.  BODIE.  Yes.  That  is  for  convenience,  for  wheeling 
her  about. 

BODIE  (waving).     She  sees  me.     And  how  is  she,  Nell  ? 

DR.  BODIE.     She  is  always  bright  ;   perhaps  too  bright. 

BODIE.     Can't  be  too  bright. 

DR.  BODIE  (controlling  her  feelings).  A  girl  who  is  found 
frozen  in  the  street  by  a  policeman  and  taken  to  a  London 
hospital,  where  she  has  pneumonia — poor  little  waif !  You 
know,  she  is  very  frail,  Dick. 

BODIE.      I  know  ;   but  she  will  get  better,  won't  she  ? 

(He  has  said  it  confidently,  but  his  sister  looks  at  him  and 
turns  away.     He  is  startled.) 
Come,  Nellie,  she  is  going  to  get  better,  isn't  she  ? 

DR.  BODIE  (not  very  encouraging).  There  is  always  a  chance, 
Dick.  But  her  body  and  soul  have  had  to  do  too  long  without 
the  little  things  they  needed. 
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BODIE.  She  shall  have  them  now,  I  promise.  What  are 
they  ? 

DR.  BODIE.  First  of  all,  just  food.  She  has  been  half 
starved  all  her  life.  And  then  human  affection.  She  has  been 
starved  of  that  also  j  she  who  has  such  a  genius  for  it. 

(She  goes  to  the  window  and  calls.} 
No.  7,  bring  Cinderella  in  here. 

(CINDERELLA  in  her  bed  is  wheeled  in  through  the  ivtndow 

by  the  soldier,  DANNY.      8he  is  luearing  a  probationer* s  cap 

and  dressing  jacket.      The  bed  is  a  simple  iron  one,  small 

and  low,  of  the  kind  that  was  so  common  in  war  hospitals  ; 

//  is  on  tiny  pneumatic  wheels  with  ball  bearings  for  easy 

propulsion.      Though  frail,  CINDERELLA  is  full  of  glee.} 
HO  DIE.      Hooray,  Cinderella  ! 

CINDERELLA.  Hooray  !  Isn't  it  lovely.  I  'm  glad  you  'vc 
seen  me  in  my  carriage.  When  I  saw  there  was  a  visitor  I 
thought  at  first  it  might  be  David. 

BODIE.      David  ?      I  didn't  know  you  ...  Is  he  a  relative  ? 

(CINDERELLA  finds  this  extremely  funny — so  does  DANNY  ; 

even  the  DOCTOR  is  discreetly  amused.) 

CINDERELLA  (to  DANNY).  Tell  the  men  that  !  He  's  not 
exactly  a  relative.  (She  pulls  MR.  BODIE  down  by  the  lapels  of  his 
coat.}  He  's  just  that  great  big  ridiculous  policeman  ! 

BODIE.  Oho  !  Our  policeman  again.  Does  he  come  all 
this  way  to  see  you  ? 

CINDERELLA  (her  shoulders  rising  in  pride}.  Twice  already  ; 
and  he  's  coming  again  to-day.  Mr.  Bodie,  get  the  Doctor  to 
take  you  over  the  Convalescent  Home.  There  's  a  field  with 
cows  in  it,  a  whole  litter  of  them  !  And  the  larder  ?  There  's 
barrel  upon  barrel  full  of  eggs  and  sawdust,  and  Danny  says — 
this  is  Danny 

(DANNY,  who  is  slightly  lame  and  is  in  hospital  blue,  comes 

to  attention.} 

Danny  says  the  hens  lay  in  the  barrels  so  as  to  save  time  in 
packing. 

(DANNY/WJ  the  severe  eye  of  the  Doctor  upon  him  and  is 

abashed.) 

Mr.  Bodie,  look  !  (displaying  her  cap).  The  Doctor  lets  me 
wear  it  ;  itjnakcs  me  half  a  nurse,  a  kind  of  nurse's  help.  I 
make  bandages,  and  they  're  took  away  in  glass  bottles  and 
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sterilised.     Mr.  Bodie,  as  sure  as  death  I  'in  doing  something 
for  my  country. 

DR.  BODIE.      Cinderella,  you  Vc  talking  too  much. 

CINDERELLA  (subsiding  meekly}.     Yes,  Doctor, 

DR.  BODIE.  Dick,  I  am  going  over  to  the  hospital  presently. 
If  you  like  to  come  with  me — really  want  to  see  it — no  affected 
interest 

BODIE.     Thanks,  I  should  like  it — Dr.  Bodie. 

DR.  BODIE  (to  DANNY).  You  are  not  required  any  more, 
No.  7. 

(DANNY  is  going  thankfully,  but  she  suddenly  pulls  him 
forward  to  examine  his  face.) 
No.  7,  you  are  wearing  that  brown  eye  again. 

DANNY  (who  has  a  glass  eye).  Yes,  Doctor  ;  you  src  it  \ 
like  this.  First  they  sent  me  a  brown  eye.  Then  some 
meddlesome  person  finds  out  my  natural  eye  is  blue.  So  then 
they  sends  me  a  blue  eye. 

DOCTOR.     Yes,  where  is>  it  r 

DANNY.  It  was  a  beautiful  eye,  Doctor  ;  but  1  had  taken 
a  fancy  to  little  browny.  And  1  have  a  young  lady  ;  so  I  took 
the  liberty  of  having  the  blue  eye  made  up  into  a  brooch  and 
I  sent  it  to  her. 

DR.  BODIE  (without  moving  (2  muscle).      1  shall  report  you. 

BODIE  (when  the  martinet  and  DANNY  have  gone).  Arc  you 
afraid  of  her,  Cinderella  ?  I  am. 

CINDERELLA.  No  !  She  sometimes  dashes  me,  but  bhc  is 
a  fearful  kind  lady.  (She  pulls  him  down  again  for  further  im- 
portant revelations.}  She  's  very  particular  about  her  feet. 

BODIE  (staggered).     Is  she  !      In  a  feminine  way  ? 

CINDERELLA.        Yes. 

BODIE.  Hooray  !  Then  I  have  her.  The  Achilles  Heck! 
(He  is  once  more  jerked  down.) 

CINDERELLA.      I  have  a  spring  bed. 

BODIE.     Ah  ! 

CINDERELLA  (/;/  some  awe).  The  Jirst  time  I  woke  in 
hospital,  an  angel  with  streamers  was  standing  there  holding 
a  tray  in  her  hand,  and  on  the  tray  was  a  boiled  egg.  Then  I 
thought  it  was  the  egg  you  get  the  day  before  you  die. 

BODIE.     What  egg  is  that  ? 

CINDERELLA  (ivho  in  the  course  of  a  troubled  life  has  acquired 
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much  miscellaneous  information}.  In  the  workhouse  you 
always  get  an  egg  to  your  tea  the  day  before  you  die.  (She 
ivhispers)  I  know  now  I  'm  not  the  real  Cinderella. 

BODJE  (fating  her  hand).      How  did  you  find  out  ? 

CINDERELLA  (gravely).  It 's  come  to  me.  The  more  I  eat 
the  clearer  I  see  things.  I  think  it  was  just  an  idea  of  mine  ; 
being  loncly-like  I  needed  to  have  something  to  hang  on  to. 

BODIE.  That  was  it.  Are  you  sorry  you  are  not  the  other 
one  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  'm  glad  to  be  just  myself.  It 's  a  pity, 
though,  about  the  glass  slippers.  That 's  a  lovely  idea, 

BODIE.     Yes. 

CINDERELLA.     Tell  me  about  Them. 

BODIE.     The  children  ?     They  are  still  with  me,  of  course 
I  am  keeping  my  promise,  and  they  will  be  with  me  till  you  are 
able  to  take  care  of  them  again.      1  have  them  a  great  deal  in 
the  studio  in  the  day-time. 

CINDERELLA  (cogitating).      I  wonder  if  that 's  wise. 

BODIE.      Oh,  they  don't  disturb  me  much. 

CINDERELLA.  I  was  meaning  perhaps  the  smell  of  the  paint 
would  he  bad  for  them. 

wo  DIE       I  see  !      Of  couisc  I  could  give  up  painting. 

CINDERELLA  (innocently).      I  think  that  would  be  safest. 

(MR.  BODIE  kicks.) 
Arc  you  kind  to  Grctchen  ? 

BODIE.      I  hope  so.      I  feel  it 's  my  duty. 

CINDERELLA  {troubled}.  It'll  not  be  no  use  for  Grctchen 
if  that  's  how  you  do  it.  1  'm  sure  I  should  get  up.  (She 
attempts  to  rise.} 

BODIE.      Now,  now  ! 

CINDERELLA.  Arc  you  fond  of  her,  especially  when  she's 
bad  ? 

BODIF  (hurriedly).  Yes,  I  am,  I  am  !  But  she  is  never 
bad  !  they  are  all  good,  they  arc  like  angels. 

CINDERELLA  (despairing).  Then  they  Vc  cheating  you. 
Where  's  my  boots  ? 

BODIE.     Quiet  !     That 's  all  right. 

(A pretty  and  not  very  competent  PROBATIONER  comes  in  at 
the  window,  carrying  fishing-rods  >  followed  by  DANNY  with 
croquet  mallets  and  balls.) 
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PROBATIONER  (laden).  I  want  to  shake  hands  with  you, 
Mr.  Bodie,  but  you  sec  how  I  am  placed. 

CINDERELLA.     Do  your  pretty  bow  at  any  rate. 

(The  attractive  girl  does  her  pretty  low  to  MR.  BODIE.  // 
is  one  of  the  few  things  she  does  well,  and  will  probably  by 
and  by  bring  her  into  some  safe  matrimonial  harbour  ;  but 
in  her  country's  great  hour  she  is  of  less  value  to  it  than  she 
ought  to  be.  She  is  of  a  nice  nature  and  would  like  to  be 
of  usey  but  things  slip  through  her  hands  as  through  her 
mind ;  she  cannot  even  carry  a  few  lengths  of  fishing-rods 
without  an  appeal  to  heaven.  She  is  counting  the  pieces 
now  with  puckered  brow.} 

DANNY  (one  of  the  few  men  in  the  world  who  can  carry  four 
croquet  balls  in  two  hands).  You  see,  sir,  there  is  a  pond  in  the 
garden,  and  we  have  a  fishing  competition  ;  and  as  there  are 
not  enough  rods  the  men  hides  them  so  as  to  be  sure  of  having 
a  rod  next  day. 

PROBATIONER.     It  is  very  unfair  to  the  others,  Danny. 
DANNY  (warmly).     That 's  what  I  say,  Nurse. 
CINDERELLA.     The  matron  found  a  rod  the  other  morning 
hidden  beneath  one  of  the  men's  mattresses  ! 

PROBATIONER.  The  odd  thing  is  how  he  could  have  got  it 
to  the  house  without  being  seen.  (Her  counting  of  the  pieces 
ends  in  her  discomfiture.) 

BODIE.     Anything  wrong  ? 

PROBATIONER.  There  are  only  nine  pieces.  A  whole  rod 
is  missing  ! 

CINDERELLA  (trembling  for  her).     Nurse,  I  'm  so  sorry  ! 
BODIE.     After  all,  it 's  a  trivial  matter,  isn't  it  ? 
PROBATIONER   (her   beautiful  empty   eyes  filling).     Trivial  ! 
I  am  responsible.     Just  think  what  Dr.  Bodie  will  say  to  me  ! 
BODIE,     Are  you  afraid  of  her  too  ? 
PROBATIONER.     Afraid  !     I  should  think  I  am. 
DANNY.     And  so  am  I  ! 

(Before  MR.  BODIE  has  time  to  kick,  the  terrible  one  re- 
appears.) 

DR.  BODIE.  I  am  going  over  to  the  Home  now,  Dick.  You 
must  come  at  once,  if  you  are  coming. 

BODIE  (cowed  and  getting  his  coat).     Yes,  all  right. 

DR.  BODIE.     A  greatcoat  on  a  day  like  this  ?     Absurd  ! 
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BODIE   (remembering  what  CINDERELLA   has  told  him,  and 
pointing  sternly).     French  shoes  on  roads  like  these,  ridiculous  ! 
(DR.  BODIE  kicks  this  time — it  is  evidently  a  family  trait. 
Delight  0/ DAN  NY.) 

DR.  BODIE.  No.  7,  you  needn't  grin  unless  there  is  a  reason. 
Is  there  a  reason  ? 

DANNY.     No,  no.  Doctor. 

DR.  BODIE.     Fishing-rods  all  right  this  time,  Nurse  ? 

PROBATIONER  (faltering).  I  am  so  ashamed,  Dr.  Bodie  ; 
there  is  one  missing. 

DR.  BODIE.  Again.  I  must  ask  you,  Nurse,  to  report 
yourself  to  the  Matron. 

PROBATIONER  (crushed].     Yes,  Dr.  Bodie. 

DR.  BODIE  (observing  that  DAN  N  v  is  stealing  away  unobtrusively] 
No.  7. 

DANNY  (still  backing].      Yes,  Doctor. 

DR.  BODIE.  Come  here.  What  is  the  matter  with  your 
right  leg  ;  it  seems  stiff. 

DANNY  (with  the  noble  resignation  of  Tommies 9  of  which  he  has 
read  in  the  papers].  It 's  a  twinge  of  the  old  stiffness  come  back, 
Doctor.  I  think  there  's  a  touch  of  east  in  the  wind.  The 
least  touch  of  east  seems  to  find  the  hole  that  bullet  made.  But 
I  'm  not  complaining. 

DR.  BODIE  (brutally].     No,  it  is  I  who  am  complaining. 

(She  feels  his  leg  professionally.] 
Give  me  that  fishing-rod. 

(The  long-suffering  man   unbuttons,   and  to   his   evident 
astonishment  produces  the  missing  rod.] 

DANNY  (without  hope  but  in  character].     Well,  I  am  surprised  ! 

DR.  BODIE.  You  will  be  more  surprised  presently.  Come 
along,  Dick. 

(She  takes  her  brother  away.] 

DANNY  (the  magnanimous].  She  's  great  !  Words  couldn't 
express  my  admiration  for  that  woman — lady — man — doctor. 

PROBATIONER.  How  mean  of  you,  Danny,  to  get  me  into 
trouble. 

DANNY  (in  the  public  school  manner].  Sorry.  But  I  '11  have 
to  pay  for  this.  (Seeing  visions.]  She  has  a  way  of  locking  one 
up  in  the  bathroom. 

PROBATIONER    (with    spirit].      Let    us    three    conspirators 
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combine  to  defy  her.  Carried.  Proposed,  that  No.  7,  bfing 
a  male,  conveys  our  challenge  to  her.  Carried. 

CINDERELLA  (gleefully}.     Danny ! 

DANNY  (of  the  bull-dog  breed}.  I  never  could  refuse  the 
ladies.  (He  uses  the  stethoscope  as  a  telephone.}  Give  me  the 
Convalescent  Home,  please.  Is  that  you,  Doctor  ?  How  are 
you  ?  We  Ve  just  rung  up  to  defy  you.  Now,  now,  not 
another  word,  or  I  '11  have  you  locked  up  in  the  bathroom. 
Wait  a  mo  5  there  's  a  nurse  here  wants  to  give  you  a  piece 
of  her  mind 

PROBATIONER  (with  the  steth^cope).  Is  that  you,  Miss 
Bodie  ?  What  r  No,  I  have  accided  not  to  call  you  Dr, 
Bodie  any  more. 

(dlas,  DR.  BODIE  returns  by  the  window  unseen  and  hears 
her.} 

Please  to  report  yourself  as  in  disgrace  at  once  to  the  Matron. 
That  will  do.  Good-bye.  Run  along.  Heavens,  if  she  had 
caught  us  ! 

DANNY.  It  would  have  meant  permanent  resilience  in  the 
bathroom  for  me. 

(It  is  then  that  they  see  her.} 

DR.  BODIE  (after  an  awful  pause).  I  have  come  back  for  my 
stethoscope,  Nurse. 

(The  PROBATIONER  can  think  of  no  suitable  reply.}    . 

DANNY  (searching  his  person).  I  don't  think  I  have  it, 
Doctor. 

DR.  BODIE.      Don't  be  a  fool,  No.  7. 

PROBATIONER  (surrendering  it).      Here  it  is,  Dr.  Bodie,  I — 

DR.  BODIE  (charmingly).  Thank  you.  And,  my  dear,  don't 
be  always  Doctor  Bodieing  me.  That,  of  course,  at  the  Home, 
and  on  duty,  but  here  in  my  house  you  are  my  guest.  I  am 
Miss  Bodie  to  you  here.  Don't  let  me  forget  that  I  am  a 
woman.  I  assure  you  I  value  that  privilege.  (She  lingers  over 
CINDERELLA'S  pillow)  Dear,  you  must  invite  Nurse  and 
Danny  to  tea  with  you,  and  all  be  happy  together.  Little 
Cinderella,  if  I  will  do  as  a  substitute,  you  haven't  altogether 
lost  your  Godmother. 

(She  goes^  shaking  f/  reproving  finger  at  DANNY.) 

DANNY.      We  're  done  again  ! 
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PROBATIONER  (reduced  to  tears}.     Horrid  little  toad  that  I  Ve 
been.     Some  one  take  me  out  and  shoot  me. 
(The  MAID  comes  with  tea-things.} 

DANNY.     Allow  me,  maiden. 

ELLEN.     Dr.  Bodie  says  I  am  to  bring  two  more  cups. 

DANNY  (whose  manner  is  always  that  of  one  who,  bathroom  or  no 
bathroomy  feels  he  is  a  general  favourite}.  If  you  please, 
child. 

PROBATIONER  (as  soon  as  ELLEN  has  gone}.  Dr.  Bodie  is  an 
angel. 

DANNY  (quite  surprised  that  he  has  not  thought  of  this  before}. 
That 's  what  she  is  ! 

CINDERELLA.  Danny,  can't  you  say  something  comforting 
to  poor  Nurse? 

DANNY  (manfully}.  I  'm  thankful  to  say  I  can.  Nurse, 
I  Ve  often  had  Iks  of  remorse  ;  and  I  can  assure  you  that  they 
soon  pass  away,  leaving  not  a  mark  behind. 

PROBATIONER.     Dear  Dr.  Bodie  ! 

DANNY^  Exactly.  You  've  taken  the  words  out  of  my 
mouth.  The  only  thing  for  us  to  think  of  henceforth  is  what  to 
do  to  please  her.  Her  last  words  to  us  were  to  draw  up  to  the 
tea-table.  Are  we  to  disregard  the  last  words  of  that  sublime 
female  ? 

PROBATIONER  (recovering).     No  ! 

(The  extra  cups  having  been  brought,  the  company  of  three 
settle  flown  to  their  war-time  tea-party,  the  tray  being  on 
CINDERELLA'S  lap  and  a  guest  on  each  side  of  her.} 

DANNY.  Our  plain  duty  is  now  to  attack  the  victuals  so 
as  to  become  strong  in  that  Wonder's  service.  Here  's  to  dear 
Dr.  Bodie,  and  may  she  find  plenty  to  do  elsewhere  till  this 
party  is  over. 

PROBATIONER  (able  to  toss  her  head  again}.  After  all,  she  put 
us  in  a  false  position. 

DANNY.      That  's  true.      Down  with  her  ! 

PROBATIONER.      I  drink  to  you,  Danny. 

DANNY  (gallantly}.      And  1  reply  with  mine. 

CINDERELLA.  It 's  queer  to  think  I  "m  being — what  's  the 
word  ? — hostess. 

DANNY.  All  things  are  queer  ever  since  the  dull  old  days 
before  the  war  ;  and  not  the  unqueerest  is  that  Daniel  Duggan, 
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once  a  plumber,  is  now  partaking  of  currant  cake  with  the  L^dy 
Charlotte  something  ! 

CINDERELLA  (nearly  letting  her  cup  fall}.      What  ? 

PROBATIONER.     You  weren't  supposed  to  know  that. 

CINDERELLA.     Does  he  mean  you  ?     Are  you ? 

PROBATIONER.  It 's  nothing  to  make  a  fuss  about,  Cinder- 
eHa.  How  did  you  find  out,  Danny  ? 

DANNY.  Excuse  me,  but  your  haughty  manner  of  wringing 
out  a  dishcloth  betrayed  you  ?  My  war-worn  eyes,  of  various 
hues,  have  had.ithe  honour  of  seeing  the  Lady  Charlotte  washing 
the  ward  floor.  O  memorable  day  !  O  glorified  floor  !  O 
blushing  dishcloth  ! 

PROBATIONER.  That  was  j ust  a  beginning.  Some  day  I  hope 
when  I  rise  in  the  profession  to  be  allowed  to  wash  you,  Danny. 

DANNY  (bowing  grandly).     The  pleasure,  my  lady,  will  be 
mutual.      (He  hums  a  tune  of  the  moment.} 
'  And  when  I  tell  them  that  some  day  washed  by  her  I  '11  be — 
they  '11  never  believe  me  ' 

PROBATIONER  (with  abandon).  *  But  when  I  tell  -mem  'twas 
a  jolly  good  thing  for  me — they  '11  all  believe  me  !  ' 

DANNY.     And  when  I  tell  them — and  I  certainly  mean  to 

tell  them — that  one  day  she  '11  walk  out  with  me 

(In  a  spirit  of  devilry  he  crooks  his  arm  ;  she  takes  it — she 
walks  out  with  him  for  a  moment.} 

PROBATIONER  (coming  to).     No.  7,  what  are  we  doing  ! 

CINDERELLA.  It 's  just  the  war  has  mixed  things  up  till  we 
forget  how  different  we  are. 

PROBATIONER    (with    a    moment    of  intuition).     Or    it    has 
straightened  things  out  so  that  we  know  how  like  we  are. 
(from  the  garden  comes  the  sound  of  a  gramophone.} 

CINDERELLA.      David  's  a  long  time  in  coming. 

DANNY.     The  four-twenty  's  not  in  yet. 

CINDERELLA.     Yes,  it  is  ;   I  heard  the  whistle. 

DANNY  (sarcastically).  Would  you  like  me  to  see  if  he  hasn't 
lost  his  way  ?  Those  policemen  arc  stupid  fellows. 

CINDERELLA.  None  of  that,  Danny  \  but  I  would  like 
fine  if  you  take  a  look. 

DANNY.  Anything  to  oblige  you,  though  it  brings  our  social 
to  a  close.  None  of  these  little  tea-parties  after  the  war  is  over, 
fine  lady. 
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VROBATIONKR.  Oh  dear  !  I  '11  often  enjoy  myself  less, 
Danny. 

DANNY.  Daniel  Duggan  will  sometimes  think  of  this  day, 
when  you  are  in  your  presentation  gown  and  he  is  on  your  roof, 
looking  for  that  there  leakage. 

PROBATIONER.     Oh,  Danny,  don't  te]l  me  that  when  I  meet 

you  with  your  bag  of  tools  I  '11  be  a  beast.    Surely  there  will  be  at 

least  a  smile  of  friendship  between  us  in  memory  of  the  old  days. 

DANNY.      I  wonder  !     That 's  up  to  you,  my  lady.     (But 

he  ivill  be  wiser  if  he  arranges  that  it  is  to  be  up  to  himself.) 

PROBATIONER  (calling  attention  to  the  music).  Listen  !  No. 
7,  to-day  is  ours. 

(She  impulsively  offers  herself  for  the  waltz  ;    they  dance 
together.) 
DANNY  (when  all  is  over).     Thank  you,  my  lady. 

(She  curtseys  and  he  goes  out  rather  finely.  It  is  not  likely 
that  her  next  partner  will  be  equal  to  her  plumber.  The 
tw^girls  are  left  alone  y  both  nice  girls  of  about  the  same  age  ; 
but  the  poor  one  has  already  lived  so  long  that  the  other, 
though  there  may  be  decades  before  her,  will  never  make  up 
on  CINDERELLA.  She  gaily  lies  on  the  bed  beside  the  patient, 
and  they  are  a  pretty  picture.) 

CINDERELLA.  He  is  a  droll  character,  Danny.  (Examining 
herself  in  a  hand-mirror)  Nurse,  would  you  say  my  hair  is 
looking  right  ?  He  likes  the  cap. 

PROBATIONER  (who  will  soon  forget  her,  but  is  wider  the  spell 
at  present).  Your  David  ? 

CINDERELLA  (on  her  dignity).      He  \  not  mini1.  Nurse. 

PROBATIONER.        Isn't  he  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Hey,  hey,  hey  !  Nurse,  when  he  comes  you 
don't  need  to  stay  very  long. 

PROBATIONER  (in  the  conspiracy).      I  won't. 

CINDERELLA  (casually).  He  might  have  things  to  say  to  me, 
you  see. 

PROBATIONER.     Yes,  he  might. 

CINDERELLA  (solemnly).  You  and  me  are  both  very  young, 
but  maybe  you  understand  about  men  better  than  I  do.  You  've 
seen  him,  and  this  is  terrible  important.  Swear  by  Almighty 
God  you  Ve  to  tell  me  the  truth.  Would  you  say  that  man  loves 
little  children  ? 
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PROBATIONER  (touched).  Don't  frighten  me,  CinderelFa  ; 
I  believe  him  to  be  that  kind  of  man.  Are  you  fond  of  your 
policeman,  dear  ? 

CINDERELLA  (winking).  That 's  telling  !  (Importantly] 
Nurse,  did  you  ever  have  a  love-letter. 

PROBATIONER  (making  a  face}.  Not  I  !  Don't  want  to  ; 
horrid  little  explosives  !  But  have  you — has  he ? 

CINDERELLA  (becotning  larger).  In  my  poor  opinion,  if  it  's 
not  a  love-letter,  it 's  a  very  near  thing. 

PROBATIONER.      If  I  could  see  the  darling  little  detestable  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Oh  no,  oh  no,  no,  no,  no  !  But  I  '11  tell 
you  one  thing  as  is  in  it.  This — *  There  are  thirty-four 
policemen  sitting  in  this  room,  but  1  would  rather  have 
you,  my  dear.'  What  do  you  think  ?  That 's  a  fine  bit 
at  the  end. 

PROBATIONER  (sparkling).  Lovely  !  Go  on,  Cinderella, 
fling  reticence  to  the  winds. 

CINDERELLA  (doing  so).  Unless  I  am — very  far  <yt — in  my 
judgment  of  men — that  man  is  infatuate  about  me  ! 

PROBATIONER  (clapping  her  hands).  The  delicious  scoundrel  ! 
Cinderella,  be  merciless  to  him  !  Knife  him>  you  dear  ! 
Give  him  beans  ! 

CINDERELLA  (gurgling).      I  ill-treats  him  most  terrible. 

PROBATIONER  That  \  the  way  !  down  with  lovers  !  slit 
them  to  ribbons  !  stamp  on  them  ! 

CINDERELLA.     Sometimes  I (She  sits  up.)     Listen  ! 

PROBATIONER  (alarmed).     It  isn't  Dr.  Boclie,  is  it  ? 

CINDERELLA.       No,  it  's  him. 

PROBATIONER.      I  don't  hear  a  sound. 

CINDERELLA.  I  can  hear  him  fanning  his  face  with  his 
helmet.  He  has  come  in  such  a  hurry.  Nurse,  you  watch  me 
being  cruel  to  him. 

PROBATIONER.     At  him,  Cinderella,  at  him  ! 

DANNY  (throwing  open  the  door).  The  Constabulary's  carriage 
stops  the  way. 

(Our  POLICEMAN  stalks  in,  wetting  his  lips  as  he  does  so.) 

PROBATIONER  (giving  him  her  hand).  How  do  you  do  ? 
You  forget,  I  dare  say,  that  I  met  you  when  you  were  here  last  j 
but  I  remember  *  our  policeman.' 
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TfUre  she  is. 

(The  wicked  invalid  is  looking  the  other  «v/v.) 

POLICEMAN.      A  visitor  to  see  you,  Jane. 

CINDERELLA  (without  looking  round).  I  thought  it  had  .1 
visitor's  sound.  (She  peeps  at  the  PROBATIONER  gleefully.) 

POLICEMAN  (very  wooden).      You  don't  ask  who  it  is,  Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  thought  it  might  be  that  great  big  ridiculous 
policeman. 

(DANNY  laughs,  and  our    POLICEMAN  gives  him  a  very 
stern  look.) 

POLICEMAN  (after  reflection).      \  'm  here  again,  Jane. 

CINDERELLA  (admitting  it  with  a  glance).  Perhaps  you  didn't 
ought  to  come  so  often  ;  it  puts  them  about. 

POLICEMAN  (cleverly).      But  does  it  put  you  about,  Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA.  Hey!  Hey!  (With  a  cunning  waggle  of  the 
hand  she  intimates  to  the  NURSE  that  she  may  go.) 

DANNY  (who  is  not  so  easily  got  rid  of).  You  had  best  be  going 
too,  Robej£.  The  lady  has  answered  you  in  the  negative. 

POLICEMAN  (lowering).      You  make  a  move  there. 

(DANNY,  affecting  a/arm,  departs  with  the  PROBATIONER.) 

CINDERELLA.  I  like  line  to  hear  you  ordering  the  public 
about,  David. 

POLICEMAN  (humbly).  I  'm  very  pleased,  Jane,  if  there  's  any 
little  thing  about  me  that  gives  you  satisfaction. 

(He  puts  down  a  small  parcel  that  he  has  brought  in.} 

CINDERELLA  (curious).     What 's  in  the  purcel,  David  r 

POLICEMAN.  That  remains  to  be  seen.  (He  stands  staring 
at  his  divinity. ) 

CINDERELLA  (sneering).     What  are  you  looking  at  r 

POLICEMAN.     Just  at  you 

CINDERELLA  (in  high  delight).  Me  ?  There  's  little  to  look 
at  in  me.  You  should  see  the  larder  at  the  Home.  You  '11 
have  a  cup  of  China  tea  and  some  of  this  cake  r 

POLICEMAN.  No,  Jane,  no.  (///  a  somewhat  melancholy 
voice)  Things  to  eat  have  very  little  interest  to  me  now. 

CINDERELLA.       Oh  ? 

POLICEMAN.      I  Ve  gone  completely  off  my  feed. 

(CINDERELLA  would  have  liked  the  PROBATIONER  to  hear 

this.) 
CINDERELLA  (artfully).      I  wonder  how  that  can  be  ! 


456  A  Kiss  FOR  CINDERELLA  [ACT  in. 

POLICEMAN.      Did  you  get  my  letter,  Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA  (ca/mfy).        I  got  it. 

POLICEMAN.  Did  you — did  you  think  it  was  a  peculiar 
sort  of  a  letter  ? 

CINDERELLA  (mercilessly).    I  don't  mind  nothing  peculiar  in  it. 

POLICEMAN.  There  was  no  word  in  it  that  took  you  aback, 
was  there  ? 

CINDERELLA.     Not  that  I  mind  of. 

POLICEMAN  (worried).  Maybe  you  didn't  read  it  very 
careful  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  may  have  missed  something.  WJuit  was 
the  word,  David  ? 

POLICEMAN  (in  gloom}.  Oh,  it  was  just  a  small  dftair.  It 
was  just  a  beginning.  I  thought,  if  she  stands  that  she  '11  stand 
more.  But  if  you  never  noticed  it— (He  sighs  profoundly.} 

CINDERELLA.     I  '11  take  another  look. 

POLICEMAN  (brightening}.     You  've  kept  it  ? 

CINDERELLA.     I  have  it  here. 

POLICEMAN.  I  could  let  you  see  the  word  if  it 's*  convenient 
to  you  to  get  the  letter  out  of  your  pocket. 

CINDERELLA.     It 's  not  in  my  pocket. 

POLICEMAN.      Is  it  under  the  pillow  r 

CINDERELLA.       No. 

POLICEMAN  (puzzled}.     Where,  then  ? 

(CINDERELLA,  with  charming  modesty,  takes  the  letter  from 
her  bodice.     Her  lover  is  thunderstruck.) 
What  made  you  think  of  keeping  it  there  ? 

CINDERELLA.      I  didn't  think,  David  ;   it  just  came  to  me. 

POLICEMAN  (elate).  It 's  infallible  !  I  '11  let  you  see 
the  word. 

CINDERELLA  (smiling  at  the  ridiculous  man).  You  don't  need 
to  bother,  David.  Fine  I  know  what  the  word  is. 

POLICEMAN  (anxious).     And  you  like  it  ? 

CINDERELLA.     If  you  like  it. 

POLICEMAN.     That  emboldens  me  tremendous. 

CINDERELLA.  I  don't  like  that  so  much.  If  there's  one 
thing  I  like  more  than  any  other  thing  in  the  world 

POLICEMAN  (eager).     Yes  ? 

CINDERELLA.  It 's  seeing  you,  David,  tremendous  bold 
before  all  other  folk,  and  just  in  a  quake  before  me. 
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ROLICEMAN  (astounded).  It  's  what  I  am.  And  yet  there  's 
something  bold  I  must  say  to  you. 

CINDERELLA  (faltering  genteelly}.     Is  there  ? 

POLICEMAN.      It  '11  be  a  staggering  surprise  to  you. 

(CINDERELLA  giggles  discreetly,} 

I  promised  the  Doctor  as  I  came  in  not  to  tire  you.     (fPith 
some  awe)  She  's  a  powerful  woman  that. 

CINDERELLA.  If  you  tire  me  I  '11  hold  up  my  hand  just  like 
you  do  to  stop  the  traffic.  Go  on,  David.  Just  wait  a  moment. 
(She  takes  off  his  helmet  and  holds  it  to  her  thin  breast.)  Here  's 
a  friend  of  mine.  Now  ? 

POLICEMAN  (despairing  of  himself  ).  I  wish  I  was  a  man  in  a 
book.  It 's  pretty  the  way  they  say  it  ;  and  if  ever  there  was 
a  woman  that  deserved  to  have  it  said  pretty  to  her  it 's  you. 
I  Vc  been  reading  the  books.  There  was  one  chap  that  could 
speak  six  languages.  Jane,  I  wish  I  could  say  it  to  you  in  six 
languages,  one  down  and  another  come  up,  till  you  had  to  take 
me  in  the  end. 

CINDERELLA.     To  take  you  ? 

POLICEMAN  (in  woe).  Now  I  Vc  gone  and  said  it  in  the 
poorest,  silliest  way.  Did  you  hold  up  your  hand  to  stop  me, 
Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA.        No. 

POLICEMAN  (encouraged).     But  I  Ve  said  it.     Will  you,  Jane  ? 
CINDERELLA  (doggedly).     Will  I  what  ? 
POLICEMAN.      Do  you  not  sec  what  I  'm  driving  at  r 
CINDERELLA.     Fine  I  see  what  you  're  driving  at  ! 
POLICEMAN.     Then  won't  you  help  me  out  ? 

CINDERELLA.        No. 

POLICEMAN.      If  you  could  just  give  me  a  shove. 

CINDERELLA  (sympathetically).     Try  Badgery. 

POLICEMAN  (brightening).     Have  you  forgotten  that  pool  in 

Badgery  Water  where  the  half-pounder  used No,  you 

never  was  there  !     Jane,  the  heart  of  me  is  crying  out  to  walk 
with  you  by  Badgery  Water. 

CINDERELLA.     That 's  better  ! 

POLICEMAN.  I  would  never  think  of  comparing  Mrs.  Bodie 
to  you.  For  my  part  I  think  nothing  of  uppers.  Feet  for  me. 

(She  gives  him  her  hand  to  hold.) 
My  dear  ! 

p  2 


458  A  Kiss  FOR  CINDERELLA  [ACT  in. 

CINDERELLA.     You  said  that  was  only  a  beginning. 

POLICEMAN.     My  dearest ! 

CINDERELLA  (glistening).     I  'm  not  feeling  none  tired,  David. 

POLICEMAN.     My  pretty  ! 

CINDERELLA.     Hey  !   Hey  !   Hey  !   Hey  ! 

POLICEMAN.  I  don't  set  up  to  be  a  prince,  Jane  ;  but  I  love 
you  in  a  princely  way,  and  if  you  would  marry  me,  you  wonder, 
I  '11  be  a  true  man  to  you  till  death  us  do  part.  Come  on, 
Cinders.  (Pause]  It 's  the  only  chance  that  belt  of  mine  has. 

CINDERELLA.  No,  no,  I  haven't  took  you  yet.  There  's  a 
thing  you  could  do  for  me,  that  would  gratify  me  tremendous. 

POLICEMAN.     It 's  done. 

CINDERELLA.  I  want  you  to  let  me  have  the  satisfaction, 
David,  of  having  refused  you  once. 

POLICEMAN.     Willingly  5  but  what  for  ? 

CINDERELLA.  I  couldn't  say.  Just  because  I  'm  a  woman. 
Mind  you,  I  dare  say  I  'II  cast  it  up  at  you  in  the  future. 

POLICEMAN.  I  '11  risk  that.  Will  you  be  my  ^  princess, 
Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA.     You  promise  to  ask  again  ?     At  once  ? 

POLICEMAN.     Yes. 

CINDERELLA.       Say 1  do. 

POLICEMAN.        I  do. 

CINDERELLA  (firmly}.  It 's  a  honour  you  do  me,  policeman, 
to  which  I  am  not  distasteful.  But  I  don't  care  for  you  in  that 
way,  so  let  there  be  no  more  on  the  subject.  (Anxiously) 
Quick,  David  ! 

POLICEMAN.  For  the  second  time,  will  you  marry  me, 
Jane  ? 

CINDERELLA  (who  has  been  thinking  out  the  ansiuer  for  several 
days}.  David,  I  love  thee,  even  as  the  stars  shining  on  the 
parched  earth,  even  as  the  flowers  opening  their  petals  to  the 
sun  ;  even  as  mighty  ocean  with  its  billows  ;  even  so  do  I  love 
thee,  David.  (She  nestles  her  head  on  his  shoulder.) 

POLICEMAN.     If  only  I  could  have  said  it  like  that  ! 

CINDERELLA  (happily).  That's  just  a  bit  I  was  keeping 
handy.  (Almost  in  a  whisper)  David,  do  you  think  I  could 
have  a  engagement  ring  ? 

POLICEMAN  (squaring  his  shoulders).  As  to  that,  Jane,  first 
tell  me  frankly,  do  you  think  the  Police  Force  is  romantical  ? 
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CINDERELLA.     They  're  brave  and  strong,  but 

POLICEMAN.  The  general  verdict  is  no.  And  yet  a  more 
romantical  body  of  men  do  not  exist.  I  have  been  brooding 
over  this  question  of  engagement  rings,  and  I  consider  them 
unromantical  affairs.  (lie  wa/h  toward  his  parcel.) 

CINDERELLA.     David,  what 's  in  that  parcel  ? 

POLICEMAN.  Humbly  hoping  you  would  have  me,  Jane,  1 
have  had  something  special  made  for  you 

CINDERELLA  (thrilling).     Oh,  David,  what  is  it  ? 

POLICEMAN.  It 's  a  policeman's  idea  of  an  engagement 
ring— 

CINDERELLA.     Quick  !     Quick  ! 

POLICEMAN.  — for  my  amazing  romantical  mind  said  to  me 
that,  instead  of  popping  a  ring  on  the  linger  of  his  dear,  a  true 
lover  should  pop  a  pair  of  glass  slippers  upon  her  darling  feet. 

CINDERELLA.      David,  you  Ye  a  poet  ! 

POLICEMAN  (not  denying  it).  It  's  what  you  've  made  me — 
and  proud  I  would  be  if,  for  the  honour  of  the  Force,  I  set  this 
new  fashion  in  engagement  rings.  (He  reveals  the  glass  slippers.) 

(CINDERELLA  holds  out  her  hands  for  the  little  doves.) 
They  're  not  for  hands.     (He  uncovers  her  feet.) 

CINDERELLA.  They  're  terrible  small  !  Mavbe  they  '11 
not  go  on  ! 

(They  go  on.) 

CINDERELLLA.     They  Ve  like  two  kisses. 

POLICEMAN.     More  like  two  love-letters. 

CINDERELLA.     No,  David,  no, — kisses. 

POLICEMAN.  We  won't  quarrel  about  it,  Cinders  ;  but  at 
the  same  time  .  .  .  However  ! 

(He  presses  her  face  to  him  for  a  mo?nent  so  that  he  may  not 
see  its  transparency.     DR.  BODIE  has  told  him  something.) 
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THE  scene  is  a  darkened  room,  which  the  curtain  reveals  so 
stealthily  that  if  there  was  a  mouse  on  the  stage  it  is  there  still. 
Our  object  is  to  catch  our  two  chief  characters  unawares  ; 
they  are  Darkness  and  Light. 

The  room  is  so  obscure  as  to  be  invisible,  but  at  the  back  of 
the  obscurity  are  French  windows,  through  which  is  seen  Lob's 
garden  bathed  in  moonshine.  The  Darkness  and  Light,  which 
this  room  and  garden  represent,  are  very  still,  but  we  should  feel 
that  it  is  only  the  pause  in  which  old  enemies  regard  each 
other  before  they  come  to  the  grip.  The  moonshine  stealing 
about  among  the  flowers,  to  give  them  their  last  instructions, 
has  left  sftmfle  upon  them,  but  it  is  a  smile  with  a  menace  in 
it  for  the  dwellers  in  darkness.  What  we  expect  to  see  next 
is  the  moonshine  slowly  pushing  the  windows  open,  so  that  it 
may  whisper  to  a  confederate  in  the  house,  whose  name  is 
Lob.  But  though  we  may  be  sure  that  this  was  about  to 
happen  it  does  not  happen  5  a  stir  among  the  dwellers  in  dark- 
ness prevents  it. 

These  unsuspecting  ones  are  in  the  dining-room,  and  as  a 
communicating  door  opens  we  hear  them  at  play.  Several 
tenebrious  shades  appear  in  the  lighted  doorway  and  hesitate 
on  the  two  steps  that  lead  down  into  the  unlit  room.  The 
fanciful  among  us  may  conceive  a  rustle  at  the  same  moment 
among  the  flowers.  The  engagement  has  begun,  though  not 
in  the  way  we  had  intended. 

VOICES. — 

'  Go  on,  Coady  :  lead  the  wa\.' 

'  Oh  dear,  I  don't  see  why  I  should  go  first.' 

*  The  nicest  always  goes  first/ 

'  It  is  a  strange  house  if  I  am  the  nicest.' 

4  It  is  a  strange  house.' 

'  Don't  close  the  door  ;    I  can't  see  where  the  switch  is.' 

'  Over  here.' 
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They  have  been  groping  their  way  forward,  blissfully  Un- 
aware of  how  they  shall  be  groping  there  again  more  terribly 
before  the  night  is  out.  Some  one  finds  a  switch,  and  the  room 
is  illumined,  with  the  effect  that  the  garden  seems  to  have 
drawn  back  a  step  as  if  worsted  in  the  first  encounter.  But 
it  is  only  waiting. 

The  apparently  inoffensive  chamber  thus  suddenly  revealed 
is,  for  a  bachelor's  home,  creditably  like  a  charming  country 
house  drawing-room  and  abounds  in  the  little  feminine  touches 
that  are  so  often  best  applied  by  the  hand  of  man.  There  is 
nothing  in  the  room  inimical  to  the  ladies,  unless  it  be  the  cut 
flowers  which  are  from  the  garden  and  possibly  in  collusion 
with  it.  The  fireplace  may  also  be  a  little  dubious.  It  has 
been  hacked  out  of  a  thick  wall  which  may  have  been  there 
when  the  other  walls  were  not,  and  is  presumably  the  cavern 
where  Lob,  when  alone,  sits  chatting  to  himself  among  the 
blue  smoke.  He  is  as  much  at  home  by  this  fire  as  any  gnome 
that  may  be  hiding  among  its  shadows  ;  but  he  is  le«*s  familiar 
with  the  rest  of  the  room,  and  when  he  sees  it,  as  for  instance 
on  his  lonely  way  to  bed,  he  often  stares  long  and  hard  at  it 
before  chuckling  uncomfortably. 

There  are  five  ladies,  and  one  only  of  them  is  elderly,  the 
Mrs.  Coade  whom  a  voice  in  the  darkness  has  already  pro- 
claimed the  nicest.  She  is  the  nicest,  though  the  voice  was  no 
good  judge,  Coady,  as  she  is  familiarly  called  and  as  her 
husband  also  is  called,  each  having  for  many  years  been  able 
to  answer  for  the  other,  is  a  rounded  old  lady  with  a  beaming 
smile  that  has  accompanied  her  from  childhood.  If  she  lives 
to  be  a  hundred  she  will  pretend  to  the  census  man  that  she  is 
only  ninety-nine.  She  has  no  other  vice  that  has  not  been 
smoothed  out  of  existence  by  her  placid  life,  and  she  has  but 
one  complaint  against  the  male  Coady,  the  rather  odd  one  that 
he  has  long  forgotten  his  first  wife.  Our  Mrs.  Coady  never 
knew  the  first  wife,  but  it  is  she  alone  who  sometimes  looks 
at  the  portrait  of  her  and  preserves  in  their  home  certain 
mementoes  of  her,  such  as  a  lock  of  brown  hair,  which  the 
equally  gentle  male  Coady  must  have  treasured  once  but  has 
now  forgotten.  The  first  wife  had  been  slightly  lame,  and  in 
their  brief  married  life  he  had  carried  solicitously  a  rest  for  her 
foot,  had  got  so  accustomed  to  doing  this  that,  after  a  quarter 
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of*  a  century  with  our  Mrs.  Coady,  he  still  finds  footstools  for 
her  as  if  she  were  lame  also.  She  has  ceased  to  pucker  her  face 
over  this,  taking  it  as  a  kind  little  thoughtless  attention,  and 
indeed  with  the  years  has  developed  a  friendly  limp. 

Of  the  other  four  ladies,  all  young  and  physically  fair,  two 
are  married.  Mrs.  Dearth  is  tall,  of  smouldering  eye  and  fierce 
desires,  murky  beasts  lie  in  ambush  in  the  labyrinths  of  her  mind, 
she  is  a  white-faced  gypsy  with  a  husky  voice,  most  beautiful 
when  she  is  sullen,  and  therefore  frequently  at  her  best.  The 
other  ladies  when  in  conclave  refer  to  her  as  The  Dearth. 
Mrs.  Purdic  is  a  safer  companion  for  the  toddling  kind  of  man. 
She  is  soft  and  pleading,  and  would  seek  what  she  wants  by 
laying  her  head  on  the  loved  one's  shoulder,  while  The  Dearth 
might  attain  it  with  a  pistol.  A  brighter  spirit  than  either  is 
Joanna  Trout,  who,  when  her  affections  are  not  engaged,  has 
a  merry  face  and  figure,  but  can  dismiss  them  both  at  the  im- 
portant moment,  which  is  at  the  word  '  love.'  Then  Joanna 
quivers,  Jier  sense  of  humour  ceases  to  beat  and  the  dullest  man 
may  go  ahead.  There  remains  Lady  Caroline  Laney  of  the 
disdainful  poise,  lately  from  the  enormously  select  school  where 
they  are  taught  to  pronounce  their  r's  as  w's  ;  nothing  else 
seems  to  be  taught,  but  for  matrimonial  success  nothing  else  is 
necessary.  Every  woman  who  pronounces  r  as  w  will  find  a 
mate  ;  it  appeals  to  all  that  is  chivalrous  in  man. 

An  old-fashioned  gallantry  induces  us  to  accept  from  each 
of  these  ladies  her  own  estimate  of  herself,  and  fortunately  it  is 
favourable  in  every  case.  This  refers  to  their  estimate  of  them- 
selves up  to  the  hour  of  ten  on  the  evening  on  which  we  first 
meet  them  ;  the  estimate  may  have  changed  temporarily  by 
the  time  we  part  from  them  on  the  following  morning.  What 
their  mirrors  say  to  each  of  them  is,  A  dear  face,  not  classically 
perfect  but  abounding  in  that  changing  charm  which  is  the  best 
type  of  English  womanhood  ;  here  is  a  woman  who  has  seen 
and  felt  far  more  than  her  reticent  nature  readily  betrays  ;  she 
sometimes  smiles,  but  behind  that  concession,  controlling  it  in  a 
manner  hardly  less  than  adorable,  lurks  the  sigh  called  Know- 
ledge ;  a  strangely  interesting  face,  mysterious  ;  a  line  for  her 
tombstone  might  be,  4  If  I  had  been  a  man  what  adventures 
I  could  have  had  with  her  who  lies  here.' 

Arc  these  ladies  then  so  very  alike  ?     They  would  all  deny 
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it,  so  we  must  take  our  own  soundings.  At  this  moment  of 
their  appearance  in  the  drawing-room  at  least  they  are  alike  in 
having  a  common  interest.  No  sooner  has  the  dining-room 
door  closed  than  purpose  leaps  to  their  eyes  ;  oddly  enough, 
the  men  having  been  got  rid  of,  the  drama  begins. 

ALICE  DEARTH  (the  darkest  spirit,  but  the  bravest}.  We  must 
not  waste  a  second.  Our  minds  are  made  up,  I  think  ? 

JOANNA.     Now  is  the  time. 

MRS.  COADE  (at  once  delighted  and  appalled).  Yes,  now  if  at 
all  ;  but  should  we  ? 

ALICE.     Certainly  ;   and  before  the  men  come  in. 

MABEL  PURDIE.  You  don't  think  we  should  wait  for  the 
men  ?  They  are  as  much  in  it  as  we  arc. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (unlucky,  as  her  opening  remark  is  without  a 
single  r).  Lob  would  be  with  them.  If  the  thing  is  to  be 
done  at  all  it  should  be  done  now. 

MRS.  COADE.  Is  it  quite  fair  to  Lob  ?  After  all^  he  is  our 
host. 

JOANNA.  Of  course  it  isn't  fair  to  him,  but  let 's  do  it, 
Coady. 

MRS.  £OADE.      Yes,  let  's  do  it  ! 

MABEL.     Mrs.  Dearth  is  doing  it. 

ALICE  (who  is  writing  out  a  telegram).  ( )f  course  1  am.  The 
men  are  not  coming,  are  they  ? 

JOANNA  (reconnoitring).  No  ;  your  husband  is  having 
another  glass  of  port. 

ALICE.     I  am  sure  he  is.     One  of  you  ring,  please. 
(The  bold  JOANNA  rings.) 

MRS.  COADE.      Poor  Matey  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.  He  wichly  desewves  what  he  is  about 
to  get. 

JOANNA.  He  is  coming  !  Don't  all  stand  huddled  together 
like  conspirators. 

MRS.  COADE.     It  is  what  we  are  ! 

(Swiftly  they  find  seats,  and  are  sunk  thereon  like  ladies 
waiting  languidly  for  their  lords,  when  the  doomed  butler 
appears.  He  is  a  man  of  brawn,  who  could  cast  any  one  of 
them  forth  for  a  wager ;  but  we  are  about  to  connive  at  the 
triumph  of  mind  over  matter.) 
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ALICE  (always  at  her  best  before  c  the  bright  face  of  danger '). 
Ah,  Matey,  I  wish  this  telegram  sent. 

MATEY  (a  general  favourite}.  Very  good,  ma'am.  The 
village  post  office  closed  at  eight,  but  if  your  message  is 

important 

ALICE.  It  is  ;  and  you  arc  so  clever,  Matey,  I  am  sure 
that  you  can  persuade  them  to  oblige  you. 

MATEY  (taking  the  telegram]  I  will  see  to  it  myself,  ma'am  ; 
you  can  depend  on  its  going. 

(There   comes  a  little  gasp  from  COADY,   which  is  the 
equivalent  to  dropping  a  stitch  in  needle-work. 
ALICE  (who  is  THE  DEARTH  now).     Thank  you.      Better  read 
the  telegram,   Matey,  to  be  sure  that  you  can  make  it  out. 
(MATEY  re  fids  it  to  himself,  and  he  has  never  quite  the  sa?ne  faith 
*n  woman  again.     THE  DEARTH  continues  in  n  purring  voice.} 
Read  it  aloud,  Matey. 
MATEY.     Oh,  ma'am  ! 
ALICE  {^without  the  purr}.     Aloud. 

(Thus  encouraged,  he  reads  the  fatal  missive.} 
MATEY.     *  To  Police  Station,  Great  Cumney.     Send  officer 
first  thing  to-morrow  morning  to  arrest  Matey,  butler,  for 
theft  of  rings.' 

ALICE.      Yes,  that  is  quite  right. 

MATEY.  Ma'am  !  (But  seeing  that  she  has  taken  up  a  book, 
he  turns  to  LADY  CAROLINE.)  My  lady  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE  (w/wst9  voice  strikes  colder  than  THE  DEARTH'S). 
Should  we  not  say  how  many  wings  ? 

ALICE.      Yes,  put  in  the  number  of  rings,  Matey. 

(MATKY  does  not  put  in  the  number,  but  he  produces 
three  rings  from  unostentatious  parts  of  his  person  and 
returns  the?n  without  noticeable  dignity  to  their  various 
owners.} 

MATEY  (hopeful  that  the  incident  is  now  closed}.      May  I  tear 
up  the  telegram,  ma'am  ? 
ALICE.     Certainly  not. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  I  always  said  that  this  man  w«is  the  culpwit. 
I  am  nevaw  mistaken  in  faces,  and  I  see  bwoad  awwows  all  over 
youws,  Matey. 

(He  might  reply  that  he  sees  w's  all  over  hers,  but  it  is  no 
moment  for  repartee.} 
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MATEY.     It  is  deeply  regretted. 

ALICE  (darkly}.     I  am  sure  it  is. 

JOANNA  (who  has  seldom  remained  silent  for  so  long}.  We 
may  as  well  tell  him  now  that  it  is  not  our  rings  we  are  worrying 
about.  They  have  just  been  a  means  to  an  end,  Matey. 

(The  stir  among  the  ladies  shows  that  they  have  arrived  at 
the  more  interesting  point.} 

ALICE.     Precisely.     In  other  words  that  telegram  is  sent 

unless 

(MATEY'S  head  rises.} 

JOANNA.  Unless  you  can  tell  us  instantly  what  peculiarity 
it  is  that  all  we  ladies  have  in  common. 

MABEL.     Not  only  the  ladies  ;  all  the  guests  in  this  house, 

ALICE.  We  have  been  here  a  week,  and  we  find  that  when 
Lob  invited  us  he  knew  us  all  so  little  that  we  begin  to  wonder 
why  he  asked  us.  And  now  from  words  he  has  let  drop  we 
know  that  we  were  invited  because  of  something  he  thinks  we 
have  in  common. 

MABEL.     But  he  won't  say  what  it  is. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (drawing  back  a  little  from  JOANNA).  One 
knows  that  no  people  could  be  more  unlike. 

JOANNA  (thankfully}.     One  does. 

MRS.  COADE.  And  we  can't  sleep  at  night.  Matey,  for 
wondering  what  this  something  is. 

JOANNA  (summing  up).  But  we  are  sure  you  know,  and  if 
you  don't  tell  us — quod. 

MATEY  (with  growing  uneasiness).  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean,  ladies. 

ALICE.     Oh  yes,  you  do. 

MRS.  COADE.  You  must  admit  that  your  master  is  a  very 
strange  person. 

MATEY  (wriggling).  He  is  a  little  odd,  ma'am.  That  is 
why  every  one  calls  him  Lob  ;  not  Mr.  Lob. 

JOANNA.  He  is  so  odd  that  it  has  got  on  my  nerves  that  we 
have  been  invited  here  for  some  sort  of  horrid  experiment. 
(MATEY  shivers}  You  look  as  if  you  thought  so  too  ! 

MATEY.     Oh  no,  miss,  I — he (The  words  he  would 

keep  back  elude  him.}     You  shouldn't  have  come,  ladies  ;    you 
didn't  ought  to  have  come. 

(For  the  moment  he  is  sorrier  for  them  than  for  himself.} 
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RADY  CAROLINE.  Shouldn't  have  come  !  Now,  my  man, 
what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

MATEY.  Nothing,  my  lady  :  I — I  just  mean,  why  did  you 
come  if  you  are  the  kind  he  thinks  ? 

MABEL.     The  kind  he  thinks  ? 

ALICE.  What  kind  does  he  think  ?  Now  we  are  getting 
at  it. 

MATEY  (guardedly}.     I  haven't  a  notion,  ma'am. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (whose  w'j  must  henceforth  be  supplied  by  the 
judicious  reader}.  Then  it  is  not  necessarily  our  virtue  that 
makes  Lob  interested  in  us  ? 

MATEY  (thoughtlessly)  No,  my  lady  ;  oh  no,  my  lady. 
(This  makes  an  unfavourable  impression.} 

MRS.  COADE.     And  yet,  you  know,  he  is  rather  lovable. 

MATEY  (carried  away}.  He  is,  ma'am.  He  is  the  most 
lovable  old  devil — I  beg  pardon,  ma'am. 

JOANNA.  You  scarcely  need  to,  for  in  a  way  it  is  true.  I 
have  seenjiim  out  there  among  his  flowers,  petting  them,  talking 
to  them,  coaxing  them  till  they  simply  had  to  grow. 

ALICE  (making  use  perhaps  of  the  wrong  adjective}.  It  is 
certainly  a  divine  garden. 

(They  all  look  at  the  unblinking  enemy.) 

MRS.  COADE  (not  more  deceived  than  the  others}.  How  lovely 
it  is  in  the  moonlight.  Roses,  roses,  all  the  way.  (Dreamily} 
It  is  like  a  hat  I  once  had  when  I  was  young. 

ALICE.  Lob  is  such  an  amazing  gardener  that  I  believe  he 
could  even  grow  hats. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (who  ^vill  catch  it  for  this}.  He  is  a  wonder- 
ful gardener  ;  but  is  that  quite  nice  at  his  age  ?  What  is  his 
age,  man  ? 

,  MATEY  (shuffling).  He  won't  tell,  my  lady.  I  think  he  is 
frightened  that  the  police  would  step  in  if  they  knew  how  old 
he  is.  They  do  say  in  the  village  that  they  remember  him 
seventy  years  ago,  looking  just  as  he  does  to-day. 

ALICE.     Absurd. 

MATEY.     Yes,  ma'am  ;   but  there  are  his  razors. 

LADY  CAROLINE.       Razors  ? 

MATEY.  You  won't  know  about  razors,  my  lady,  not  being 
married — as  yet — excuse  me.  But  a  married  lady  can  tell  a 
man's  age  by  the  number  of  his  razors.  (A  little  scared}  If 
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you  saw  his  razors — there  is  a  little  world  of  them,  from  patents 
of  the  present  day  back  to  implements  so  horrible,  you  can 
picture  him  with  them  in  his  hand  scraping  his  way  through 
the  ages. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  You  amuse  one  to  an  extent.  Was  he 
ever  married  ? 

MATEY  (too  lightly}.  He  has  quite  forgotten,  my  lady. 
(Reflecting]  How  long  ago  is  it  since  Merry  England  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Why  do  you  ask  r 

MABEL.     In  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  wasn't  it  ? 

MATEY.  He  says  he  is  all  that  is  left  of  Merry  England  : 
that  little  man. 

MABEL  (who  has  brothers}.  Lob  ?  I  think  there  is  a  famous 
cricketer  called  Lob. 

MRS.  COADE.  Wasn't  there  a  Lob  in  Shakespeare  ?  No, 
of  course  I  am  thinking  of  Robin  Goodfcllow. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     The  names  arc  so  alike. 

JOANNA.     Robin  Goodfdlow  was  Puck. 

MRS.  COADE  (with  natural  elation}.  That  is  what  "was  in  my 
head.  Lob  was  another  name  for  Puck. 

JOANNA.  Well,  he  is  certainly  rather  like  what  Puck  might 
have  grown  into  if  he  had  forgotten  to  die.  And,  by  the  way, 
I  remember  now  he  does  call  his  flowers  by  the  old  Elizabethan 
names. 

MATEY.  He  always  calls  the  Nightingale  Philomel,  miss — 
if  that  is  any  help. 

ALICE  (who  is  not  omniscient}.     None  whatever.     Tell  me 
this,  did  he  specially  ask  you  all  for  Midsummer  week  ? 
(They  assent.} 

MATEY  (who  ?night  more  judiciously  have  remained  silent}. 
He  would  ! 

MRS.  COADE.     Now  what  do  you  mean  ? 

MATEY.  He  always  likes  them  to  be  here  on  Midsummer 
night,  ma'am. 

ALICE.     Them  ?     Whom  ? 

MATEY.     Them  who  have  that  in  common. 

MABEL.     What  can  it  be  ? 

MATEY.      I  don't  know. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (suddenly  introspective}.  I  hope  we  are  all 
nice  women  ?  We  don't  know  each  other  very  well.  (Certain 
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suspicions  are  reborn  in  various  breasts.}     Does  anything  startling 
happen  at  those  times  ? 

MATEY.     1  don't  know. 

JOANNA.     Why,  I  believe  this  is  Midsummer  Eve  ! 

MATEY.  Yes,  miss,  it  is.  The  villagers  know  it.  They 
are  all  inside  their  houses,  to-night — with  the  doors  barred. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Because  of — of  him  ? 

MATEY.     He  frightens  them.     There  arc  stories. 

ALICE.     What    alarms    them  ?      Tell    us — or (She 

brandishes  the  telegram.) 

MATEY.  I  know  nothing  for  certain,  ma'am.  I  have 
never  done  it  myself.  He  has  wanted  me  to,  but  I  wouldn't. 

MABEL.     Done  what  ? 

MATEY  (with  fine  appeal).  Oh,  ma'am,  don't  ask  me.  Be 
merciful  to  me,  ma'am.  I  am  not  bad  naturally.  Jt  was  just 
going  into  domestic  service  that  did  for  me  ;  the  accident  of 
being  flung  among  bad  companions.  It 's  touch  and  go  how 
the  poor  turn  out  in  this  world  ;  all  depends  on  your  taking  the 
right  or  tlTt-  wrong  turning. 

MRS.  COADE  (the  lenient).      1  dare  say  that  is  true. 

MATEY  (under  this  touch  of  sun).  When  I  was  young,  ma'am, 
I  was  offered  a  clerkship  in  the  City.  If  I  had  taken  it  there 
wouldn't  be  a  more  honest  man  alive  to-day.  I  would  give  the 
world  to  be  able  to  begin  over  again. 

(He  means  every  word  of  it,  though  the  flowers  would  here, 
if  they  dared,  burst  into  ironical  applause.) 

MRS.  COADE.      It  is  very  sad,  Mrs.  Dearth. 

ALICE.      I  am  sorry  for  him  ;  but  still 

MATEY  (his  eves  turning  to  LADY  CAROLINE).  What  do  you 
say,  my  lady  r 

LADY  CAROLINE  (briefly).  As  you  ask  me,  I  should  certainly 
say'jaiL 

MATEY  (desperately).  If  you  will  say  no  more  about  this, 
ma'am — I  '11  give  you  a  tip  that  is  worth  it. 

ALICE.     Ah,  now  you  are  talking. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Don't  listen  to  him. 

MATEY   (lowering).     You  are  the  one  that  is  hardest  on  me. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Yes,  I  flatter  myself  I  am. 

MATEY  (forgetting  himself).  You  might  take  a  wrong  turning 
yourself,  my  lady. 
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LADY  CAROLINE.     I  ?     How  dare  you,  man  ! 

(But  the  flowers  rather  like  him  for  this  ;  it  is  possibly  what 
gave  them  a  certain  idea.) 

JOANNA  (near  the  keyhole  of  the  dining-room  door).  The  men 
are  rising. 

ALICE  (hurriedly).  Very  well,  Matey,  we  agree — if  the  c  tip  ' 
is  good  enough. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     You  will  regret  this. 

MATEY.  I  think  not,  my  lady.  It 's  this  :  I  wouldn't  go 
out  to-night  if  he  asks  you.  Go  into  the  garden,  if  you  like. 
The  garden  is  all  right.  (He  really  believes  this.)  I  wouldn't 
go  farther — not  to-night. 

MRS.  COADE.  But  he  never  proposes  to  us  to  go  farther. 
Why  should  he  to-night  ? 

MATEY.  I  don't  know,  ma'am,  but  don't  any  of  you  go — 
(devilishly)  except  you,  my  lady  ;  I  should  like  you  to  go. 

LADY  CAROLINE.       Fellow  ! 

(They  consider  this  odd  warning.) 

ALICE.     Shall  I  ?     (They  nod  and  she  tears  up  th^tclegram.) 
MATEY  (with  a  gulp).     Thank  you,  ma'am. 
LADY  CAROLINE.     You  should  have  sent  that  telegram  off, 
JOANNA.     You  are  sure  you  have  told  us  all  you  know, 
Matey  ? 

MATEY.  Yes,  miss.  (But  at  the  door  he  is  more  generous.) 
Above  all,  ladies,  I  wouldn't  go  into  the  wood. 

MABEL.  The  wood  ?  Why,  there  is  no  wood  within  a 
dozen  miles  of  here. 

MATEY.  No,  ma'am.  But  all  the  same  1  wouldn't  go  into 
it,  ladies — not  if  I  was  you. 

(With  this  cryptic  warning  he  leaves  them,  and  any  dis- 
cussion of  it  is  prevented  ly  the  arrival  of  their  host.  LOB 
is  very  small,  and  probably  no  one  has  ever  looked  so  old 
except  some  newborn  child.  To  such  as  watch  him  narrowly  y 
as  the  ladies  now  do  for  the  first  time,  he  has  the  effect  of 
seeming  to  be  hollow,  an  attenuated  piece  of  piping  insuffi- 
ciently inflated ;  one  feels  that  if  he  were  to  strike  against  a 
solid  object  he  might  rebound  feebly  from  it,  which  would  be 
less  disconcerting  if  he  did  not  obviously  know  this  and  care- 
fully avoid  the  furniture  ;  he  is  so  light  that  the  subject  must 
not  be  mentioned  in  his  presence,  but  it  is  possible  lhaty  were 
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the  ladies  to  combine,  they  could  How  him  out  of  a  chair,  lie 
enters  portentously,  his  hands  behind  his  back,  as  if  every 
bit  of  him,  from  his  domed  head  to  his  little  feet,  were  the 
physical  expression  of  the  deep  thoughts  within  him,  then 
suddenly  he  whirls  round  to  make  his  guests  jump.  This 
amuses  him  vastly,  and  he  regains  his  gravity  with  difficulty. 
He  addresses  MRS.  COADE.) 

LOU.     Standing,  dear  lady  ?  pray  be  seated. 

(He  finds  a  chair  for  her  and  pulls  it  away  as  she  is  about 
to  sit,  or  kindly  pretends  to  be  about  to  do  so,  for  he  has  had 
this  quaint  conceit  every  evening  since  she  arrived.} 

MRS.  COADE  (who  loves  children).     You  naughty  ! 

J.OB  (eagerly).      Tt  is  quite  a  flirtation,  isn't  it  ? 

(He  rolls  on  a  chair,  kicking  out  his  legs  in  an  ecstasy  of 
satisfaction.  But  the  ladies  are  not  certain  that  he  is  the 
little  innocent  they  have  hitherto  thought  him.  The  advent 
of  MR.  COADE  and  MR.  PURDi£  presently  adds  to  their  mis- 
gi*y$ngs.  MR.  COADE  is  old,  a  sweet  pippin  of  a  man  with 
a  gentle  smile  for  all ;  he  must  have  suffered  much,  you 
conclude  incorrectly,  to  acquire  that  tolerant  smile.  Some- 
times, as  when  he  sees  other  people  at  work,  a  zutstfu/  look 
takes  the  place  of  ihe  smile,  and  MR.  COADE  fidgety  like  one 
who  would  be  elsewhere.  Then  there  rises  before  his  eyes 
the  room  called  the  study  in  his  house,  whose  walls  are  lined 
with  boxes  marked  d.  B.  C.  to  Z.  and  A*.  52.  C\  to  K*. 
These  contain  dusty  notes  for  his  great  work  on  the  Feudal 
System,  the  notes  many  years  old,  the  work,  strictly  speaking, 
not  yet  begun.  He  still  speaks  at  times  of  finishing  it  but 
never  of  beginning  it.  He  knows  that  in  more  favourable 
circumstances,  for  instance  if  he  had  been  a  poor  man  instead 
of  pleasantly  well  to  do,  he  could  have  thrown  himself  avidly 
into  that  noble  undertaking  ;  but  lie  does  not  allow  his  secret 
sorrow  to  embitter  him  or  darken  the  house.  Quickly  the 
vision  passes,  and  he  is  again  his  bright  self.  Idleness,  he 
says  in  his  game  way,  has  its  recompenses.  It  is  charming 
now  to  see  how  he  at  once  crosses  to  his  wife,  solicitous  for 
her  comfoi  f.  ///:  is  bearing  down  on  her  with  a  footstool 
when  MR.  PURDIE  comes  from  the  dining-room.  He  is  the 
most  brilliant  of  our  company,  recently  notable  in  debate  at 
Oxford,  where  he  was  president  oj  the  Union,  as  indeed 
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nearly  everybody  one  meets  seems  to  have  been.  Since 
then  he  has  gone  to  the  bar  on  Monday,  married  on 
Tuesday,  and  had  a  brief  on  Wednesday.  Beneath  his 
brilliance,  and  making  charming  company  for  himself,  he 
is  aware  of  intellectual  powers  beyond  his  years.  As  we 
are  about  to  see,  he  has  made  one  mistake  in  his  life  which 
he  is  bravely  facing.} 

ALICE.     Is  my  husband  still  sampling  the  port,  Mr.  Purdie  ? 
PURDIE  (with  a  disarming  smile  for  the  absent  DEARTH).     Do 
you  know,  I  believe  he  is.      Do  the  ladies  like  our  proposal, 
Coade  ? 

COADE.  I  have  not  told  them  of  it  yet.  The  fact  is,  I  am 
afraid  that  it  might  tire  my  wife  too  much.  Do  you  feel  equal 
to  a  little  exertion  to-night,  Coady,  or  is  your  foot  troubling 
you  ? 

MRS.  COADK  (the  kind  creature).  I  have  been  resting  it, 
Coady. 

COADE  (propping  it  on  the  footstool).  There  !  Is  jhat  more 
comfortable  ?  Presently,  dear,  if  you  are  agreeable  we  are  all 
going  out  for  a  w<ilk. 

MRS.  COADE  (quoting  MATEY).      The  garden  is  all  right. 
PURDI.E  (with  jocular  solemnity).     Ah,  but  it  is  not  to  be  the 
garden.     We  arc  going  farther  afield.     We  have  an  adventure 
for  to-night.     Get  thick  shoes  and  a  wrap,  Mrs.  Dearth  ;    all 
of  you. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (with  but  languid  interest).  Where  do  you 
propose  to  take  us  ? 

PURDIE.     To  find  a  mysterious  wood. 

(With  the  word  *  wood '  the  ladies  are  blown  upright. 
Their  eyes  turn  to  LOW,  who^  however,  has  never  looked  more 
innocent.) 

JOANNA.  Are  you  being  funny,  Mr.  Purdie  ?  You  know 
quite  well  that  there  are  not  any  trees  for  miles  around.  You 
have  said  yourself  that  it  is  the  one  blot  on  the  landscape. 

COADE  (almost  as  great  a  humorist  as  PURDIE).  Ah,  on 
ordinary  occasions  !  but  allow  us  to  point  out  to  you,  Miss 
Joanna,  that  this  is  Midsummer  Eve. 

(LOB  again  comes  sharply  under  female  observation.} 
PURDIE.     Tell  them  what  you  told  us,  Lob. 
LOB  (with  a  pout  for  the  credulous).     It  is  all  nonsense,  of 
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course  ;  just  foolish  talk  of  the  villagers.  They  say  that  on 
Midsummer  Eve  there  is  a  strange  wood  in  this  part  of  the 
country. 

ALICE  (lowering).     Where  ? 

PURDIE.  Ah,  that  is  one  of  its  most  charming  features.  It 
is  never  twice  in  the  same  place  apparently.  It  has  been  seen 
on  different  parts  of  the  Downs  and  on  Moore  Common  ;  once 
it  was  close  to  Radley  village  and  another  time  about  a  mile  from 
the  sea.  Oh,  a  sporting  wood  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.  And  Lob  is  anxious  that  we  should  all  go 
and  look  for  it  ? 

COADE.  Not  he  ;  Lob  is  the  only  sceptic  in  the  house. 
Says  it  is  all  rubbish,  and  that  we  shall  be  sillies  if  we  go.  But 
we  believe,  eh,  Purclie  ? 

PURDIE  (waggishly}.      Rather  ! 

LOB  (the  artful}.  Just  wasting  the  evening.  Let  us  have  a 
round  game  at  cards  here  instead. 

PiTKDiT^grandly}.     No,  sir,  I  am  going  to  find  that  wood. 

JOANNA.      What  is  the  good  of  it  when  it  is  found  ? 

PURDIE.  We  shall  wander  in  it  deliciously,  listening  to  a 
new  sort  of  bird  called  the  Philomel. 

(LOB  is  behaving  in  the  most  exemplary  manner  ; .  making 
sweet  little  clucking  sounds.} 

JOANNA  (doubtfully}.     Shall  we  keep  together,  Mr.  Purdie  ? 

PURDIE.     No,  we  must  hunt  in  pairs. 

JOANNA  (converted}.  I  think  it  would  be  rather  fun.  Come 
on,  Coady,  I  '11  lace  your  boots  for  you.  I  am  sure  your  poor 
foot  will  carry  you  nicely. 

ALICE.  Miss  Trout,  wait  a  moment.  Lob,  has  this  wonder- 
ful wood  any  special  properties  ? 

•LOB.      Pooh  !     There  's  no  wood. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     You  've  never  seen  it  ? 

LOB.     Not  I.     I  don't  believe  in  it. 

ALICE.      Have  any  of  the  villagers  ever  been  in  it  : 

LOB  (dreamily}.     So  it 's  said  ;  so  it 's  said. 

ALICE.     What  did  they  say  were  their  experiences  ? 

LOB.     That  isn't  known.     They  never  came  back. 

JOANNA  (promptly  resuming  her  seat}.     Never  came  back  ! 

LOB.  Absurd,  of  course.  You  see  in  the  morning  the  wood 
was  gone  ;  and  so  they  were  gone,  too.  (He  clucks  again.} 
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JOANNA.     I  don't  think  I  like  this  wood. 
MRS.  COADE.     It  certainly  is  Midsummer  Eve. 
COADE  (remembering  that  women  are  not  yet  civilised}.     Of 
course  if  you  ladies  arc  against  it  we  will  drop  the  idea.      It  was 
only  a  bit  of  fun. 

ALICE  (with  a  malicious  eye  on  IOB).  Yes,  better  give  it  up — 
to  please  Lob. 

PURDIE.  Oli5  jll  right.  Lob.  What  about  that  round  game 
of  cards  ? 

(The  proposal  meets  with  approval.) 

LOB  (bursting  into  tears).  I  wanted  you  to  go.  I  had  set 
my  heart  on  your  going.  It  is  the  thing  I  wanted,  and  it  isn't 
good  for  me  not  to  get  the  thing  T  want. 

(He  creeps  tinder  the  table  and  threatens  the  hands  that 
would  draw  him  out.) 

MRS.  COADE.  Good  gracious,  he  has  wanted  it  all  the  time. 
You  wicked  Lob  ! 

ALICE.     Now,  you  see  there  is  something  in  it 
COADE.     Nonsense,  Mrs.  Dearth,  it  was  only  a  joke. 
MABEL  (me/ting).      Don't  cry,  Lobby, 

LOB.  Nobody  cares  for  me — nobody  loves  me.  And  I  need 
to  be  loved. 

(Several  of  them  are  on  their  knees  to  him.) 
JOANNA      'jYes,    we    do,   we   all   love   you.       Nice,    nice 
Lobby. 

MABEL.     Dear  Lob,  I  am  so  fond  of  you. 
JOANNA.      Dry  his  eyes  with  my  own  handkerchief.     (He 
holds  up  his  eyes  but  is  otherwise  inconsolable.) 
LADY  CAROLINE.     Don't  pamper  him. 
LOB  (furiously).     I  need  to  be  pampered. 
MRS.  COADE.     You  funny  little  man.     Let  us  go  at  once  and 
look  for  his  wood. 

(All  feel  that  thus  alone  can  his  tears  be  dried.) 
JOANNA.     Boots  and  cloaks,  hats  forward.      Come  on,  Lady 
Caroline,  just  to  show  you  are  not  afraid  of  Matey. 

(There  is  a  general  exodus,  and  LOB  left  alone  emerges  from 
his    temporary   retirement.     He   clucks    victoriously,    but 
presently  is  on  his  knees  again  distressfully  regarding  some 
flowers  that  have  fallen  from  their  bowl.) 
LOB.     Poor  bruised  one,  it  was  I  who  hurt  you.     Lob  is  so 
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sorry.  Lie  there  !  (To  another)  Pretty,  pretty,  let  me  see 
where  you  have  a  pain  ?  You  fell  on  your  head  ;  is  this  the 
place  ?  Now  I  make  it  better.  Oh,  little  rascal,  you  are  not 
hurt  at  all  ;  you  just  pretend.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear  !  Sweet- 
heart, don't  cry,  you  are  now  prettier  than  ever.  You  were  too 
tall.  Oh,  how  beautifully  you  smell  now  that  you  are  small. 
(He  replaces  the  wounded  tenderly  in  their  boiu/.)  Drink,  drink. 
Now,  you  are  happy  again.  The  little  rascal  smiles.  All 
smile,  please — nod  heads — aha  !  aha  !  You  love  Lob — Lob 
loves  you. 

(JOANNA  and  MR.  PURDIE  stroll  in  by  the  window.) 
JOANNA.     What  were  you  saying  to  them,  Lob  ? 
LOB.      I  was  saying  *  Two  's  company,  three  's  none/ 

(He  departs  with  a  final  cluck.) 
JOANNA.     That  mini — he  suspects  ! 

(This  is  a  very  different  JOAN NA  from  the  one  who  has  so 
far  flitted  across  our  scene.  It  is  also  a  different  PURDIE. 
In  company  they  seldom  look  at  each  other -,  though  when  thr 
one  does  so  the  eyes  of  the  other  magnetically  respond.  We 
have  seen  them  trivial,  almost  cynical,  but  now  we  art. 
to  greet  them  as  they  know  they  really  are,  the  great  strong- 
hearted  man  and  his  natural  mate,  in  the  grip  ofthe^  master 
passion.  For  the  moment  LOB'S  words  have  unnerved 
JOANNA  and  it  is  JOHN  PURDIE'S  dear  privilege  to  soothe 
her.} 

PURDIE.     No  one  minds  Lob.     My  dear,  oh  my  dear  ! 
JOANNA  (faltering).     Yes,  but  he  saw  you  kiss  my  hand. 
Jack,  if  Mabel  were  to  suspect  ! 

PURDIE  (happily}.     There  is  nothing  for  her  to  suspect. 
JOANNA    (eagerly}.     No,    there    isn't,    is    there  ?     (She    is 
desirous  ever  to  be  ivithout  a  flaw.}     Jack,  T  am  not  doing  any- 
thing wrong,  am  I  r 
PURDIE.      You  ! 

(With  an  adorable  gesture  she  gives  him  one  of  her  hands, 
and  manlike  he  takes  the  other  also.} 

JOANNA.  Mabel  is  your  wife,  Jack.  I  should  so  hate 
myself  if  I  did  anything  that  was  disloyal  to  her. 

PURDTE  (pressing  her  hand  to  her  eyes  as  if  counting  them,  in  the 
strange  manner  of  lovers}.  Those  eyes  could  never  be  disloyal 
— my  lady  of  the  nut-brown  eyes.  (He  holds  her  from 
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surveying  her,  and  is  scorched  in  the  flame  of  her  femininity.}  Oh, 
the  svelteness  of  you.  (Almost  with  reproach]  Joanna,  why  are 
you  so  svelte  ! 

(For  his  sake  she  ivould  be  less  svelte  if  she  could,  but  she 
can't.  She  admits  her  failure  with  eyes  grown  still  larger  y 
and  he  envelops  her  so  that  he  may  not  see  her.  Thus  men 
seek  safety.) 

JOANNA  (while  out  of  sight).  All  I  want  is  to  help  her  and 
you. 

PURDIE.      I  know — how  well  1  know — my  dear  brave  love. 

JOANNA.  1  am  very  fond  of  Mabel,  Jack.  I  should  like 
to  be  the  best  friend  she  has  in  the  world. 

PURDTE.  You  are,  dearest.  No  woman  ever  had  a  better 
friend. 

JOANNA.  And  yet  I  don't  think  she  really  likes  me.  I 
wonder  why  r 

PURDIE  (who  is  the  bigger  brained  of  the  two).  It  is  just  that 
Mabel  doesn't  understand.  Nothing  could  make  me  say  a 
word  against  my  wife 

JOANNA  (sternly).      1  wouldn't  listen  to  you  if  you  did. 

PURDIE.  I  lo\e  you  all  the  more,  dear,  for  saying  that. 
But  Mabel  is  a  cold  nature  and  she  doesn't  understand. 

JOANNA  (thinking  never  of  herself  but  only  of  him).  She 
doesn't  appreciate  your  finer  qualities. 

PURDIE  (ruminating).  That 's  it.  But  of  course  1  am 
difficult.  1  always  was  a  strange,  strange  creature.  I  often 
think,  Joanna,  that  I  am  rather  like  a  flower  that  has  never  had 
the  sun  to  shine  on  it  nor  the  rain  to  water  it. 

JOANNA.     You  break  my  heart. 

PURDIE  (with  considerable  enjoyment).  1  suppose  there  is  no 
more  lonely  man  than  I  walking  the  earth  to-day. 

JOANNA  (beating  her  -zuz;/^).      It  is  so  mournful. 

PURDIE.  It  is  the  thought  of  you  that  sustains  me,  elevates 
me.  You  shine  high  above  me  like  a  star. 

JOANNA.     No,  no.      I  wish  I  was  wonderful,  but  I  am  not. 

PURDIE.      You  have  made  me  a  better  man,  Joanna. 

JOANNA.      I  am  so  proud  to  think  that. 

PURDIE.     You  have  made  me  kinder  to  Mabel. 

JOANNA.     I  am  sure  you  are  always  kind  to  her. 

PURDIE.      Yes,  I  hope  so.      But  I  think  now  of  special  little 
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ways  of  giving  her  pleasure.     That  never-to-be-forgotten  day 
when  we  first  met,  you  and  I  ! 

JOANNA  (fluttering  nearer  to  him).  That  tragic,  lovely  day 
by  the  weir.  Oh,  Jack  ! 

PURDIE.  Do  you  know  how  in  gratitude  I  spent  the  rest 
of  that  day  ? 

JOANNA  (crooning).     Tell  me. 

PURDIE.  I  read  to  Mabel  aloud  for  an  hour.  I  did  it  out 
of  kindness  to  her,  because  I  had  met  you. 

JOANNA.     It  was  dear  of  you. 

PURDIE.  Do  you  remember  that  first  time  my  arms — your 
waist — you  are  so  fluid,  Joanna.  (Passionately)  Why  are  you 
so  fluid  ? 

JOANNA  (downcast).      I  can't  help  it,  Jack. 

PURDIE.      I  gave  her  a  ruby  bracelet  for  that. 

JOANNA.  It  is  a  gem.  You  have  given  that  lucky  woman 
many  lovely  things. 

PURDIE.  It  is  my  invariable  custom  to  go  straight  off  and 
buy  Mabel  something  whenever  you  have  been  sympathetic  to 
me.  Those  new  earrings  of  hers — they  arc  in  memory  of  the 
first  day  you  called  me  Jack.  Her  Paquin  gown — the  one 
with  the  beads — was  because  you  let  me  kiss  you. 

JOANNA.      I  didn't  exactly  let  you. 

PURDIE.     No,  but  you  have  such  a  dear  way  of  giving  in. 

JOANNA.     Jack,  she  hasn't  worn  that  gown  of  late. 

PURDIE.  No,  nor  the  jewels.  I  think  she  has  some  sort 
of  idea  now  that  when  I  give  her  anything  nice  it  means  that 
you  have  been  nice  to  me.  She  has  rather  a  suspicious  nature, 
Mabel  ;  she  never  used  to  have  it,  but  it  seems  to  be  growing 
on  her.  I  wonder  why,  I  wonder  why  ? 

(/;/  this  wonder  which  is  shared  by  JOANNA  their  lips  meet^ 
and  MABEL,  who  has  been  about  to  enter  from  the  garden^ 
quietly  retires.) 

JOANNA.     Was  that  any  one  in  the  garden  ? 

PURDIK  (returning from  a  quest).     There  is  no  one  there  now. 

JOANNA.  F  am  sure  I  heard  some  one.  If  it  was  Mabel  ! 
(With  a  perspicacity  that  comes  of  knoivledge  of  her  sex)  Jack,  if 
she  saw  us  she  will  think  you  were  kissing  me. 

(These  fears  arc  confirmed  by  the  rather  odd  bearing  of 
MABEL,  who  now  joins  their  select  party.) 
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MABEL  (apologetically).  I  am  so  sorry  to  interrupt  you, 
Jack  ;  but  please  wait  a  moment  before  you  kiss  her  again. 
Excuse /me,  Joanna.  (She  quietly  draws  the  curtains,  thus 
shutting  out  the  garden  and  any  possible  onlooker,)  I  did  not 
want  the  others  to  see  you  ;  they  might  not  understand  how 
noble  you  are,  Jack.  You  can  go  on  now. 

(Having  thus  passed  the  time  of  day  with  them  she  with- 
draws by  the  door,  leaving  JACK  bewildered  and  JOANNA 
knowing  all  about  it.) 

JOANNA.     How    extraordinary  !     Of  all    the !     Oh, 

but  how  contemptible  !     (She  sweeps  to  the  door  and  calls  to 
MABEL  by  name.) 

MABEL  (returning  with  promptitude).  Did  you  call  me, 
Joanna  ? 

JOANNA  (guardedly).  I  insist  on  an  explanation.  (With 
creditable  hauteur]  What  were  you  doing  in  the  garden,  Mabel  ? 

MABEL  (who  has  not  been  so  quiet  all  day).  I  was  looking  for 
something  I  have  lost. 

PURDIE  (hope  springing  eternal).     Anything  important  ? 

MABEL.  I  used  to  fancy  it,  Jack.  It  is  my  husband's  love. 
You  don't  happen  to  have  picked  it  up,  Joanna  ?  If  so  and 
you  don't  set  great  store  by  it  I  should  like  it  back — the  pieces, 
I  mean. 

(MR.  PURDIE  is  about  to  reply  to  this,  when  JOANNA  rather 
wisely  fills  the  breach.) 

JOANNA.  Mabel,  I — I  will  not  be  talked  to  in  that  way. 
To  imply  that  I — that  your  husband — oh,  shame  ! 

PURDIE  (finely).  1  must  say,  Mabel,  that  I  am  a  little  dis- 
appointed in  you.  I  certainly  understood  that  you  had  gone 
upstairs  to  put  on  your  boots. 

MABEL.     Poor  old  Jack.     (She  muses.)     A  woman  like  that  ! 

JOANNA  (changing  her  comment  in  the  moment  of  utterance).  I 
forgive  you,  Mabel,  you  will  be  sorry  for  this  afterwards. 

PURDIE  (warningly,  but  still  reluctant  to  think  less  well  of  his 
wife).  Not  a  word  against  Joanna,  Mabel.  If  you  knew  how 
nobly  she  has  spoken  of  you. 

JOANNA  (imprudently).  She  does  know.  She  has  been 
listening. 

(There  is  a  ?nomcnt's  danger  of  the  scene  degenerating  into 
something  mid-Victorian.  Fortunately  a  chivalrous  man 
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is  present  to  //ft  it  to  a  higher  plane.  JOHN  PURDIK  h  one 
to  whom  subterfuge  of  any  kind  is  abhorrent  ;  if  he  has  not 
spoken  out  before  it  is  because  of  his  reluctance  to  give  MABEL 
pain.  He  speaks  out  now,  and  seldom  probably  has  he 
proved  himself  more  worthy.) 

PURDIE.  This  is  a  man's  business.  I  must  be  open  with 
you  now,  Mabel  :  it  is  the  manlier  way.  If  you  wish  it  I  shall 
always  be  true  to  you  in  word  and  deed  ;  it  is  your  right.  But 
I  cannot  pretend  that  Joanna  is  not  the  one  woman  in  the  world 
for  me.  If  I  had  met  her  before  you — it 's  Kismet,  I  suppose. 
(He  swells.) 

JOANNA  (from  a  chair).      Too  late,  too  late. 
MABEL  (although  the  woman  has  seen  him  swell).      I  suppose 
you  never  knew  what  true  love  was  till  you  met  her,  Jack  ? 

PURDIE.  You  force  me  to  say  it.  Joanna  and  I  are  as  one 
person.  We  have  not  a  thought  at  variance.  We  are  one 
rather  than  two. 

MABEL  ^(looking  at  JOANN\).  Yes,  and  that's  the  one! 
(With  the  cheapest  sarcasm)  I  am  so  sorry  to  have  marred  your 
lives. 

PURDIE.      If  any  blame  there  is,  it  is  jll  mine  ;    bhc  is  as 
spotless  as  the  driven  snow.      The  moment  I  mentioned  love 
to  her  she  told  me  to  desist. 
MABEL.      Not  she. 

JOANNA.      So  you  were  listening  !      (The  obtuscness  ^MARKI, 
is  ver\  strange  to  her.)      IV  Libel,  don't  you  see  how  splendid  he  is  ! 
MABEL.      Not  quite,  Joanna. 

(She  goes  away.  She  is  really  a  better  woman  than  M/V, 
but  never  capable  of  scaling  that  higher  plane  to  whit  h  he 
has,  as  it  -werry  offered  her  a  hand.) 

I.OANNA.  How  lovely  of  you,  Jack,  to  take  it  all  upon 
yourself. 

PURDIE  (simply).      It  is  the  man's  privilege. 
JOANNA.      Alabel  has  such  a  horrid  way  of  seeming  to  put 
people  in  the  wrong. 

PURDIE.  Have  you  noticed  that  ?  Poor  A  Libel,  it  is  not 
an  enviable  quality. 

JOANNA  (despondently).  I  don't  think  I  care  to  go  out  now. 
She  has  spoilt  it  all.  She  has  taken  the  innocence  out  of  it, 
Jack. 

Q 
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PUR  DIE  (a  rock}.  We  must  be  brave  and  not  mind  her.  Ah, 
Joanna,  if  we  had  met  in  time.  If  only  1  could  begin  again. 
To  be  battered  for  ever  just  because  I  once  took  the  wrong 
turning,  it  isn't  fair. 

JOANNA  (emerging  from  his  arms).  The  wrong  turning  ! 
Now,  who  was  saying  that  a  moment  ago — about  himself? 
Why,  it  was  Matey. 

(A  footstep  is  heard.} 

PURDIE  (for  the  first  time  losing  patience  with  his  wife}.  Is 
that  her  coming  back  again  ?  It  's  too  bad. 

(Rut  the  intruder  is  MRS.  DEARTH,  and  he  greets  her  with 
relief.} 
Ah,  it  is  you,  Mrs.  Dearth. 

ALICE.  Yes,  it  is  ;  but  thank  you  for  telling  me,  Mr.  Purdie. 
I  don't  intrude,  do  I  ? 

JOANNA  (descending  to  the  lower  plane,  on  which  even  goddesses 
snap}.  Why  should  you  ? 

PURDIE.  Rather  not.  We  were — hoping  it  woiyld  be  you. 
We  want  to  start  on  the  walk.  I  can't  think  what  has  become 
of  the  others.  We  have  been  looking  for  them  everywhere. 
(He  glances  vaguely  round  the  room,  as  if  they  might  so  far  have 
escaped. detection.} 

ALICE  (pleasantly}.  Well,  do  go  on  looking  ;  under  that 
flower-pot  would  be  a  good  place.  It  is  my  husband  I  am  in 
search  of. 

PURDIE  (who  likes  her  best  when  they  ate  in  different  rooms}. 
Shall  I  rout  him  out  for  you  r 

ALICE.  How  too  unutterably  kind  of  you,  Mr.  Purdk*.  I 
hate  to  trouble  you,  but  it  would  be  the  sort  of  service  one  never 
forgets. 

PURDIE.     You  know,  I  believe  you  are  chaffing  me. 

ALICE.     No,  no,  I  am  incapable  of  that. 

PURDIE.      I  won't  be  a  moment. 

ALICE.  Miss  Trout  and  I  will  await  your  return  with 
ill-concealed  impatience. 

(They  await  it  across  a  table,  the  newcomer  in  a  reverie  and 
JOANNA  watching  her.     Presently  MRS.  DEARTH  looks  up, 
and  we  may  notice  that  she  has  an  attractive  screw  of  the 
mouth  which  denotes  humour.} 
Yes,  I  suppose  you  are  right  5   I  dare  say  I  am. 
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JOANNA  (puzzled}.     1  didn't  say  anything. 
ALICE.     I  thought  I  heard  you  say,  *  That  hateful  Dearth 
woman,  coming  butting  in  where  she  is  not  wanted.' 

(JOANNA  draws  up  her  svelte  figure,  but  a  screw  of  one 
mouth  often  calls  for  a  similar  demonstration  from  another ; 
and  both  ladies  smile.      They  nearly  beco?ne  friends.) 
JOANNA.      You  certainly  have  good  ears. 
ALICE    (drawling).     Yes,    they    have    always    been    rather 
admired. 

JOANNA  (snapping).     By  the  painters  for  whom  you  sat  when 
you  were  an  artist's  model  ? 

ALICE  (measuring  her).     So  that  has  leaked  out,  has  it  ! 
JOANNA  (ashamed).      I  shouldn't  have  s«iicl  that. 
ALICE  (their  brief  friendship  over).      Do  you  think  1  care 
whether  you  know  or  not  ? 

JOANNA  (making  an  effort  to  be  good).      1  'm  sure  you  don't. 
Still,  it  was  cattish  of  me. 
ALICE.  ^  It  was. 
JOANNA  (injiame).      I  don't  see  it. 

(MRS.  DEARTH  laughs  and  forgets  her,  and  with  the  entrance 
of  a  man  from  the  dining-room  JOANNA  drifts  elsewhere. 
Not  so  much  a  man,  this  newcomn ,  as  the  relic  of  what  has 
been  a  good  one  ;  it  is  the  most  he  would  ever  claim  for 
himself.  Sometimes,  brandy  in  hand,  he  has  visions  of  the 
WILL  DEARTH  he  used  to  be,  clear  of  eye,  sees  him  but  a 
field  tiway,  singing  at  his  easel  or,  fishing-rod  in  hand,  leaping 
a  stile.  Our  WILL  stares  after  the  fellow  for  quite  a  long 
time,  so  long  that  the  two  melt  into  the  one  who  finishes 
LOB'S  brandy,  lie  is  scarcely  intoxicated  as  he  appears 
before  the  lady  of  his  choice,  but  he  is  shaky  and  has 
watery  eyes. 

ALICE  has  had  a  rather  wild  love  for  this  man,  or  for 
that  other  one,  and  he  for  her,  but  somehow  it  has  gone 
whist/ing  down  the  wind,     ire  may  expect  therefore  to 
see  them  at  their  worst  when  in  each  other's  company.) 
DEARTH  (who  is  not  without  a  humorous  outlook  on  his  own 
degradation).     I  am  uncommonly  flattered,  Alice,  to  hear  that 
you  have  sent  for  me.      It  quite  takes  me  aback. 

ALICE  (with  cold  distaste}.     It  isn't  your  company  I  want, 
Will. 
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DEARTH.  You  know,  1  felt  that  Purdic  must  have  delivered 
your  message  wrongly. 

ALICE.  I  want  you  to  come  with  us  on  this  mysterious  walk 
and  keep  an  eye  on  Lob. 

DEARTH.     On  poor  little  Lob  ?     Oh,  surely  not. 

ALICE.  I  can't  make  the  man  out.  I  want  you  to  tell  me 
something  ;  when  he  invited  us  here1,  clo  you  think  it  was  you 
or  me  he  specially  wanted  ? 

DEARTH.  Oh,  you.  He  made  no  bones  about  it  ;  said 
there  was  something  about  you  that  made  him  want  uncommonly 
to  have  you  down  here. 

ALICE.  Will,  try  to  remember  this  :  did  he  ask  us  for  any 
particular  time  ? 

DEARTH.  Yes,  he  was  particular  about  its  being  Midsummer 
week. 

ALICE.  Ah  !  I  thought  so.  Did  he  say  what  it  was  about 
me  that  made  him  want  to  have  me  here  in  Midsummer 
week  ? 

DEARTH.  No,  but  1  presumed  it  must  be  your  fascination, 
Alice. 

ALICE.  Just  so.  Well,  I  want  you  to  come  out  with  us  to- 
night to  watch  him. 

DEARTH.  Crack-in-my-eye  Tommy,  spy  on  my  host  ! 
And  such  a  harmless  little  chap,  too.  Excuse  me,  Alice. 
Besides,  I  have  an  engagement. 

ALICE.      An  engagement — with  the  port  decanter,  I  presume. 

DEARTH.  A  good  guess,  but  wrong.  The  decanter  is  now 
but  an  empty  shell.  Still,  how  you  know  me  !  My  engage- 
ment is  with  a  quiet  cigar  in  the  garden. 

ALICE.  Your  hand  is  so  unsteady,  you  won't  be  able  to  light 
the  match. 

DEARTH.  I  shall  just  manage.  (He  triumphantly  proves  the 
exact  truth  of  his  statement.} 

ALICE.      A  nice  hand  for  an  artist  ! 

DEARTH.     One  would  scarcely  call  me  an  artist  nowadays. 

ALICE.     Not  so  far  as  any  work  is  concerned. 

DEARTH.  Not  so  far  as  having  any  more  pretty  dreams  to 
paint  is  concerned.  (Grinning  at  himself.)  Wonder  why  I 
have  become  such  a  waster,  Alice  ? 

ALICE.     I  suppose  it  was  always  in  you. 
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DEARTH  (with  perhaps  a  glimpse  of  the  fishing-rod).  I 
suppose  so  ;  and  yet  I  was  rather  a  good  sort  in  the  days  when 
I  went  courting  you. 

ALICE.  Yes,  1  thought  so.  Unlucky  days  for  me,  as  it  has 
turned  out. 

DEARTH  (heartily).  Yes,  a  bad  job  for  you.  (Puzzling  un- 
steadily over  himself)  I  didn't  know  I  was  a  wrong  'un  at  the 
time  ;  thought  quite  well  of  myself,  thought  a  vast  deal  more 
of  you.  Crack-in-my-cye  Tommy,  how  I  used  to  leap  out  of 
bed  at  6  A.M.  all  agog  to  be  at  my  easel  ;  blood  ran  through  my 
veins  in  those  days.  And  now  I  'm  middle-aged  and  done  for. 
Funny  !  Don't  know  how  it  has  come  about,  nor  what  has 
made  the  music  mute.  (Mildly  curious)  When  did  you  begin 
to  despise  me,  Alice  ? 

A  LICK.  When  T  got  to  know  you  rc.illy.  Will  ;  a  long  time 
ago. 

DEARTH  (bleary  of  eye).  Yes,  T  think  that  is  true.  It  was 
a  long  tinie  ago,  and  before  I  had  begun  to  despise  myself.  It 
wasn't  till  I  knew  you  had  no  opinion  of  me  that  1  began  to  go 
down  hill.  You  will  grant  that,  won't  von  ;  and  that  I  did  try 
for  a  hit  to  light  on  ?  If  you  hud  cared  for  me  I  wouldn't  have 
come  to  this,  sun  lv  ?  . 

ALICE.  Well,  1  found  I  didn't  care  for  you,  and  I  wasn't 
hypocrite  enough  to  pretend  I  did.  That  \  blunt,  but  you 
used  to  admire  my  bluntness. 

DEARTH.  The  bluntness  of  you,  the  adorable  wildness  of 
you,  you  untamed  thing  !  There  were  never  any  shades  in 
you  ;  kiss  or  kill  wns  your  motto,  Alia*.  I  felt  from  the  first 
moment  I  s«iw  you  th.it  you  would  love  me  or  knife  me. 

(Memories  of  their  shooting  star  fl tire  in  both  of  them  for  as 
long  as  a  sheet  of  paper  might  take  to  burn.) 

ALICE.      I  didn't  knife  you. 

DEARTH.  No.  1  suppose  that  was  where  you  made  the 
mistake.  It  is  hard  on  you,  old  lady.  (Becoming  watery)  I 
suppose  it 's  too  late  to  try  to  patch  things  up  ? 

ALICE.      Let 's  be  honest  ;   it  is  too  late,  Will. 

DEARTH  (whose  tears  wo/M  smell  of  brandy).  Perhaps  if  we 
had  had  children — Pity  ! 

ALICE.  A  blessing  I  should  think,  seeing  what  sort  of  a 
father  they  would  have  had. 
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DEARTH  (ever  reasonable).  I  dare  say  you  're  right.  Well, 
Alice,  I  know  that  somehow  it 's  my  fault.  I  'm  sorry  for  you. 

ALICE.  I  'm  sorry  for  myself.  If  I  hadn't  married  you 
what  a  different  woman  I  should  be.  What  a  fool  I  was. 

DEARTH.  Ah  !  Three  things  they  say  come  not  back  to 
men  nor  women — the  spoken  word,  the  past  life,  and  the 
neglected  opportunity.  Wonder  if  we  should  make  any  more 
of  them,  Alice,  if  they  did  come  back  to  us. 

ALICE.     You  wouldn't. 

DEARTH  (avoiding  a  hiccough}.      I  guess  you  're  right. 

ALICE.     But  I 

DEARTH  (sincerely}.  Yes,  what  a  boon  for  you.  But  I  hope 
it 's  not  Freddy  Finch-Fallowe  you  would  put  in  my  place  ;  1 
know  he  is  following  you  about  again.  (He  is  far  from  threaten- 
ing her,  he  has  too  leery  an  opinion  of  himself  for  that.) 

ALICE.  He  followed  me  about,  as  you  put  it,  before  I  knew 
you.  I  don't  know  why  1  quarrelled  with  him. 

DEARTH.     Your  heart  told  you  that  he  was  no  gqod,  Alice. 

ALICK.  My  heart  told  me  that  you  were.  So  it  wasn't  of 
much  service  to  me,  my  heart  ! 

DEARTH.  The  Honourable  Freddy  Finch-Fallowe  is  a 
rotter.  t 

ALICE  (ever  inflammable}.  You  are  certainly  an  authority 
on  the  subject. 

DEARTH  (with  the  sad  smile  of  the  disillusioned).  You  have 
me  there.  After  which  brief,  but  pleasant,  little  connubial 
chat,  he  pursued  his  dishonoured  way  into  the  garden. 

(He  is  however  prevented  doing  so  for  the  moment  by  the 
return  of  the  others.  They  are  all  still  in  their  dinner 
clothes  though  wearing  wraps.  They  crowd  in  through  the 
door>  chattering.) 

LOB.      Here  they  are  !      Arc  you  ready,  dear  lady  ? 

MRS.  COADE  (seeing  that  DEARTH'S  hand  is  on  the  window 
curtains).  Are  you  not  coming  with  us  to  find  the  wood, 
Mr.  Dearth  ? 

DEARTH.  Alas,  I  am  unavoidably  detained.  You  will  find 
me  in  the  garden  when  you  come  back. 

JOANNA  (whose  sense  of  humour  has  been  restored).  If  we  ever 
do  come  back  ! 

DEARTH.       Precisely.       (With  a  groggy   bow)    Should   we 
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never  meet  again,  Alice,  fare  thee  well.      Purdie,  if  you  find 
the  tree  of  knowledge  in  the  wood  bring  me  back  an  apple. 
PURDIE.     I  promise. 

LOB.      Come    quickly.      Matey    mustn't    see    me.      (He    is 
turning  out  the  lights.} 

LADY     CAROLINE    (pouncing).      Matey  ?     What    difference 
would  that  make,  1  >ob  ? 

LOB.      He  would  take  me  off  to  bed  ;   it 's  past  my  time. 
COADE  (not  the  least  gay  of  the  company}.     You  know,  old 
fellow,  you  make  it  very  difficult  for  us  to  embark  upon  this 
adventure  in  the  proper  eerie  spirit. 
DEARTH.     Well,  I  'm  for  the  garden. 

(He  walks  to  the  ^vindo^v,  and  the  others  are  going  out  by 
the  door.    But  they  do  not  go.     There  is  a  hitch  somewhere — 
at  the  window  apparently,  for  DEARTH  having  begun  to  draw 
the  curtains  apart  lets  them  fall,  like  one  who  has  had  a 
shock.      The  others  remember  long  afterwards  his  grave 
face  as  he  came  quietly  back  and  put  his  cigar  on  the  table. 
The  room  /«•  /'//  darkness  save  for  the  light  from  one  lamp.)\ 
PURDIE  (wondering).      How  now,  Dearth  ? 
DEARTH.     What  is  it  we  get  in  that  wood,  Lob  ? 
ALICE.     Ah,  he  won't  tell  us  that. 
LOB  (shrinking).      Come  on  ! 

ALICE  (impressed  by  the  change  that  has  come  over  her  husband). 
Tell  us  first. 

LOB  (forced  to  the  disclosure).  They  say  that  in  the  wood  you 
get  what  nearly  everybody  here  is  longing  for — a  second  chance. 

(The  ladies  are  simultaneously  enlightened.} 
JOANNA  (speaking  for  all).      So  that  desire  is  what  we  have  in 
common  ! 

'TOADE  (ivith  gentle  regret).  I  have  often  thought,  Coady, 
that  if  I  had  a  second  chance  I  should  be  a  useful  man  instead 
of  just  a  nice  lazy  one. 

ALICE  (morosely).     A  second  chance  ! 
LOB.     Come  on. 

PURDIE  (gtiily)-     Yes,  to  the  wood — the  wood  ! 
DEARTH  (as  they  are  going  out  by  the  door).     Stop,  why  not  go 
this  way  ? 

(He  pulls  the  curtains  apart  y  and  there  comes  a  sudden  in- 
drawing  of  breath  from  all,  for  no  garden  is  there  now.     In 
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its  place  is  an  endless  wood  of  great  trees  ;  the  nearest'  oj 
them  has  come  close  to  the  window.  It  is  a  sombre  wood, 
with  splashes  of  moonshine  and  of  blackness  standing  very 
still  in  it. 

The  party  in  the  drawing-room  are  very  still  also  ;  there 
is  scarcely  a  cry  or  a  movement.  It  is  perhaps  strange  that 
the  most  obviously  frightened  is  LOB  who  calls  vainly  for 
MATEY.  The  first  articulate  voice  is  DEARTH'S.) 

DEARTH  (very  quietly).      Any  one  ready  to  risk  it  ? 

PURDIE  (after  another  silence).  Of  course  there  is  nothing 
in  it — just 

DEARTH  (grimly).      Of  course.      Going  out,  Purdie  ? 
(PURDIE  draws  back.) 

MRS.  DEARTH  (the  only  one  who  is  undaunted).  A  second 
chance  !  (She  is  looking  at  her  husband.  They  all  look  at  him 
as  if  he  had  been  a  leadn  once.) 

DEARTH  (with  his  sweet  mournful  smile).  I  shall  be  back  in 
a  moment — probably. 

(.A*  he  passes  into  the  wood  his  hands  rise  to  his  forehead  as 
if  a  hammer  had  tapped  him  there.  He  is  soon  lost  to 
view.) 

LADY  CAROLINE  (after  a  long  pause).  He  does  not  come 
back. 

MRS.  COADE.      It 's  horrible. 

(She  steals  off' by  the  door  to  her  room,  calling  to  her  husband 
to  do  likewise.  lie  takes  a  step  after  her,  and  stops  in  the 
grip  of  the  two  words  that  holds  them  all.  The  stillness 
continues.  At  last  MRS.  PURDIF  goes  out  into  the  wood, 
her  hands  raised,  and  is  swallowed  up  by  it.) 

PURDIE.     Mabel  ! 

ALICE  (sardonically).  You  will  have  to  go  now,  Mr.  Purdie. 
(He  looks  at  JOANNA,  and  they  go  out  together,  one  tap  of 
the  hammer  for  each.) 

LOB.  That's  enough.  (// rarningly)  Don't  you  go,  Mrs. 
Dearth.  Ton  '//  catch  it  if  you  go. 

ALICE.      A  second  chance  ! 
(She  goes  out  unflinching.} 

LADY  CAROLINE.      One  would  like  to  know. 

(She  goes  mit.  MRS.  COADE'S  voice  is  heard  from  the  stair 
calling  to  her  husband.  He  hesitates  but  follows  IADY 


ACT  i.]  DEAR  BRUTUS  489 

CAROLINE.      To  LOB  HOW  alone  comes  MATJEV  with  a  tray 
of  coffee  cups.} 

MATEY  (as  he  places  his  tray  on  the  table}.     It  is>  past  your  bed- 
time, sir.     Say  good-night  to  the  ladies,  and  come  along. 

LOB.     Matey,  look  ! 
(MATEY  looks.} 

MATEY  (shrinking).     Great  heavens,  then  it 's  true  ! 

LOB.     Yes,  but  I — I  wasn't  sure. 

(MATEY  approaches  the  window  cautiously  to  peer  out,  and 
his  master  gives  him  a  sudden  push  that  propels  him  into  the 
wood.  LOB'S  back  is  toward  us  as  he  stands  alone  staring 
out  upon  the  unknown.  He  is  terrified  still ;  yet  quivers 
of  rapture  are  running  up  and  down  his  little  frame.} 


ACT   II 

WE  arc  translated  to  the  depths  of  the  wood  in  the  enchantment 
of  a  moonlight  night.  In  some  other  glade  a  nightingale  is 
singing  ;  in  this  one,  in  proud  motoring  attire,  recline  two 
mortals  whom  we  have  known  in  different  conditions  ;  the 
second  chance  has  converted  them  into  husband  and  wife. 
The  man,  of  gross  muddy  build,  lies  luxurious  on  his  back, 
exuding  affluence,  a  prominent  part  of  him  heaving  playfully, 
like  some  little  wave  that  will  not  rest  in  a  still  sea.  A  hand- 
kerchief over  his  face  conceals  from  us  what  Colossus  he  may 
be,  but  his  mate  is  our  Lady  Caroline.  The  nightingale  trills 

on,  and  Lady  Caroline  takes  up  its  song. 

* 

LADY  CAROLINE.  Is  it  not  a  lovely  night,  Jim  !  Listen, 
my  own,  to  Philomel  ;  he  is  saying  that  he  is  lately  married. 
So  are  we,  you  ducky  thing.  I  feel,  Jim,  that  I  am  Rosalind 
and  that  you  are  my  Orlando. 

(The  handkerchief  being  removed^  MR.  MATEY  is  revealed ; 
and  the  nightingale  seeks  sonic  farther  tree.) 

MATEY.     What  do  you  say  I  am,  Caroliny  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE  (clapping  her  hands).  My  own  one,  don't 
you  think  it  would  be  fun  if  we  were  to  write  poems  about  each 
other  and  pin  them  on  the  tree  trunks  ? 

MATEY  (tolerantly).  Poems  ?  I  never  knew  such  a  lass 
for  high-flown  language. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Your  lass,  dearest.     Jim's  lass. 

MATEY  (pulling  her  ear).     And  don't  you  forget  it. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (with  the  curiosity  of  woman).  What  would 
you  do  if  I  were  to  forget  it,  great  bear  ? 

MATEY.     Take  a  stick  to  you. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (so  proud  of  him).  I  love  to  hear  you  talk 
like  that  ;  it  is  so  virile.  I  always  knew  that  it  was  a  master  I 
needed. 

MATEY.      It 's  what  you  all  need. 

490 
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LADY  CAROLINE.      It  is,  it  is,  you  knowing  wretch. 

MATEY.  Listen,  Caroliny.  (He  touches  his  money  pocket, 
which  emits  a  crinkly  sound — the  squeak  of  angels.)  That  is  what 
gets  the  ladies. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  How  much  have  you  made  this  week, 
you  wonderful  man  ? 

MATEY  (blandly).  Another  two  hundred  or  so.  That 's  all, 
just  two  hundred  or  so. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (caressing  her  wedding-ring).  My  dear 
golden  fetter,  listen  to  him.  Kiss  my  fetter,  Jim. 

MATEY.     Wait  till  I  light  this  cigar. 

LADY  CAROLINE.      Let  me  hold  the  dailing  match. 

MATEY.  Tidy-looking  Pet  key  Corona,  this.  There  was 
a  time  when  one  of  that  sort  would  have  run  away  with  two 
days  of  my  screw. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  How  I  should  have  loved,  Jim,  to  know 
you  when  you  were  poor.  Fancy  your  having  once  been 
a  clerk. 

MATEY  (remembering  Napoleon  and  others).  We  all  have  our 
beginnings.  But  it  wouldn't  have  mattered  how  I  began, 
Caroliny  :  I  should  have  come  to  the  top  just  the  same.  (Be- 
coming a  poet  himself)  I  am  a  climber,  and  there  arc  nails  in 
my  boots  for  the  parties  beneath  me.  Boots  !  I  tell  you  if  I 
had  been  a  bootmaker,  1  should  have  been  the  first  bootmaker 
in  London. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (a  humorist  at  last).  1  am  sure  you  would, 
Jim  ;  but  should  you  have  made  the  best  boots  ? 

MATEY  (wishing  uxoriously  that  others  could  have  heard  this). 
Very  good,  Caroliny  ;  that  is  the  neatest  thing  I  have  heard 
you  say.  But  it 's  late  ;  we  had  best  be  strolling  back  to  our 
Rolls-Royce. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (as  they  rise).  I  do  hope  the  ground  wasn't 
damp. 

MATEY.      Don't  matter  if  it  was  ;    I  was  lying  on  your  rug. 
(Indeed  we  notice  now  that  he  has  had  all  the  rug,  and 
she   the   bare  ground.      JOANNA  reaches  the  gladey  now 
an   unhappy  lady  who  has  got  what  she  wanted.      She 
is  in  country  dress  and  is  unknown  to  them  as  they  are 
to  her.) 
Who  is  the  mournful  party  ? 
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JOANNA  (hesitating).  I  wonder,  sir,  whether  you  happen  -to 
have  seen  my  husband  ?  I  have  lost  him  in  the  wood. 

MATEY.  We  are  strangers  in  these  parts  ourselves,  missis. 
Have  we  passed  any  one,  Caroliny  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE  (coyly).  Should  we  have  noticed,  dear  ? 
Might  it  be  that  old  gent  over  there  ?  (After  the  delightful 
manner  of  those  happily  wed  she  has  already  picked  up  many  of  her 
lover9 s  favourite  words  and  phrases.) 

JOANNA.     Oh  no,  my  husband  is  quite  young. 

(The  woodhmder  referred  to  is  MR.  COADE  in  gala 
costume ;  at  his  mouth  a  whistle  he  has  made  him  from 
so?ne  friendly  twig.  To  its  ravishing  music  he  is  seen 
pirouetting  charmingly  among  the  trees,  his  new 
occupation.) 

MATEY  (signing  to  the  unknown  that  he  is  wanted).  Seems  a 
merry  old  cock.  Evening  to  you,  sir.  Do  you  happen  to 
have  seen  a  young  gentleman  in  the  wood  lately,  all  by  himself, 
and  looking  for  his  wife  ? 

COADE  (with  a  flourish  of  his  legs).     Can't  say  I  have* 

JOANNA  (dolefully).  He  isn't  necessarily  by  himself;  and 
I  don't  know  that  he  is  looking  for  me.  There  may  be  a  young 
lady  witfy  him. 

(The  more  happily  married  lady  smiles,  and  JOANNA  is 
quick  to  take  offence.) 

JOANNA.     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE  (neatly).     Oho — if  you  like  that  better. 

MATEY.     Now,  now,  now — your  manners,  Caroliny. 

COADE.     Would  he  be  singing  or  dancing  ? 

JOANNA.     Oh  no — at  least,  1  hope  not. 

COADE  (an  artist  to  the  tips).  Hope  not  ?  ( )dd  !  If  he 
is  doing  neither  I  am  not  likely  to  notice  him,  but  if  1  do,  what 
name  shall  I  say  ? 

JOANNA  (gloating  not).     Purdie  ;    I  am  Mrs.  Purdie. 

COADE.  I  will  try  to  keep  a  look-out,  and  if  I  see  him  .  .  . 
but  I  am  rather  occupied  at  present.  .  .  .  (The  reference  is  to 
his  legs  and  a  new  step  they  are  acquiring.  He  sways  this  way 
and  that,  and,  whistle  to  lips,  minuets  off  in  the  direction  of 
Paradise.} 

JOANNA  (looking  elsewhere).  I  am  sorry  I  troubled  you.  I 
see  him  now. 
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LADY  CAROLINE.      Is  he  alone  ? 

(JOANNA  glares  at  her.) 
Ah,  I  see  from  your  face  that  he  isn't. 

MATEY  (who  has  his  wench  in  training).  Caroliny,  no 
awkward  questions.  Evening,  missis,  and  1  hope  you  will  get 
him  to  go  along  with  you  quietly.  (Looking  after  COADE) 
Watch  the  old  codger  dancing. 

(Light-hearted  as  children  they  dance  after  him,  while 
JOANNA  behind  a  tree  awaiis  her  lord.  PURDIE  in  knicker- 
bockers approaches  with  misgivings  to  make  sure  that  his 
JOANNA  is  not  in  hiding,  and  then  he  gambols  joyously  with 
a  charming  confection  whose  name  is  MABEL.  They  chase 
each  other  from  tree  to  tree,  but  fortunately  not  round 
JOANNA'S  tree.) 

MABEL  (as  he  catches  her).  No,  and  no,  and  no.  I  don't 
know  you  nearly  well  enough  for  that.  Besides,  what  would 
your  wife  say  !  1  shall  begin  to  think  you  are  a  very  dreadful 
man,  Mr.  Purdie. 

PURDIE  (whose  sincerity  is  not  to  be  questioned).  Surely  you 
might  call  me  Jack  by  this  time. 

MABEL  (heaving).      Perhaps,  if  you  are  very  good,  Jack. 
PURDI  E  (of  noble  thoughts  compact}.      I  f  only  Joanna  were  more 
like  you. 

MABEL.      Like  me  ?      You  mean  her  face  ?      It  is  a — well, 
if  it  is  not  precisely  pretty,  it  is  a  good  face.     (Handsomely)  I 
don't  mind  her  face  at  all.      I  am  glad  you  have  got  such  a 
dependable  little  wife,  Jack. 
PURDIE  (gloomily).     Thanks. 

MABEL  (seated  with  a  moonbeam  in  her  lap).     What  would 
Joanna  have  said  if  she  had  seen  you  just  now  ? 
.  PUR  DTE.     A  wife  should  be  incapable  of  jealousy. 

MABEL.  Joanna  jealous  ?  But  has  she  any  reason  ?  Jack, 
tell  me,  who  is  the  woman  ? 

PURDIE  (restraining  himself  by  a  mighty  effort,  for  he  wishes 
a/ways  to  be  true  to  JOANNA).  Shall  I,  Mabel,  shall  I  ? 

MABEL  (faltering,  yet  not  wholly  giving  up  the  chase).      I  can't 
think  who  she  is.      Have  I  ever  seen  her  ? 
PURDJE.     Every  time  you  look  in  a  mirror. 
MABEL  (with  her  head  on  one  side).      How  odd.     Jack,  that 
can't  be  ;   when  I  look  in  a  mirror  I  see  only  myself. 
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PURDIE  (gloating).  How  adorably  innocent  you  are,  Mabel. 
Joanna  would  have  guessed  at  once. 

(Slowly  his  meaning  comes  to  her,  and  she  is  appalled.] 

MABEL.     Not  that  ! 

PURDIE  (aflame}.     Shall  I  tell  you  now  ? 

MABEL  (palpitating  exquisitely).  I  don't  know,  I  am  not 
sure.  Jack,  try  not  to  say  it,  but  if  you  feel  you  must,  say  it  in 
such  a  way  that  it  would  not  hurt  the  feelings  of  Joanna  if  she 
happened  to  be  passing  by,  as  she  nearly  always  is. 

(A  little  moan  from  JOANNA'S  tree  is  unnoticed.) 

PURDIE.  I  would  rather  not  say  it  at  all  than  that  way. 
(He  is  touchingly  anxious  that  she  should  know  him  as  he  really  is.) 
I  don't  know,  Mabel,  whether  you  have  noticed  that  I  am  not 
like  other  men.  (He  goes  deeply  into  the  very  structure  of  his 
being.)  All  my  life  I  have  been  a  soul  that  has  had  to  walk 
alone.  Even  as  a  child  I  had  no  hope  that  it  would  be  other- 
wise. I  distinctly  remember  when  I  was  six  thinking  how 
unlike  other  children  I  was.  Before  I  was  twelve  l«suffered 
from  terrible  self-depreciation  ;  I  do  so  still.  I  suppose  there 
never  was  a  man  who  had  a  more  lowly  opinion  of  himself. 

MABEL.     Jack,  you  who  are  so  universally  admired  ! 

PURDIE.  That  doesn't  help  ;  I  remain  my  own  judge.  I 
am  afraid  I  am  a  dark  spirit,  Mabel.  Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  let 
me  leave  nothing  untold  however  it  may  damage  me  in  your 
eyes.  Your  eyes  !  I  cannot  remember  a  time  when  I  did 
not  think  of  Love  as  a  great  consuming  passion  ;  I  visualised 
it,  Mabel,  as  perhaps  few  have  done,  but  always  as  the  abounding 
joy  that  could  come  to  others  but  never  to  me.  I  expected  too 
much  of  women  :  I  suppose  I  was  touched  to  finer  issues  than 
most.  That  has  been  my  tragedy. 

MABEL.     Then  you  met  Joanna. 

PURDIE.  Then  I  met  Joanna.  Yes  !  Foolishly,  as  I  now 
see,  I  thought  she  would  understand  that  I  was  far  too  deep  a 
nature  really  to  mean  the  little  things  I  sometimes  said  to  her. 
I  suppose  a  man  was  never  placed  in  such  a  position  before. 
What  was  I  to  do  ?  Remember,  I  was  always  certain  that 
the  ideal  love  could  never  come  to  me.  Whatever  the 
circumstances,  I  was  convinced  that  my  soul  must  walk 
alone. 

MABEL.     Joanna,  how  could  you. 
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PURDIE  (firmly}.  Not  a  word  against  her,  Mabel  ;  if  blame 
there  is,  the  blame  is  mine. 

MABEL.     And  so  you  married  her. 

PURDIE.     And  so  I  married  her. 

MABEL.     Out  of  pity. 

PURDIE.  I  felt  it  was  a  man's  part.  I  was  such  a  child 
in  worldly  matters  that  it  was  pleasant  to  me  to  have  the 
right  to  pay  a  woman's  bills  ;  I  enjoyed  seeing  her  garments 
lying  about  on  my  chairs.  In  time  that  exultation  wore  off. 
But  I  was  not  unhappy,  I  didn't  expect  much,  I  was 
always  so  sure  that  no  woman  could  ever  plumb  the  well  of 
my  emotions. 

MABEL.     Then  you  met  me. 

PURDIE.     Then  I  met  you. 

MABEL.  Too  lute — never — forever — forever — never.  They 
are  the  saddest  words  in  the  English  tongue. 

PURDIE.  At  the  time  I  thought  a  still  sadder  word  was 
Joannas 

MABEL.     What  was  it  you  saw  in  me  that  made  you  love  me  ? 

PURDIE  (plumbing  the  well  of  his  emotions).  I  think  it  was  the 
feeling  that  you  are  so  like  myself. 

MABEL  (with  great  eyes).  Have  you  noticed  that,  Jack  ? 
Sometimes  it  has  almost  terrified  me. 

PURDIE.  We  think  the  same  thoughts  ;  we  arc  not  two, 
Mabel  ;  we  are  one.  Your  hair 

MABEL.  Joanna  knows  you  admire  it,  and  for  a  week  she 
did  hers  in  the  same  way. 

PURDIE.      1  never  noticed. 

MABEL.  That  was  why  she  gave  it  up.  And  it  didn't  really 
suit  her.  (Ruminating)  I  can't  think  of  a  good  way  of  doing 
dear  Joanna's  hair.  What  is  that  you  are  muttering  to  yourself, 
Jack  ?  Don't  keep  anything  from  me. 

PURDIE.  1  was  repeating  a  poem  I  have  written  :  it  is  in 
two  words,  k  IVLibd  Purdie.'  May  I  teach  it  to  you,  sweet  r 
Say  '  Mabel  Purdie '  to  me. 

MABEL  (timidly  covering  his  mouth  with  her  little  hand).  If 
I  were  to  say  it,  Jack,  I  should  be  false  to  Joanna  :  never  ask 
me  to  be  that.  Let  us  go  on. 

PURDIE  (merciless  in  his  passion).  Say  it,  Mabel,  say  it. 
See,  I  write  it  on  the  ground  with  your  sunshade. 
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MABFL.      If  it  could  he  !     Jack,  I  '11  whisper  it  to  you. 

(She  is  whispering  it  as  they  wander,  not  two  but  one, 
further  into  the  forest,  ardently  believing  in  themselves  ; 
they  are  not  hypocrites.  The  somewhat  bedraggled  figure 
of  JOANNA  follows  the?n,  and  the  nightingale  resumes  his 
love-song.  '  That 's  all  yon  know,  you  bird  !  *  thinks 
JOANNA  cynically.  The  nightingale,  however,  is  not  singing 
for  them  nor  for  her,  but  for  another  pair  he  has  espied 
below.  They  are  racing,  the  prhe  to  be  for  the  one  who 
first  finds  the  spot  where  the  easel  was  put  up  last  night. 
The  hobbledehoy  is  sure  to  be  the  winner,  for  she  is  less  laden, 
and  the  father  loses  time  by  singing  as  he  comes.  Also  she 
is  all  legs  and  she  started  ahead.  Brambles  adhere  to  her, 
one  boot  has  been  in  the  water,  and  she  has  as  many  freckles 
as  there  are  stars  in  heaven.  She  is  as  lovely  as  you  think 
she  is,  and  she  is  aged  the  moment  when  you  like  your  daughter 
best.  A  hoot  of  triumph  from  her  brings  her  father  to  the 
spot.) 

MARGARET.  Daddy,  Daddy.  I  have  won.  Here  is  tin- 
place.  Crack-in-my-cye  Tommy  ! 

(He  comes.  Crack-in-my-eye  Tommy,  this  engaging  fellow 
in  ftueeds,  is  MR.  DEARTH,  ablaze  in  happiness  and  health 
and  a  daughter.  He  finishes  his  song,  picked  up  in  the 
Latin  Quarter.) 

DEARTH.  Yes,  that  is  the  tree  I  stuck  my  easel  under  last 
night,  and  behold  the  blessed  moon  behaving  more  gorgeously 
than  ever.  I  am  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,  old  moon  ; 
but  you  ought  to  know  by  now  how  time  passes.  Now,  keep 
still,  while  I  hand  you  down  to  posterity. 

(The  easel  is  erected,  MARGARET  helping  by  getting  in  the 
way.) 

MARGARET  (critical,  as  an  artisfs  daughter  should  be).     The 
moon  is  rather  pale  to-night,  isn't  she  ? 
DEARTH.      Comes  of  keeping  late  hours. 
MARGARET  (showing  off).     Daddy,  watch  me,  look  at  me. 
Please,  sweet  moon,  a  pleasant  expression.     No,  no,  not  as  if 
you  were  sitting  for  it  ;  that  is  too  professional.     That  is  better  ; 
thank  you.     Now  keep  it.     That  is  the  sort  of  thing  you  say 
to  them,  Dad. 

DEARTH    (quickly   at  work).      I   oughtn't   to    have   brought 
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you  out   so   late  ;    you    should   he   tucked    up    in    your   cosy 
bed  at  home. 

MARGARET  (pursuing  ti  squirrel  that  /\;/V  there}.  With  the 
pillow  lying  anyhow. 

DKARTII.      Except  in  its  proper  place. 

MARGARET  (wetting  the  other  foot).  And  the  sheet  over  my 
face. 

DEARTH.     Where  it  oughtn't  to  he. 

MARGARET  (more  or  less  upside  down}.  And  Daddy  tiptoeing 
in  to  take  it  off. 

DEARTH.     Which  is  more  than  you  deserve. 

MARGARET  (in  a  tree).  Then  why  does  he  stand  so  long  at 
the  door  ?  And  before  he  has  gone  she  bursts  out  laughing, 
for  she  has  been  awake  all  the  time. 

DEARTH.  That 's  about  it.  What  a  life  !  But  I  oughtn't 
to  have  brought  you  here.  Best  to  have  the  sheet  over  you 
when  the  moon  is  about  ;  moonlight  is  bad  for  little  daughters. 

MARGARET  (pelting  him  with  nuts}.  I  can't  sleep  when  the 
moon  's  at  the  full  ;  she  keeps  calling  to  me  to  get  up.  Perhaps 
I  am  her  daughter  too. 

DEARTH.      Gad,  you  look  it  to-ni»ht. 

MARGARET.  Do  I  ?  Then  can't  you  paint  me  .into  the 
picture  as  well  as  Mamma  ?  \  mi  could  call  it 4  A  Mother  and 
Daughter'  or  simply  'Two  I/adies,'  if  the  moon  thinks  that 
calling  me  her  daughter  would  make  her  seem  too  old. 

DEARTH.     ()  matre  pulchra   tilia  pulchrior.     That  means, 
O    Moon — more    beautiful    than    any    twopenny-halfpenny 
daughter.' 

MARGARET  (emerging  hi  an  unexpected  place].  Daddy,  do 
you  really  prefer  her  ? 

•  DEARTH.  'Sh  !  She  's  not  a  patch  on  you  ;  it 's  the  sort 
of  thing  we  say  to  our  sitters  to  keep  them  in  good  humour. 
(lie  surveys  ruefully  a  great  stain  on  her  frock.}  I  wish  to  heaven, 
Margaret,  we  were  not  both  so  fond  of  apple-tart.  And  what 's 
this  !  (Catching  hold  of  her  skirt.} 

MARGARET  (unnecessarily}.     It 's  a  tear. 

DEARTH.      I  sliould  think  it  is  a  tear. 

MARGARET.  That  boy  at  the  farm  did  it.  He  kept  calling 
Snubs  after  me,  but  I  got  him  down  and  kicked  him  in  the 
stomach.  He  is  rather  a  jolly  boy. 
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DEARTH.      He  sounds  it.      Ye  Gods,  what  a  night  ! 

MARGARET  (considering  the  picture}.  And  what  a  moon  ! 
Dad,  she  is  not  quite  so  fine  as  that. 

DEARTH.     'Sh  !      I  have  touched  her  up. 

MARGARET.      Dad,  Dad — what  a  funny  man  ! 

(She  has  seen  MR.  COADE  with  whistle,  enlivening  the  wood. 
He  pirouettes  round  them  and  departs  to  add  to  the  happiness 
of  others.  MARGARET  gives  an  excellent  imitation  of  him 
at  which  her  father  shakes  his  head,  then  reprehensibly  joins 
in  the  dance.  Her  mood  changes,  she  clings  to  him.) 

MARGARET.  Hold  me  tight,  Daddy,  I  'm  frightened.  I 
think  they  want  to  take  you  away  from  me. 

DEARTH.     Who,  gosling  ? 

MARGARET.  I  don't  know.  It 's  too  lovely,  Daddy  ;  I 
won't  be  able  to  keep  hold  of  it. 

DEARTH.     What  is  ? 

MARGARET.  The  world — everything — and  you,  Daddy, 
most  of  all.  Things  that  are  too  beautiful  can't  last.  • 

DEARTH  (who  knows  it).     Now,  how  did  you  find  that  out  ? 

MARGARET  (still  in  his  arms).  I  don't  know  ;  Daddy,  am  I 
sometimes  stranger  than  other  people's  daughters  ? 

DEARTH.      More  of  a  madcap,  perhaps. 

MARGARET  (solemnly).  Do  you  think  I  am  sometimes  too 
full  of  gladness  ? 

DEARTH.  My  sweetheart,  you  do  sometimes  run  over  with 
it.  (He  is  at  his  easel  again.) 

MARGARET  (persisting).  To  be  very  gay,  dearest  dear,  is  so 
near  to  being  very  sad. 

DEARTH  (who  knows  it).     How  did  you  find  that  out,  child  ? 

MARGARET.  I  don't  know.  From  something  in  me  that 's 
afraid.  (Unexpectedly)  Daddy,  what  is  a  *  might-have-been  '*? 

DEARTH.  A  might-have-been  ?  They  are  ghosts,  Margaret. 
I  daresay  I  '  might  have  been  '  a  great  swell  of  a  painter,  instead 
of  just  this  uncommonly  happy  nobody.  Or  again,  I  'might 
have  been '  a  worthless  idle  waster  of  a  fellow. 

MARGARET  (laughing).     You  ! 

DEARTH.  Who  knows  ?  Some  little  kink  in  me  might 
have  set  me  off  on  the  wrong  road.  And  that  poor  soul  I  might 
so  easily  have  been  might  have  had  no  Margaret.  My  word, 
I  'm  sorry  for  him. 
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MARGARET.  So  am  T.  (She  conceives  a  funny  picture.} 
The  poor  old  Daddy,  wandering  about  the  world  without  me  ! 

DEARTH.  And  there  are  other  '  might-have-beens  ' — lovely 
ones,  but  intangible.  Shades,  Margaret,  made  of  sad  folk's 
thoughts. 

MARGARET  (jigging  about).  I  am  so  glad  I  am  not  a  shade. 
How  awful  it  would  he,  Daddy,  to  wake  up  and  find  one  wasn't 
alive. 

DEARTH.      It  would,  dear. 

MARGARET.  Daddy,  wouldn't  it  be  awful  !  I  'think  men 
need  daughters. 

DEARTH.     They  do. 

MARGARET.     Especially  artists. 

DEARTH.      Yes,  especially  artists. 

MARGARET.     Especially  artists. 

DEARTH.     Especially  artists. 

MARGARET  (covering  herself  with  leaves  and  kicking  them  off). 
Fame  is  .not  everything. 

DEARTH.      Fame  is  rot  ;   daughters  are  the  thing. 

MARGARET.      Daughters  are  the  thing. 

DEARTH.      Daughters  are  the  tiling. 

MARGARET.      I  wonder  if  sons  would  be  even  nicer  i 

DEARTH  Not  a  patch  on  daughters.  The  awful  thing 
about  a  son  is  that  never,  never — at  least,  from  the  day  he  goes 
to  school — can  you  tell  him  that  you  rather  like  him.  By  the 
time  he  is  ten  you  can't  even  take  him  on  your  knee.  Sons  are 
not  worth  having,  Margaret.  Signed,  W.  Dearth. 

MARGARET.  But  if  you  were  a  mother,  Dad,  I  dare  say  he 
would  let  you  do  it. 

DEARTH.     Think  so  ? 

•  MARGARET.  I  mean  when  no  one  was  looking.  Sons  are 
not  so  bad.  Signed,  M.  Dearth.  But  I  'm  glad  you  prefer 
daughters.  (She  works  her  way  toward  him  on  her  knees,  making 
the  tear  larger.)  At  what  age  are  we  nicest,  Daddy  ?  (She 
has  constantly  to  repeat  her  questions,  he  is  so  engaged  with  his 
moon.)  Hie,  Daddy,  at  what  age  are  we  nicest  ?  Daddy,  hie, 
hie,  at  what  age  are  we  nicest  ? 

DEARTH.  Eh  ?  That 's  a  poser.  I  think  you  were  nicest 
when  you  were  two  and  knew  your  alphabet  up  to  G  but  fell 
over  at  H.  No,  you  were  best  when  you  were  half-past  three  ; 
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or  just  before  you  struck  six  ;  or  in  the  mumps  year,  when  I 
asked  you  in  the  early  morning  how  you  were  and  you  said 
solemnly  *  I  haven't  tried  yet/ 

MARGARET  (awestruck).      Did  I  ? 

DEARTH.  Such  was  your  answer.  (Struggling  with  the 
momentous  question]  But  I  am  not  sure  that  chicken-pox 
doesn't  beat  mumps.  Oh  Lord,  I  'm  all  wrong.  The  nicest 
time  in  a  father's  life  is  the  year  before  she  puts  up  her  hair. 

MARGARET  (top-heavy  with  pride  in  herself).  I  suppose  that 
is  a  splendid  time.  Hut  there  's  a  nicer  year  coming  to  you. 
Daddy,  there  is  a  nicer  year  coming  to  you. 

DEARTH.      Is  there,  darling  ? 

MARGARET.      Daddy,  the  year  she  does  put  up  her  hair  ! 

DEARTH  (with  arrested  brush).  Puts  it  tip  for  ever  ?  You 
know,  1  am  afraid  that  when  the  day  for  that  comes  I  shan't  be 
able  to  stand  it.  It  will  be  too  exciting.  My  poor  heart, 
Margaret. 

MARGARET  (rushing  fit  him).  No,  110,  it  will  Ije  lucky 
you,  for  it  isn't  to  be  a  bit  like  that.  I  am  to  be  a  girl  and 
woman  day  about  for  the  iirst  year.  You  will  never  know 
which  I  am  till  you  look  at  my  hair.  And  even  then  you  won't 
know,  fyr  if  it  is  down  I  shall  put  it  up,  and  if  it  is  up  I  shall 
put  it  down.  And  so  my  Daddy  will  gradually  get  used  to 
the  idea. 

DEARTH  (wryly).      I  see  you  h«ive  been  thinking  it  out. 

MARGARET  (gleaming).  I  have*  been  doing  more  than  that. 
Shut  your  eyes,  Dad,  and  I  shall  give  you  a  glimpse  into  the 
future. 

DEARTH.  I  don't  know  that  I  want  that  :  the  present  is 
so  good. 

MARGARET.     Shut  your  eyes,  please. 

DEARTH.      No,  Margaret. 

MARGARET.      Please,  Daddy. 

DEARTH.     Oh,  all  right.     They  are  shut. 

MARGARET.  Don't  open  them  till  I  tell  you.  What  finger 
is  that  ? 

DEARTH.     The  dirty  one. 

MARGARET  (on  her  knees  among  the  leaves).  Daddy,  now  I 
am  putting  up  my  hair.  I  have  got  such  a  darling  of  a  mirror. 
It  is  such  a  darling  mirror  I  Ve  got,  Dad.  Dad,  don't  look. 
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I  shall  tell  you  about  it.  It  is  a  little  pool  of  water.  I  wish 
we  could  take  it  home  and  hang  it  up.  Of  course  the  moment 
my  hair  is  up  there  will  be  other  changes  also  ;  for  instance, 
I  shall  talk  quite  differently. 

DEARTH.      Pooh  !     Where  are  my  matches,  dear  ? 

MARGARET.     Top  pocket,  waistcoat. 

DEARTH  (trying  to  light  his  pipe  without  opening  his  eyes). 
You  were  meaning  to  frighten  mi1  just  now. 

MARGARET.  No.  I  am  just  preparing  you.  You  see, 
darling,  I  can't  call  you  Dad  when  my  hair  is  up. .  I  think  I 
shall  call  you  Parent. 

(He  growls.) 

Parent  dear,  do  you  remember  the  days  when  your  Margaret 
was  a  slip  of  a  girl,  and  sat  on  your  knee  ?  How  foolish  we 
were,  Parent,  in  those  distant  days. 

DEARTH.      Shut  up,  Margaret. 

MARGARET.  Now  I  must  be  more  distant  to  you  ;  more 
like  a  boy  who  could  not  sit  on  your  knee  any  more. 

DEARTH.  See  here,  I  want  to  go  on  painting.  Shall  I 
look  now  ? 

MARGARET.  I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  \  want  you  to. 
It  makes  such  ;i  difference.  Perh.ips  you  won't  know  me. 
Even  the  pool  is  looking  a  little  srared.  (The  change  in  her  voice 
makes  him  open  his  eyes  quickly.  She  confronts  him  shyly.)  What 
do  you  think  ?  Will  I  do  ? 

DEARTH.  Stand  still,  dear,  and  let  me  look  my  fill.  The 
Margaret  that  is  to  be  ! 

MARGARET  (the  change  in  his  voice  /filling  clammy  on  her). 
You  '11  see  me  often  enough,  Daddy,  like  this,  so  you  don't 
need  to  look  your  fill,  ^t  ou  are  looking  as  long  as  if  this  were 
to  be  the  only  time. 

DEARTH  (with  an  odd  tremor).  Was  1  ?  Surely  it  isn't 
to  be  that. 

MARGARET.  Be  gay,  Dad.  (Humping  into  him  and  round 
him  and  over  him.)  You  will  be  sick  of  Margaret  with  her 
hair  up  before  you  are  done  with  her. 

DEARTH.      1  expect  so. 

MARGARET.  Shut  up,  Daddy.  (She  waggles  her  head9  and 
down  comes  her  hair.)  Daddy,  I  know  what  you  are  thinking 
of.  You  are  thinking  what  a  handful  she  is  going  to  be. 
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DEARTH.     Well,  I  guess  she  is. 

MARGARET  (surveying  him  from  another  angle).  Now  you 
are  thinking  about — about  my  being  in  love  some  day. 

DEARTH  (with  unnecessary  warmth).     Rot  ! 

MARGARET  (reassuringly).  I  won't,  you  know  ;  no,  never. 
Oh,  I  have  quite  decided,  so  don't  be  afraid.  (Disordering  his 
hair.)  Will  you  hate  him  at  first,  Daddy  ?  Daddy,  will  you 
hate  him  ?  Will  you  hate  him,  Daddy  ? 

DEARTH  (at  work).     Whom  ? 

MARGARET.     Well,  if  there  was  ? 

DEARTH.      If  there  was  what,  darling  ? 

MARGARET.  You  know  the  kind  of  thing  I  mean,  quite 
well.  Would  you  hate  him  at  first  ? 

DEARTH.  I  hope  not.  I  should  want  to  strangle  him,  but 
I  wouldn't  hate  him. 

MARGARET.      /  would.     That  is  to  say,  if  1  liked  him. 

DEARTH.      If  you  liked  him  how  could  you  hate  him  ? 

MARGARET.     For  daring  ! 

DEARTH.      Daring  what  ? 

MARGARET.  You  know.  (Sighing)  But  of  course  I  shall 
have  no  say  in  the  matter.  You  will  do  it  all.  You  do 
everything  for  inc. 

DEARTH  (with  a  groan).      1  can't  help  it. 

MARGARET.  You  will  even  write  my  love-letters,  if  I  ever 
have  any  to  write,  which  I  won't. 

DEARTH  (ashamed).  Surely  to  goodness,  Margaret,  I  will 
leave  you  alone  to  do  that  ! 

MARGARET.  Not  you  j  you  will  try  to,  but  you  won't  be 
able. 

DEARTH  (in  a  hopeless  attempt  at  self-defence).  I  want  you, 
you  see,  to  do  everything  exquisitely.  I  do  wish  I  could  leave 
you  to  do  things  a  little  more  for  yourself.  I  suppose  it  *s 
owing  to  my  having  had  to  be*  father  and  mother  both.  I  knew 
nothing  practically  about  the  bringing  up  of  children,  and  of 
course  I  couldn't  trust  you  to  a  nurse. 

MARGARET  (severely).  Not  you  ;  so  sure  you  could  do  it 
better  yourself.  That 's  you  all  over.  Daddy,  do  you  re- 
member how  you  taught  me  to  balance  a  biscuit  on  my  nose, 
like  a  puppy  ? 

DEARTH  (sadly).     Did  I  ? 
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MARGARET.        You  Called  H1C  RoVCT. 

DEARTH.      I  deny  that. 

MARGARET.  And  when  you  said  '  snap  '  I  caught  the  biscuit 
in  my  mouth. 

DEARTH.     Horrible. 

MARGARET  (gleaming).  Daddy,  I  can  do  it  still  !  (Putting 
a  biscuit  on  her  nose}  Here  is  the  last  of  my  supper.  Say  *  snap,' 
Daddy. 

DEARTH.       Not  I. 

MARGARET.     Say  '  snap,'  please. 

DEARTH.     I  refuse. 

MARGARET.      Daddy  ! 

DEARTH.     Snap  ! 

(She  catches  the  biscuit  in  her  mouth.} 
Let  that  be  the  last  time,  Margaret. 

MARGARET.  Except  just  once  more.  1  don't  mean  now, 
but  when  my  hair  is  really  up.  If  I  should  ever  have  a — a 
Margaret  of  my  own,  come  in  and  see  me,  Daddy,  in  my  white 
bed,  and»say  *  snap  ' — and  I  '11  have  the  biscuit  ready. 

DEARTH  (turning  away  hh  head}.     Right-o  ! 

MARGARET.  Dad,  if  I  ever  should  marry  not  that  I  will, 
but  if  I  should — at  the  marriage  ceremony  will  you  let  me  be 
the  one  who  says  *  I  do  *  ? 

DEARTH.     I  suppose  I  deserve  this. 

MARGARET  (coaxingly).  You  think  1  'm  pretty,  don't  you, 
Dad,  whatever  other  people  say  ? 

DEARTH.     Not  so  bad. 

MARGARET.      I  know  I  have  nice  cars. 

DEARTH.  They  are  all  right  now,  but  I  hud  to  work  on 
them  for  months. 

MARGARET.     You  don't  mciui  to  say  that  you  did  my  ears  ? 

•DEARTH.     Rather  ! 

MARGARET  (grown  humble}.     My  dimple  is  my  own. 

DEARTH.  I  am  glad  you  think  so.  I  wore  out  the  point 
of  my  little  finger  over  that  dimple. 

MARGARET.  Even  my  dimple  !  Have  I  anything  that  is 
really  mine  ?  A  bit  of  my  nose  or  anything  ? 

DEARTH.  When  you  were  a  babe  you  had  a  laugh  that  was 
all  your  own. 

MARGARET.      Haven't  I  got  it  now  ? 
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DEARTH.  It 's  gone,  (lie  looks  ruefully  tit  her.)  I  '11  tell 
you  how  it  went.  We  were  fishing  in  a  stream — that  is  to  say, 
I  was  wading  and  you  were  sitting  on  my  shoulders  holding  the 
rod.  We  didn't  catch  anything.  Somehow  or  another — I 
can't  think  how  I  did  it — you  irritated  me,  and  I  answered 
you  sharply. 

MARGARET  (gasping).      I  can't  believe  that. 

DEARTH.  Yes,  it  sounds  extraordinary,  but  I  did.  It  gave 
you  a  shock,  and,  for  the  moment,  the  world  no  longer  seemed 
a  safe  placT  to  you  ;  your  faith  in  me  had  always  made  it  safe 
till  then.  You  were  suddenly  not  even  sure  of  your  bread  and 
butter,  and  a  frightened  tear  came  to  your  eyes.  I  was  in  a 
nice  state  about  it,  I  can  tell  you.  (He  is  in  a  nice  state  about 
it  still.) 

MARGARET.  Silly  !  (Bewildered)  But  what  has  that  to  do 
with  my  laugh,  Daddy  ? 

DEARTH.  The  laugh  that  childim  arc  born  with  lasts  just 
so  long  as  they  have  perfect  faith.  To  think  that  it  was  I  who 
robbed  you  of  yours  !  ' 

MARGARET.  Don't,  dcdi\  1  am  sure  the  laugh  just  went 
off  with  the  tear  to  comfort  it,  and  they  have  been  playing  about 
that  stream  ever  since.  They  have  quite  forgotten  ut>,  so  why 
should  vfa?  lemember  them.  Cheeky  little  beasts  !  Shall  J  tell 
you  my  farthest-back  recollection  ?  (///  so?nc  awe)  I  remember 
the  first  time  I  saw  the  stars.  I  lud  never  seen  night,  and  then 
I  saw  it  and  the  stars  together.  Crack-in-my-eye  Tommy,  it 
isn't  every  one  who  can  boast  of  such  a  lovely,  lovely  recollec- 
tion for  their  earliest,  is  it  ? 

DEARTH.  I  was  determined  your  earliest  should  be  a 
good  one. 

MARGARET  (blankly).      Do  you  mean  to  say  you  planned  it  ? 

DEARTH.  Rather!  Most  people's  earliest  recollection*  is 
of  some  trivial  thing  ;  how  they  cut  their  finger,  or  lost  a  piece 
of  string.  I  was  resolved  my  Margaret's  should  be  something 
bigger.  I  was  poor,  but  I  could  give  her  the  stars. 

MARGARET  (clutching  him  round  the  legs).  Oh,  how  you 
love  me,  Daddikins  ! 

DEARTH.     Yes,  I  do,  rather. 

(A  vagrant  woman  has  wandered  in  their  direction,  one 
whom  the  shrill  winds  of  life  have  lashed  and  bled ;   here 


ACT  ii.]  DEAR  BRUTUS  505 

(Old  there  ragged  graces  still  ding  to  her,  and  unruly  passion 
smoulders,  but  she,  once  a  dear  fierce  rebel  ivith  eyes  of  storm, 
is  now  first  of  all  a  whimperer.  She  and  they  meet  as 
strangers.} 

MARGARET  (nicely,  as  becomes  an  artist's  daughter).  Good 
evening ! 

ALICE.     Good  evening,  Missy  ;   evening,  Mister. 

DEARTH  (seeing  that  her  eyes  search  the  ground).  Lost  any- 
thing ? 

ALICE.  Sometimes  when  the  tourists  have  had  I'hcir  sand- 
wiches there  are  bits  left  over,  and  they  squeeze  them  between 
the  roots  to  keep  the  place  tidy.  I  am  looking  for  bits. 

DEARTH.      You  don't  tell  me  you  are  as  hungry  as  that  ? 

ALICE  (with  spirit).  Try  me.  (Strange  that  he  should  not 
know  that  once-loved  husky  voice.) 

MARGARET  (rushing  at  her  father  and  feeling  all  his  pockets). 
Daddy,  that  was  my  last  biscuit  ! 

DEARTH.     We  must  think  of  something  else. 

MARGARET  (taking  her  hand).  Yes,  wait  a  bit,  we  are  sure 
to  think  of  something.  Daddy,  think  of  something. 

ALICE  (sharply).  Your  father  doesn't  like  you  to  touch  the 
likes  of  me. 

MARGARFT.  Oh  yes,  he  does.  (Defiantly)  And  if  he  didn't, 
I  'd  do  it  all  the  same.  This  is  a  bit  of?nyse(f\  Daddy. 

DEARTH.     That  is  all  you  know. 

ALICE  (whining).  \  on  needn't  he  angry  with  her,  Mister  ; 
1  'm  all  right. 

DEARTH.  [  am  not  angry  with  her  ;  I  am  very  sorry  for 
you. 

ALICE  (flaring).  If  I  had  my  rights,  1  would  be  as  good  as 
you — and  better. 

DEARTH.      I  dare  say. 

ALICE.      I  have  had  men-servants  and  a  motor  car. 

DEARTH.      Margaret  and  I  never  rose  to  that. 

MARGARET  (stung).  I  have  been  in  a  taxi  several  times,  and 
Dad  often  gets  telegrams. 

DEARTH.      Margaret  ! 

MARGARET.      I  'm  sorry  1  boasted. 

ALICE.  That 's  nothing.  I  have  a  town  house — at  least 
I  had  ...  At  any  rate  he  said  then*  w.is  a  town  house. 
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MARGARET  (interested).     Fancy  his  not  knowing  for  certain. 

ALICE.  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Finch-Fallowe — that 's  who 
I  am. 

MARGARET  (cordially).     It 's  a  lovely  name. 

ALICE.      Curse  him. 

MARGARET.     Don't  you  like  him  ? 

DEARTH.  We  won't  go  into  that.  I  have  nothing  to  do 
with  your  past,  but  I  wish  we  had  some  food  to  offer  you. 

ALICE.     You  haven't  a  flask  ? 

DEARTH.  No,  I  don't  take  anything  myself.  But  let  me 
see.  .  .  . 

MARGARET  (sparkling).  I  know  !  You  said  we  had  five 
pounds.  (To  the  needy  one)  Would  you  like  five  pounds  ? 

DEARTH.  Darling,  don't  be  stupid  ;  we  haven't  paid  our 
bill  at  the  inn. 

ALICE  (with  bravado).  All  right  ;  I  never  asked  you  for 
anything. 

DEARTH.  Don't  take  me  up  in  that  way  :  I  have  had  my 
ups  and  downs  myself.  Here  is  ten  bob  and  welcome. 

(He  surreptitiously  slips  a  coin  into  MARGARET'S  hand.) 

MARGARET.  And  I  have  half  a  crown.  It  is  quite  easy  for 
us.  Dad  will  be  getting  another  fiver  any  day.  You  can't 
think  how  exciting  it  is  when  the  fiver  comes  in  ;  we  dance  and 
then  we  run  out  and  buy  chops. 

DEARTH.     Margaret  ! 

ALICE.  It 's  kind  of  you.  I  'm  richer  this  minute  than  I 
have  been  for  many  a  day. 

DEARTH.  It  'b  nothing  ;  I  am  sure  you  would  do  the  same 
for  us. 

ALICE.      I  wish  I  was  as  sure. 

DEARTH.  Of  course  you  would.  Glad  to  be  of  any  hplp. 
Get  some  victuals  as  quickly  as  you  can.  Best  of  wishes, 
ma'am,  and  may  your  luck  change. 

ALICE.     Same  to  you,  and  may  yours  go  on. 

MARGARET.       Good-night. 

ALICE.     What  is  her  name,  Mister  ? 
DEARTH  (who  has  returned  to  his  easel).     Margaret. 
ALICE.     Margaret.     You  drew  something  good  out  of  the 
lucky-bag  when  you  got  her,  Mister. 

DEARTH.       Yes. 
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ALICE.     Take  care  of  her  ;   they  are  easily  lost. 
(She  shuffles  away.] 

DEARTH.  Poor  soul !  I  expect  she  has  had  a  rough  time, 
and  that  some  man  is  to  blame  for  it — partly,  at  any  rate. 
(Restless.)  That  woman  rather  affects  me,  Margaret  ;  I  don't 
know  why.  Didn't  you  like  her  husky  voice?  (He  goes  on 
painting.)  I  say,  Margaret,  we  lucky  ones,  let 's  swear  always 
to  be  kind  to  people  who  are  down  on  their  luck,  and  then  when 
we  are  kind  let 's  be  a  little  kinder. 

MARGARET  (gleefully).      Yes,  let 's. 

DEARTH.  Margaret,  always  feel  sorry  for  the  failures,  the 
ones  who  are  always  failures — especially  in  my  sort  of  calling. 
Wouldn't  it  be  lovely  to  turn  them  on  the  thirty-ninth  year  of 
failure  into  glittering  successes  ? 

MARGARET        Topping. 
DEARTH.       Topping. 

MARGARET.     Oh,  topping.      How  could  we  do  it,  Dad  ? 

DEARTH.  By  letter.  *  To  poor  old  Tom  Broken  Heart, 
Top  Attic,  Garret  Chambers,  S.K.  DEAR  SIR, — His  Majesty 
has  been  graciously  pleased  to  purchase  your  superb  picture  of 
Marlow  Ferry.' 

MARGARET.  '  P.S. — I  am  sending  the  money  in  a  bag  so 
as  you  can  hear  it  chink.' 

DEARTH.  What  could  we  do  for  our  friend  who  passed 
just  now  ?  I  can't  get  her  out  of  my  head. 

MARGARET.  You  have  made  me  forget  her.  (Plaintively) 
Dad,  T  didn't  like  it. 

DEARTH.      Didn't  like  what,  dear  ? 

MARGARET  (shuddering).  I  didn't  like  her  saying  that  about 
your  losing  me. 

DEARTH  (the  one  thing  of  which  he  is  sure).      I  shan't  lose  you. 

MARGARET  (hugging  his  arm).  It  would  be  hard  for  me 
if  you  lost  me,  but  it  would  be  worse  for  you.  I  don't  know 
how  I  know  that,  but  I  do  know  it.  What  would  you  do 
without  me  ? 

DEARTH  (ahnost  sharply).  Don't  talk  like  that,  dear.  It  is 
wicked  and  stupid,  and  naughty.  Somehow  that  poor  woman 
— I  won't  paint  any  more  to-night. 

MARGARET.      Let 's  get  out  of  the  wood  ;   it  frightens  me. 

DEARTH.      And  you  loved  it  a  moment  ago.      Hallo  !      (He 
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has  seen  a  distant  blurred  light  in  the  wood,  apparently  from  a 
window.}     I  hadn't  noticed  there  was  a  house  there. 

MARGARET  (tingling}.      Daddy,   1   feel  sure  there  wasn't  a 
house  there  ! 

DEARTH.     Goose.     It  is  just  that  we  didn't  look.     Our  old 
way  of  letting  the  world  go  hang  ;    so  interested  in  ourselves. 
Nice  behaviour  for  people  who  have  been  boasting  about  what 
they  would  do  for  other  people.     Now  I  see  what  I  ought  to  do. 
MARGARET.      Let 's  get  out  of  the  wood. 
DEARTH.  '    Yes,  but  my  idea  first.      It  is  to  rouse  these  people 
and  get  food  from  them  for  the  husky  one. 

MARGARET  (clinging  to  him}.     She  is  too  far  away  now. 
DEARTH.      T  can  overtake*  her. 

MARGARFT  (/';/  a  frenzy).      Don't  go  into  that  house,  Daddy  ! 
I  don't  know  why  it  is,  but  I  am  afraid  of  that  house  ! 

(He  waggles  a  reproving  finger  at  her.} 

DEARTH.      There  is  a  kiss  for  each  moment  until  I  come 
back. 

(She  wipes  them  from  her  ftice.} 
Oh,  naughty,  go  and  stand  in  the  corner. 

(She  stands  against  a  tree  but  she  stamps  her  foot.} 
Who  has  got  a  nasty  temper  ! 

(Sfie  tries  hard  not  to  smile,  but  she  s?niles  and  he  smiles, 
and  they  make  comic  faces  at  each  other ',  as  they  have  done 
in  similar  cinumstances  since  she  first  opened  her  eves.') 
I  shall  be  back  before  you  can  count  a  hundred. 

(fie  goes  oQ  humming  his  song  so  that  she  may  still  hear  him 
when  he  is  lost  to  sight ;  all  just  as  so  often  before.  She- 
tries  dutifully  to  count  her  hundred \  but  the  wood  grows  dark 
and  soon  she  is  afraid  again.  She  runs  from  tree  to  tree 
calling  to  her  Daddy.  ITe  begin  to  lose  her  a?nong  thq 
shadows.) 

MARGARET  (out  of  the  impalpable  that  is  carrying  her  away}, 
Daddy,  come  back  ;    I  don't  want  to  be  a  might-have-been. 


ACT    III 

LOB'S  room  has  gone  very  dark  as  it  sits  up  awaiting  the  possible 
return  of  the  adventurers,  '['he  curtains  are  closed,  so  that 
no  light  comes  from  outside.  There  is  a  tapping  on  the 
window,  and  anon  two  intruders  arc1  stealing  about  the  floor, 
with  muffled  cries  when  they  meet  unexpectedly.  They  find 
the  switch  and  are  revealed  as  Purdic  and  his  Mabel.  Some- 
thing has  happened  to  them  as  they  emerged  from  the  wood, 
but  it  is  so  superficial  that  neither  notices  it  :  they  are  again  in 
the  evening  dress  in  which  they  had  left  the  house.  But  they 
are  still  being  led  by  that  strange  humour  of  the  blood. 

MAURI,  (looking  around  her  curiously).  A  pretty  little  room  ; 
I  wonder  who  is  the  owner  r 

PURDJE.  It  doesn't  matter  ;  the  great  thing  is  that  we  have 
escaped  Joanna. 

MABEL.     Jack,  look,  a  nun  ! 

(The  term  may  not  be  happily  chosen  ^  hut  the  person  indicated 
is  LOB  curled  up  on  hi*  chair  b\  a  dead  fire.  The  last  look 
on  his  face  before  he  fell  asleep  having  been  a  leery  one  it  is 
still  there.) 

PURDIE.      He  is  asleep. 
MABEL.      Do  you  know  him  r 

PURnit.  Not  I.  Kxcuse  me,  sir.  Hi  !  (A0  shakingy 
h&wever,  wakens  the  sleeper.) 

MABEL.      Darling,  how  extraordinary  ! 

PURUIJI  (always  considerate).  After  all,  precious,  have  we 
any  right  to  wake  up  a  stranger,  just  to  tell  him  that  we  arc 
runaways  hiding  in  his  house  r 

MABEL  (who  comes  of  a  good  family).  1  think  he  would  expect 
it  of  us. 

PURDIE  (after  trying  again).     There  is  no  budging  him. 
MABEL  (appeased).     At  any  rate,  we  have  done  the  civil  thing. 
(She  has  now  time  to  regard  the  room  more  attentively, 
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including  the  tray  of  coffee  cups  which  MATEY  had  left  on 
the  table  in  a  not  unimportant  ?noment  of  his  history.) 
There  have  evidently  been  people  here,  but  they  haven't 
drunk  their  coffee.  Ugh  !  cold  as  a  deserted  egg  in  a  bird's 
nest.  Jack,  if  you  were  a  clever  detective  you  could  construct 
those  people  out  of  their  neglected  coffee  cups.  I  wonder  who 
they  are  and  what  has  spirited  them  away  ? 

PURDIE.  Perhaps  they  have  only  gone  to  bed.  Ought  we 
to  knock  them  up  ? 

MABEL  (after  considering  what  her  mother  would  have  done). 
I  think  not,  dear.  1  suppose  we  have  run  away.  Jack — 
meaning  to  ? 

PURDIE  (with  the  sturdiness  that  weaker  vessels  adot  e). 
Irrevocably.  Mabel,  if  the  dog-like  devotion  of  a  lifetime  .  .  . 
(He  becomes  conscious  that  something  has  happened  to  LOB'S  leer. 
It  has  not  left  his  face  but  it  has  shifted.)  He  is  not  shamming, 
do  you  think  ? 

MABEL.     Shake  him  again. 

PURDIE  (after  shaking  him).  It  'b  all  right.  Mabel,  if  the 
dog-like  devotion  of  a  lifetime.  .  .  . 

MABEL.  Poor  little  Joanna  !  Still,  if  a  woman  insists  on 
being  a  pendulum  round  a  man's  neck.  .  .  . 

PURDIE.  Do  give  me  a  chance,  Mabel.  If  the  dog-like 
devotion  of  a  lifetime  .  .  . 

(JOANNA  comes  through  the  curtains  so  inopportunely  that 
for  the  ?noment  he  is  almost  pettish.) 
May  I  say,  this  is  just  a  little  too  much,  Joanna  ! 

JOANNA  (unconscious  as  they  of  her  return  to  her  dinner-gown). 
So,  sweet  husband,  your  soul  is  still  walking  alone,  is  it  r 

MABEL  (who  hates  coarseness  of  any  kind).  How  can  you 
sneak  about  in  this  way,  Joanna  ?  Have  you  no  pride  ? 

JOANNA  (dashing  away  a  tear).  Please  to  address  me  as 
Mrs.  Purdie,  madam.  (She  sees  LOB.)  Who  is  this  man  ? 

PURDIE.  We  don't  know  j  and  there  is  no  waking  him. 
You  can  try,  if  you  like. 

(Failing  to  rouse  him  j OAN  N A  makes  a  third  at  table.  They 
are  all  a  little  inconsequential,  as  if  there  were  still  some 
moonshine  in  their  hair.) 

JOANNA.  You  were  saying  something  about  the  devotion 
of  a  lifetime  ;  please  go  on. 
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PURDIE  (diffidently).     I  don't  like  to  before  you,  Joanna. 

JOANNA  (becoming  coarse  again).     Oh,  don't  mind  me. 

PURDTE  (looking  like  a  note  of  interrogation).  I  should  certainly 
like  to  say  it. 

MABEL  (loftily).     And  I  shall  be  proud  to  hear  it. 

PURDIE  (kindly).  I  should  have  liked  to  spare  you  this, 
Joanna  ;  you  wouldn't  put  your  hands  over  your  cars  ? 

JOANNA  (alas).     No,  sir. 

MABEL.     Fie,  Joanna.     Surely  a  wife's  natural  delicacy  .  .  . 

PURDIE  (severely).  As  you  take  it  in  tliat  spirit,' Joanna,  I 
can  proceed  with  a  clear  conscience.  If  the  dog-like  devotion 

of  a  lifetime •     (He  reels  a  little,  staring  at  LOB,  over  whose 

face  the  leer  has  been  wandering  like  an  insect.) 

MABEL.      Did  he  move  ? 

PURDIE.  It  isn't  that.  I  am  feeling — very  funny.  Did 
one  of  you  tap  me  just  now  on  the  forehead  ? 

(Their  hands  also  have  gone  to  their  foreheads.) 

MABEL.      I  think  I  have  been  in  this  room  before. 

PURDIE  (flinching).  There  is  something  coming  rushing 
back  to  me. 

MABEL.  I  seem  to  know  that  coffee  set.  If  I  do,  the  lid  of 
the  milk  jug  is  chipped.  It  is  ! 

JOANNA.  I  can't  remember  thib  nun's  name  ;  but  I  am 
sure  it  begins  with  L. 

MABEL.     Lob. 

PURDIE.       Lob. 
JOANNA.        L()b. 

PURDIE.      Mabel,  your  dress  ? 

MABLE  (beholding  it).      How  on  earth   .   .   .  ? 

JOANNA.  My  dress  !  (To  PURDIE)  You  were  in  knicker- 
bockers in  the  wood. 

PURDIE.  And  so  I  am  now.  (He  sees  he  is  not.)  Where 
did  I  change  ?  The  wood  !  Let  me  think.  The  wood  .  .  . 
the  wood,  certainly.  But  the  wood  wasn't  the  wood. 

JOANNA  (revolving  like  one  in  pursuit).  My  head  is  going 
round. 

MABEL.  Lob's  wood  !  I  remember  it  all.  We  were  here. 
We  did  go. 

PURDIE.     So  we  did.     But  how  could  .  .  .  ?  where  was  .  .  .  ? 

JOANNA.      And  who  was  .   .  .  ? 
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MABEL.     And  what  was  .  .   .  ? 

PURDIE  (even  In  this  supreme  hour  a  twin).  Don't  let  go. 
Hold  on  to  what  we  were  doing,  or  we  shall  lose  grip  of  our- 
selves. Devotion.  Something  about  devotion.  Hold  on  to 
devotion.  'If  the  dog-like  devotion  of  a  lifetime  .  .  .'  Which 
of  you  was  I  saying  that  to  ? 

MABEL.     To  me. 

PURDIE.     Are  you  sure  ? 

MABEL  (shakily}.      I  am  not  quite  sure. 

PURDIE  {anxiously}.  Joanna,  what  do  you  think  r  (With  a 
sudden  increase  of  uneasiness}  Which  of  you  is  my  wife  ? 

JOANNA  (without  enthusiasm}.  I  am.  No,  1  am  not.  It  is 
Mabel  who  is  your  wife  ! 

MABEL.      Me  ? 

PURDIE  (with  a  curious  gulp}.  Why,  of  course  you  are, 
Mabel  ! 

MABEL.      I  believe  I  am  ! 

PURDIE.  And  yet  how  can  it  be  ?  I  was  running  away 
with  you. 

JOANNA  (solving  that  problem}.      You  don't  need  to  do  it  now. 

PURDIE.  The  wood.  Hold  on  to  the  wood.  The  wood 
is  what  explains  it.  Yes,  I  see  the  whole  thing.  (He  gazes  at 
LOB.)  You  infernal  old  ntbcal  !  Let  us  try  to  think  it  out. 
Don't  any  one  speak' for  a  moment.  Think  first.  Love.  .  . 
Hold  on  to  love.  (He  gets  another  tap.}  I  say,  I  believe  I  am 
not  a  deeply  passionate  chap  at  all ;  1  believe  I  am  just  ...  a 
philanderer  ! 

MABEL.      It  is  what  you  are. 

JOANNA  (more  magnanimous}.     Mabel,  what  about  ourselves? 

PURDIE  (to  whom  it  is  truly  a  nauseous  draught}.  \  didn't 
know.  Just  a  philanderer  !  (The  soul  of  him  would  like  at  this 
instant  to  creep  into  another  body.}  And  if  people  don't  change, 
I  suppose  we  shall  begin  all  over  again  now. 

JOANNA  (the  practical}.  I  dare  say ;  but  not  with  each  other. 
I  may  philander  again,  but  not  with  you. 

(They  look  on  themselves  ^vithout  approval,  always  a  sorry 
occupation.  The  man  feels  it  most  because  he  has  admired 
himself  most,  or  perhaps  partly  for  some  better  reason.} 

PURDIE  (saying  good-bye  to  an  old  friend}.  John  Purdie, 
John  Purdie,  the  fine  fellow  I  used  to  think  you  !  (When  he 
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is  able  to  look  them  in  the  face  again}  The  wood  has  taught  me 
one  thing,  at  any  rate. 

MABEL  (dismally}.     What,  Jurk  ? 

PITRDIE.     That  it  isn't  accident  that  shapes  our  lives. 

JOANNA.     No,  it 's  Fate. 

PURDIE  (the  truth  running  through  him,  seeking  for  a  permanent 
home  in  him,  willing  to  give  him  still  another  chance  >  loth  to  desert 
him}.  It 's  not  Fate,  Joanna.  Fate  is  something  outside  us. 
What  really  plays  the  dickens  with  us  is  something  in  ourselves. 
Something  that  makes  us  go  on  doing  the  same  sort  of  fool 
things,  however  many  chances  we  get. 

MABEL.     Something  in  ourselves  ? 

PURDIE  (shivering}.     Something  we  are  born  with. 

JOANNA.     Can't  we  cut  out  the  beastly  thing  ? 

PURDIE.  Depends,  1  expect,  on  how  long  we  have  pampered 
him.  We  can  at  least  control  him  if  we  try  hard  enough.  But 
I  have  for  the  moment  an  abominably  clear  perception  that 
the  likes  of  me  never  really  tries.  Forgive  me,  Joanna — no, 
Mabel — both  of  you.  (He  is  a  shamed  man.}  It  isn't  very 
pleasant  to  discover  that  one  is  a  rotter.  I  suppose  I  shall  get 
used  to  it. 

JOANNA.  I  could  forgive  anybody  anything  ^  to-night. 
(Candidly)  It  is  so  lovely  not  to  be  married  to  you,  Jack. 

PURDIE  (spiritless}.      I  can  understand  that.     1  do  feel  small. 

JOANNA  (the  true  friend).      You  will  soon  swell  up  again. 

PURDIE  (for  whom,  alas,  we  need  not  weep).  That  is  the 
appalling  thing.  But  at  present,  at  any  rate,  I  am  a  rag  at  your 
feet,  Joanna — no,  at  yours,  Mabel.  Arc  you  going  to  pick 
me  up  ?  I  don't  advise  it. 

MABEL.  J  don't  know  whether  I  want  to,  Jack.  To  begin 
with,  which  of  us  is  it  your  lonely  soul  is  in  search  of? 

JOANNA.     Which  of  us  is  the  fluid  one,  or  the  fluidcr  one  ? 

MABEL.  Are  you  and  I  one  ?  Or  arc  you  and  Joanna  one  ? 
Or  arc  the*  three  of  us  two  ? 

JOANNA.  He  wants  you  to  whisper  in  his  cai,  Mabd,  the 
entrancing  poem,  '  Mabel  Purdic.'  Do  it,  Jack  ;  there  will 
be  nothing  wrong  in  it  now. 

PURDIE.      Rub  it  in. 

MABEL.     When  I  meet  Joanna's  successor 

PURDIE  (quailing).     No,  no,  Mabel,  none  of  that.      At  least 
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credit  me  with  having  my  eyes  open  at  last.  There  will  be  no 
more  of  this.  1  swear  it  by  all  that  is 

JOANNA  (in  her  excellent  imitation  of  a  sheep}.  Baa-a,  he  is 
off  again. 

PURDIE.     Oh  Lord,  bo  I  am. 

MABEL.     Don't,  Joanna. 

PURDIE  (his  mind  still  illumined}.  She  is  quite  right — I  was. 
In  my  present  state  of  depression — which  won't  last — I  feel 
there  is  something  in  me  that  will  make  me  go  on  being  the 
same  ass,  however  many  chances  I  get.  I  haven't  the  stuff  in 
me  to  take  warning.  My  whole  being  is  corroded.  Shake- 
speare knew  what  he  was  talking  about — 

*  The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underling^.1 

JOANNA.  For  '  dear  Brutus  '  we  are  to  read  '  dear  audience,' 
I  suppose  r 

PURDIE.     You  have  it. 

JOANNA.  Meaning  that  we  have  the  power  to  shape 
ourselves  ? 

PURDIE.     We  have  the  power  right  enough. 

JOANNA.     But  isn't  that  rather  splendid  ? 

PURDIE.  For  those  who  have  the  grit  in  them,  yes.  (Still 
seeing  with  a  strange  clearness  through  the  chink  the  hammer  has 
made.}  And  they  are  not  the  dismal  chappies  ;  they  are  the 
ones  with  the  thin  bright  faces.  (He  sits  lugubriously  by  his  wife 
and  is  sorry  for  the  first  time  that  she  has  not  married  a  better  man.} 
I  am  afraid  there  is  not  much  fight  in  me,  Mabel,  but  we  shall 
see.  If  you  catch  me  at  it  again,  have  thr  goodness  to  whisper 
to  me  in  passing,  '  Lob's  Wood.'  That  may  cure  me  for  the 
time  being. 

MABEL  (still  certain  that  she  I  wed  him  wh?  but  not  so  sure 
why}.  Perhaps  I  will  ...  as  long  as  i  care  to  bother,  Jack. 
It  depends  on  you  how  long  that  is  to  be. 

JOANNA  (to  break  an  awhvard  pause}.  I  feel  that  there  is 
hope  in  that  as  well  as  a  warning.  Perhaps  the  wood  may 
prove  to  have  been  useful  after  all.  (This  brighter  view  of  the 
situation  meets  with  no  immediate  response.  With  her  next 
suggestion  she  reaches  harbour.}  You  know,  we  are  not  people 
worth  being  sorrowful  about — so  let  us  laugh. 
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(The  ladies  succeed  in  laughing  though  not  prettily,  but  the 
man  has  been  too  much  shaken.) 

JOANNA  (hi  the  middle  of  her  laugh).  We  have  forgotten 
the  others  !  1  wonder  what  is  happening  to  them  ? 

PURDIE  (reviving).  Yes,  what  about  them  r  Have  they 
changed  ? 

MABEL.      I  didn't  see  any  of  them  in  the  wood. 

JOANNA.  Perhaps  we  did  see  them  without  knowing  them  ; 
we  didn't  know  Lob. 

PURDIE  (daunted).     That 's  true. 

JOANNA.  Won't  it  be  delicious  to  be  here  to  watch  them 
when  they  come  back,  and  see  them  waking  up — or  whatever 
it  was  we  did. 

PURDIE.  What  was  it  we  did  ?  I  think  something  tapped 
me  on  the  forehead. 

MABEL  (blanching).  How  do  we  know  the  others  will  come 
back  ? 

JOANNA  (infected).     We  don't  know.     How  awful  ! 

MABEL.     Listen  ! 

PURDIE.      I  distinctly  hear  some  one  on  the  stairs. 

MABEL.      It  will  be  Matey. 

PURDIE  (the  chink  beginning  to  close).  Be  cautious,  both  of 
you  ;  don't  tell  him  we  have  had  any  .  .  .  odd  experiences. 

(//  w,  however^  MRS.  COADE  who  comes  downstairs  in  a 
dressing-gown  and  carrying  a  candle  and  her  husband's 
muffler.) 

MRS.  COADE.  So  you  are  back  at  List.  A  nice  house,  I  must 
say.  Where  is  Coady  ? 

PURDifc  (taken  aback).  Coady  !  Did  he  go  into  the  wood, 
too  ? 

MRS.  COADE  (placidly).  I  suppose  so.  I  have  been  down 
sevei al  times  to  look  for  him. 

MABEL.     Coady,  too  ! 

JOANNA  (seeing  visions).      I  wonder  .   .   .   Oh,  how  dreadful  ! 

MRS.  COADE.     What  is  dieddful,  Joanna  ? 

JOANNA  (airily).  Nothing.  I  was  just  wondering  what  he 
is  doing. 

MRS.  COADE.  Doing  ?  What  should  he  be  doing  f  Did 
anything  odd  happen  to  you  in  the  wood  ? 

PURDIE  (taking  command).     No,  no,  nothing. 
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JOANNA.  We  just  strolled  about,  and  came  back.  (That 
subject  being  exhausted  she  points  to  LOB.)  Have  you  noticed 
him  ? 

MRS.  COADE.  ( )h  yes  ;  he  has  been  like  that  all  the  time. 
A  sort  of  stupor,  I  think  ;  and  sometimes  the  strangest  grin 
conies  over  his  face. 

PURDIE  (wincing).     Grin  ? 

MRS.  COADE.  Just  as  if  he  were  seeing  amusing  things  in  his 
sleep. 

PURDIE  (guardedly}.  I  dare  say  he  is.  Oughtn't  we  to  get 
Matey  to  him  ? 

MRS.  COADE.     Matey  has  gone,  too. 
PURDIE.     Wha-at  ! 

MRS.  COADE.      At  all  events  he  is  not  in  the  house. 
JOANNA  (unguat  dcdly).     Matey  !     I   wonder  who  is  with 
him. 

MRS.  COADE.     Must  somebody  be  with  him  ? 
JOANNA.     Oh  no,  not  at  all. 

(They  fire  simultaneously  aware  that  some  one  outside  has 
reached  the  window.) 
MRS.  COADE.     I  hope  it  is  Coady. 

(The  other  ladies  are  too  fond  of  her  to  share  this  wish.) 
MABEL.     Oh,  I  hope  not. 
MRS.  COADE.     Why,  Mrs.  Purdie  ? 

JOANNA  (coaxingly).  Dear  Mrs.  Coade,  whoever  he  is,  and 
whatever  he  does,  1  beg  you  not  to  be  surprised.  We  feel  that 
though  we  had  no  unusual  experiences  in  the  wood,  others  may 
not  have  been  so  fortunate. 

MABEL.  And  be  cautious,  you  dear,  what  you  say  to  them 
before  they  come  to. 

MRS.  COADE.  '  Come  to  *  ?  You  pu///Jc  me.  And  Coady 
didn't  have  his  muffler. 

(Let  it  be  recorded  that  in  their  distress  for  this  old  lady 
they  forget  their  own  misadventures.  PURDIK  takes  a  step 
toward  the  curtains  in  a  vague  desire  to  shield  her  ; — and 
gets  a  rich  reward ;  he  has  seen  the  coming  addition  to  their 
circle.) 
PURDIE  (elated  and  pitiless).  It  is  Matey  ! 

(A  butler  intrudes  who  still  thinks  he  is  wrapped  in  fur.) 
JOANNA  (encouragingly).     Do  come  in. 
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MATEY.  With  apologies,  ladies  and  gents.  .  .  .  May  I  ask 
who  is  host  ? 

PURDIE  (splashing  in  the  temperature  that  suits  him  best}. 
A  very  reasonable  request.  Third  on  the  left. 

MATEY  (advancing  upon  LOB).  Merely  to  ask,  sir,  if  you  can 
direct  me  to  my  hotel  ? 

(The  sleeper's  only  response  is  a  slight  quiver  in  one  leg.} 
Hie  gentleman  seems  to  be  reposing. 

MRS.  COADE.        It  is  Lob. 

MATEY.     What  is  lob,  ma'am  ? 

MKS.  COADE  (pleasantly  curious}.  Surely  you  haven't  for- 
gotten ? 

PDRDFE  (over-riding  her}.  Anything  we  can  do  for  you,  sir  ? 
Just  give  it  a  name. 

JOANNA  (in  the  same  friendly  spirit}.  I  hope  you  are  not 
alone  :  do  say  you  have  some  lady  friends  with  you. 

MATEY  (with  an  emphasis  on  his  leading  word].  My  wife  is 
with  m«;. 

JOANNA.  His  wife  !  .  .  .  (ff'ith  commendation]  You  have 
been  quick  ! 

MRS.  COADE.     I  didn't  know  you  were  married. 

MATEY.  Why  should  you,  madam  ?  You  talk  «is  if  you 
knew  me. 

MRS.  COADE.     Good  gracious,  do  you  really  think  I  don't  ? 

PURDIE  (indicating  delicately  that  she  is  subject  to  a  certain 
softening}.  Sit  down,  won't  you,  my  dear  sir,  and  make  yourself 
comfy. 

MATEY  (actuslomed  of  late  to  such  deferential  treatment}. 
Thank  you.  But  my  wife  .  .  . 

JOANNA  (hospitably}.  Yes,  bring  her  in  ;  we  are  simply 
dying  to  make  her  acquaintance. 

MATEY.     You  are  very  good  ;    f  am  much  obliged. 

MABEL  (as  he  goes  out}.     Who  can  she  be  ? 

JOANNA  (leaping).     Who,  who,  who  ! 

MRS.  COADE.  But  what  an  extraordinary  wood.  He  doesn't 
seem  to  know  who  he  is  at  all. 

MABEL  (soothingly}.  Don't  worry  about  that,  Coady  darling. 
He  will  know  soon  enough. 

JOANNA  (again  finding  the  bright  side}.  And  so  will  the  little 
wife  !  By  the  way,  whoever  she  is,  I  hope  she  is  fond  of  butlers. 
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MABEL  (who  has  peeped).     It  is  Lady  Caroline  ! 

JOANNA  (leaping  again).  Oh,  joy,  joy  !  And  she  was  so 
sure  she  couldn't  take  the  wrong  turning  ! 

(LADY  CAROLINE  is  evidently  still  sure  of  it.) 

MATEY.     May  I  present  my  wife — Lady  Caroline  Matey. 

MABEL  (glowing).      How  do  you  do. 

PURDIE.     Your  servant,  Lady  Caroline. 

MRS.  COADE.     Lady  Caroline  Matey  !     You  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE  (without  an  r  /'//  her).     Charmed,  I  'm  sure. 

JOANNA*(WV///X).  Very  pleased  to  meet  any  wife  of  Mr. 
Matey. 

PURDIE  (taking  the  floor}.  Allow  me.  The  Duchess  of 
Candelabra.  The  Ladies  Helena  and  Matilda  M'Nab.*  I  am 
the  Lord  Chancellor. 

MABEL.      I  have  wanted  so  long  to  make  your  acquaintance. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Charmed. 

JOANNA  (gracefully).  These  informal  meetings  are  ?o 
delightful,  don't  you  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE.      Yes,  indeed. 

MATEY  (the  introductions  being  thus  plfasantly  concluded}. 
And  your  friend  by  the  fire  ? 

PURDUE.  I  will  introduce  you  to  him  when  you  wake  up — 
I  mean  when  he  wakes  up. 

MATEY.  Perhaps  T  ought  to  have  said  that  I  am  James 
Matey. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (the  happy  creature).     The  James  Matey. 

MATEY.  A  name  not,  perhaps,  unknown  in  the  world  of 
finance. 

JOANNA.  Finance  ?  Oh,  so  you  did  take  that  clerkship  in 
the  City  ! 

MATEY  (a  little  stiffly).  I  began  as  a  clerk  in  the  City, 
certainly  ;  and  I  am  not  ashamed  to  admit  it. 

MRS.  COADE  (still  groping).  Fancy  that,  now.  And  did  it 
save  you  ? 

MATEY.     Save  me,  madam  ? 

JOANNA.  Excuse  us — we  ask  odd  questions  in  this  house  ; 
we  only  mean,  did  that  keep  you  honest  ?  Or  are  you  still  a 
pilferer  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE  (an  outraged  swan).  Husband  mine,  what 
does  she  mean  ? 
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JOANNA.     No  offence  ;   I  mean  a  pilferer  on  a  large  scale. 

MATEY  (remembering  certain  newspaper  jealousy).  If  you 
are  referring  to  that  Labrador  business — or  the  Working 
Women's  Bank  .  .  . 

PURDIE  (after  the  manner  of  one  who  has  caught  a  fly).  O-ho, 
got  him  ! 

JOANNA  (bowing).     Yes,  those  are  what  I  meant. 

MATEY  (stoutly).     There  was  nothing  proved. 

JOANNA  (like  one  calling  a  meeting).  Mabel,  Jack,  here  is 
another  of  us  !  You  have  gone  just  the  same  wa^  again,  my 
friend.  (Ecstatically)  There  is  more  in  it,  you  see,  than 
taking  the  wrong  turning  ;  you  would  always  take  the  wrong 
turning.  (The  only  fitting  comment.)  Tra-la-la  ! 

LADY  CAROLINF.  If  you  aiv  ( abtiiig  any  aspersions  on  my 
husband,  allow  me  to  say  that  a  prouder  wife  than  I  does  not 
to-day  exist, 

MRS.  COADE  (who  finds  herself  the  only  clear-headed  one).  My 
dear,  dcj  be  careful. 

'MABEL.  So  long  as  you  are  satisfied,  dear  Lady  Caroline. 
But  I  thought  you  shrank  from  all  blood  that  was  not  blue. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  You  thought  ?  Why  should  you  think 
about  me  ?  I  beg  to  assure  you  that  I  adore  my  Jim.. 

(She  seeks  his  arm*  but  her  JIM  has  encountered  the  tray 
containing  coffee  cups  and  a  cake,  and  his  hands  close  on  it 
with  a  certain  intimacy.) 
Whatever  are  you  doing,  Jim  ? 

MATEY.  I  don't  understand  it,  Caroliny  ;  but  somehow  I 
feel  at  home  with  this  in  my  hands. 

MABEL.     '  Caroliny  '  ! 

MRS.  COADE.  Look  at  me  well  ;  don't  you  remember  me  ? 
.  MATEY  (musing).  I  don't  remember  you  ;  but  I  seem  to 
associate  you  with  hard-boiled  eggs.  (//V/A  conviction)  You 
like  your  eggs  hard-boiled. 

PURDIE.  Hold  on  to  hard-boiled  eggs.  She  used  to  tip 
you  especially  to  see  to  them. 

(MATEY'S  hand  goes  to  his  pocket.) 
Yes,  that  was  the  pocket. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (with  distaste).     Tip  ! 

MATEY  (without  distaste).     Tip  ! 

PURDIE.     Jolly  word,  isn't  it  ? 
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MATEY  (raising  the  tray}.     It  seems  to  set  me  thinking. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (feeling  the  tap  of  the  hammer).  Why  is  my 
work-basket  in  this  house  ? 

MRS.  COADE.     You  are  living  here,  you  know. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  That  is  what  a  person  feels.  But  when 
did  I  come  ?  It  is  very  odd,  but  one  feels  one  ought  to  say 
when  did  one  go. 

PURDIE.     She  is  coming  to  with  a  wush  ! 

MATEY  (under  the  hammer).     Mr.  .  .   .   Purdie  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Mrs.  Coade  ! 

MATEY.     The  Guv'nor  !     My  clothes  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.     One  is  in  evening  dress  ! 

JOANNA  (charmed  to  explain}.  You  will  understand  clearly 
in  a  minute,  Caroliny.  You  didn't  really  take  that  clerkship, 
Jim  ;  you  went  into  domestic  service  ;  but  in  the  essentials  you 
haven't  altered. 

PURDIE  (pleasantly).  I  '11  have  my  shaving  water  at  7.30 
sharp,  Matey. 

MATEY  (mechanically).     Very  good,  sir. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Sir  ?     Midsummer  Eve  !     The  wood  ! 

PURDIE.     Yes,  hold  on  to  the  wood. 

MATEY.  You  are  ...  you  are  ...  you  arc  Lady  Caro- 
line Laney  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.      It  is  Matey,  the  butler  ! 

MABEL.  You  seemed  quite  happy  with  him,  you  know, 
Lady  Caroline. 

JOANNA  (nicely).     We  won't  tell. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (subsiding).  Caroline  Matey  !  And  I 
seemed  to  like  it  !  How  horrible  ! 

MRS.  COADE  (expressing  a  general  sentiment).  It  is  rather 
difficult  to  see  what  we  should  do  next. 

MATEY  (tentatively).     Perhaps  if  I  were  to  go  downstairs  ? 

PURDIE.  It  would  be  conferring  a  personal  favour  on  us 
all. 

(Thus  encouraged  MATEY  and  his  tray  resume  friendly 
relations  with  the  pantry.) 

LADY  CAROLINE  (with  itching  finger 'S  as  she  glares  at  LOB).  It 
is  all  that  wretch's  doing. 

(A  quiver  from  LOB'S  right  leg  ackncivledges  the  compliment. 
The  gay  music  of  a  pipe  ir  heard  from  outside.) 
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JOANNA  (peeping).      Coady  ! 

MRS.  COADE.     Coady  ?     Why  is  he  so  happy  ? 

JOANNA  (troubled).      Dear,  hold  my  hand. 

MRS.  COADE  (suddenly  trembling).     Won't  he  know  me  ? 

PURDIE  (abashed  by  that  soft  face).  Mrs.  Coade,  1  'm  sorry. 
It  didn't  so  much  matter  about  the  likes  of  us,  but  for  your  sake 
I  wish  Coady  hadn't  gone  out. 

MRS.  COADE.  We  that  have  been  happily  married  nearly 
thirty  years. 

COADE  (popping  in  buoyantly).  May  T  intrude  ?  •  My  name 
is  Coade.  The  fact  is  I  was  playing  about  in  the  wood  on  a 
whistle,  and  I  saw  your  light. 

MRS.  COADE  (the  only  one  with  the  nerve  to  answer).  Playing 
about  in  the  wood  with  a  whistle  ? 

COADE  (with  mild  dignity).      And  why  not,  madam  ? 

MRS.  COADE.      Madam  !      Don't  you  know  me  ? 

COADE.  I  don't  know  you.  .  .  .  (Studying  her)  But  I  wish 
I  did. 

MRS.  COADE.      Do  you  ?     Why  ? 

COADE.      If  I  may  say  so,  you  have  a  very  soft,  lovable  face. 
(Several  persons  breathe  again.) 

MRS.  COADE  (inquisitorially).  Who  wab  with  you.  playing 
whistles  in  the  wood  ?  (The  breathing  ceases.) 

COADE.     No  one  was  with  me. 
(And  is  resumed.) 

MRS.  COADE.      No  .   .   .  lady  ? 

COADE.  Certainly  not.  (Then  he  spoils  it.)  I  am  a 
bachelor. 

MRS.  COADE.     A  bachelor  ? 

JOANNA.      Don't  give  way,  dear  ;   it  might  be  much  worse. 

§MRS.  COADE.  A  bachelor  !  And  you  are  sure  you  never 
spoke  to  me  before  ?  Do  think. 

COADE.  Not  to  my  knowledge.  Never  .  .  .  except  in 
dreams. 

MABEL  (taking  a  risk).     What  did  you  say  to  her  in  dreams  ? 

COADE.  I  said,  '  My  dear.'  (This  when  uttered  surprises 
him.)  Odd  ! 

JOANNA.     The  darling  man  ! 

MRS.  COADE  (wavering).  How  could  you  say  such  things  to 
an  old  woman  ? 

R2 
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COADE  (thinking  it  out).  Old  ?  I  didn't  think  of  you  as  old. 
No,  no,  young — with  the  morning  dew  on  your  face — coming 
across  a  lawn — in  a  black  and  green  dress — and  carrying  such 
a  pretty  parasol. 

MRS.  COADE  (thrilling).  That  was  how  he  first  met  me  ! 
He  used  to  love  me  in  black  and  green  ;  and  it  was  a  pretty 
parasol.  Look,  1  am  old.  ...  So  it  can't  be  the  same  woman. 

COADE  (blinking).  Old.  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  But  it  is  the 
same  soft,  lovable  face,  and  the  same  kind,  beaming  smile  that 
children  could  warm  their  hands  at. 

MRS.  COADE.     He  always  liked  my  smile. 

PURDIE.     So  do  we  all. 

COADE  (to  himself).     Emma. 

MRS.  COADE.     He  hasn't  forgotten  my  name  ! 

COADE.  It  is  sad  that  we  didn't  meet  long  ago.  I  think 
I  have  been  waiting  for  you.  I  suppose  we  have  met  too 
late  ?  You  couldn't  overlook  my  being  an  old  fellow,  could 
you,  eh  ? 

JOANNA.  How  lovely  ;  he  is  going  to  propose  to  her  again. 
Coady,  you  happy  thing,  he  is  wanting  the  same  soft  face  after 
thirty  years. 

MRS.  COADE  (undoubtedly  hopeful).  We  mustn't  be  too  sure, 
but  I  think  that  is  it.  (Primly)  What  is  it  exactly  that  you  want, 
Mr.  Coade  ? 

COADE  (under  a  lucky  star).  1  want  to  have  the  right  to  hold 
the  parasol  over  you.  Won't  you  be  my  wife,  my  dear,  and  so 
give  my  long  dream  of  you  a  happy  ending  ? 

MRS.  COADE  (preening).  Kisses  are  not  called  for  at  our  age, 
Coady,  but  here  is  a  muffler  for  your  old  neck. 

COADE.  My  muffler  j  I  have  missed  it.  (//  is  however  to 
his  forehead  that  his  hand  goes.  Immediately  thereafter  he  misses 
his  sylvan  attire.)  Why  .  .  .  why  .  .  .  what  .  .  .  who 
.  .  .  how  is  this  ? 

PURDIE  (nervously).     He  is  coming  to. 

COADE  (reeling  and  righting  himself).     Lob  ! 

(The  leg  indicates  that  he  has  got  it.) 
Bless  me,  Coady,  I  went  into  that  wood  ! 

MRS.  COADE.  And  without  your  muffler,  you  that  are  so 
subject  to  chills.  What  are  you  feeling  for  in  your  pocket  ? 

COADE.     The  whistle.     It  is  a  whistle  I Gone  !  of 
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course  it  is.      It  'b  rather  a  pity,  but  .  .  .   (Anxious)  Have  I 
been  saying  awful  things  to  you  ? 

MABEL.  You  have  been  making  her  so  proud.  It  ib  a 
compliment  to  our  whole  sex.  You  had  a  second  chance,  and 
have  chosen  her,  again  ! 

COADE.  Of  course  I  have.  (Crestfallen.)  But  I  sec  I  w«ib 
just  the  same  nice  old  lazy  Coady  as  before  ;  and  I  had  thought 
that  if  I  had  a  second  chance,  I  could  do  things.  I  have  often 
said  to  you,  Coady,  that  it  was  owing  to  my  being  cursed  with 
a  competency  that  I  didn't  write  my  great  book.  'But  1  had 
no  competency  this  time,  and  I  haven't  written  a  word. 

PURDIE  (bitterly  enough).  That  needn't  make  you  feel  lonely 
in  this  house. 

MRS.  COADE  (in  a  small  voice).  You  seem  to  have  been  quite 
happy  as  an  old  bachelor,  dear. 

COADE.     I  am  surprised  at  myself,  Kmma,  but  T  fear  I  was. 

MRS.  COADE  (with  melancholy  perspicacity).  1  wonder  if  what 
it  means;  is  that  you  don't  especially  need  even  me.  I  wonder 
if  it  means  that  you  are  just  the  sort  of  amiable  creature  that 
would  be  happy  anywhere,  and  anyhow  ? 

COADE.     Oh  dear,  can  it  be  as  bad  as  that  ! 

JOANNA  (a  ministering  angel  she).  Certainly  not.  .  It  ib  a 
romance,  and  I  won't  have  it  looked  upon  as  anything  else. 

MRS.  COADE.  Thank  you,  Joanna.  You  will  try  not  to 
miss  that  whistle,  Coady  ? 

COADE  (getting  the  footstool  for  her).      You  are  all  I  need. 

MRS.  COADE.  Yes  ;  but  I  am  not  so  sure  as  1  used  to  be  that 
it  is  a  great  compliment. 

JOANNA.     Coady,  behave. 

(There  is  a  knock  on  the  ^vindow.) 

.PURDIE    (peeping).     Mrs.    Dearth  !     (His    spirits    revive.) 
She  is  alone.     Who  would  have  expected  that  of  her  ! 

MABEL.     She  is  a  wild  one,  Jack,  but  I  sometimes  thought 
rather  a  dear  ;   1  do  hope  she  has  got  off  cheaply. 
(ALICE  comes  to  them  in  her  dinner  gown.) 

PURDIE  (the  irrepressible).     Pleased  to  see  you,  stranger. 

ALICE  (prepared  for  ejection).  I  was  afraid  such  an  un- 
ceremonious entry  might  startle  you. 

PURDIE.     Not  a  bit. 

ALICE  (defiant).      I  usually  enter  a  house  by  the  front  door. 
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PURDIE.      I  have  heard  that  such  is  the  swagger  way. 

ALICE  (simpering).  So  stupid  of  me.  1  lost  myself  in  the 
wood  .  .  .  and  .  .  . 

JOANNA  (genially}.  Of  course  you  did.  But  never  mind 
that  ;  do  tell  us  your  name. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (emerging  again}.     Yes,  yes,  your  name. 

ALICE.  Of  course,  I  am  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Finch- 
Fallowe. 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Of  course,  of  course  ! 

PURDIE/  I  hope  Mr.  Finch-Fallowc  is  very  well  ?  We 
don't  know  him  personally,  but  may  we  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  him  bob  up  presently  ? 

ALICE.     No,  I  am  not  sure  where  he  is. 

LADY  CAROLINE  (with  point).  1  wonder  if  the  dear  clever 
police  know  ? 

ALICE  (imprudently).     No,  they  don't. 

(It  is  a  very  secondary  matter  to  her.      This  woman  of 

calamitous  fires  hears  and  sees  her  tormentors  chiefly  as  the 

probable  owners  of  the  cake  ivhich  is  standing  on  that  tray.) 

So  awkward,  1  gave  my  sandwiches  to  a  poor  girl  and  her 

father  whom  I  met  in  the  wood,  and  now  .  .  .  isn't  it  a  nuisance 

— I    am   quite   hungry.      (So  far   ivith   a   mincing   bravado.} 

May  I  ? 

(Without  waiting  for  consent  she  falls  to  upon  the  cake , 
looking  over  it  like  one  ready  to  fight  them  for  it.} 

PURDIE  (sobered  again).      Poor  soul. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  We  are  so  anxious  to  know  whether  you 
met  a  friend  of  ours  in  the  wood — a  Mr.  Dearth.  Perhaps 
you  know  him,  too  ? 

ALICE.     Dearth  ?     I  don't  know  any  Dearth. 

MRS.  COADE.     Oh  dear,  what  a  wood  ! 

LADY  CAROLINE.  He  is  quite  a  front-door  sort  of  man  ; 
knocks  and  rings,  you  know. 

PURDIE.     Don't  worry  her. 

ALICE  (gnawing).  I  meet  so  many  ;  you  sec  I  go  out  a  great 
deal.  I  have  visiting-cards — printed  ones. 

LADY  CAROLINE.  How  very  distingue.  Perhaps  Mr. 
Dearth  has  painted  your  portrait ;  he  is  an  artist. 

ALICE.  Very  likely  ;  they  all  want  to  paint  me.  I  dare  say 
that  is  the  man  to  whom  I  gave  my  sandwiches. 
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MRS.  COADE.     But  I  thought  you  said  he  had  a  daughter  ? 
ALICE.     Such  a  pretty  girl  ;    I  gave  her  half  a  crown. 
COADE.     A  daughter  ?     That  can't  be  Dearth. 
PURDIE  (darkly).      Don't  be  too  sure.     Was  the  man  you 
speak  of  a  rather  chop-fallen,  gone-to-seed  sort  of  person  ? 
ALICE.     No,  I  thought  him  such  a  jolly,  attractive  man. 
COADE.     Dearth   jolly,   attractive  !     oh    no.      Did    he   say 
anything  about  his  wife  ? 

LADY  CAROLINE.     Yes,  do  try  to  remember  if  he  mentioned 
her. 

ALICE  (snapping).     No,  he  didn't. 
PURDIE.      He  was  far  from  jolly  in  her  time. 
ALICE  (ivith  an  archness  for  which  the  cake  is  responsible). 
Perhaps  that  was  the  lady's  fault. 

(The  last  of  the  adventurers  draws  night  curdling  a  French 
song  as  he  comes.) 

COADE.      Dearth's  voice.      He  sounds  quite  merry  ! 
JOANNA  (protecting).      Alice,  you  poor  thing. 
PURDIE.     This  is  going  to  be  horrible. 

(A  clear- eyed  man  of  lusty  gait  comes  in.) 
DEARTH.      I  am  sorry  to  bounce*  in  on  you  in  this  way,  but 
really  I  have  an  excuse.      I  am  a  painter  of  sorts,  and  . .  . 
(He  sees  he  has  brought  some  strange  discomfort  here.) 
MRS.  COADE.      I  must  say,  Mr.  Dearth,  I  am  delighted  to  see 
you  looking  so  well.     Like  a  new  man,  isn't  he  ? 

(No  one  dares  to  answer.) 

DEARTH.      I  am  certainly  very  well,  if  you  care  to  know. 
But  did  I  tell  you  my  name  ? 

JOANNA  (for  some  one  has  to  speak).     No,  but — but  we  have 
an  instinct  in  this  house. 

•  DEARTH.  Well,  it  doesn't  matter.  Here  is  the  situation  ; 
my  daughter  and  I  have  just  met  in  the  wood  a  poor  woman 
famishing  for  want  of  food.  We  were  as  happy  as  grigs  our- 
selves, and  the  sight  of  her  distress  rather  cut  us  up.  Can  you 
give  me  something  for  her  ?  Why  are  you  looking  so  startled  ? 
(Seeing  the  remains  of  the  cake)  May  I  have  this  ? 

(A  shrinking  movement  from  one  of  them  draws  his  attention, 

and  he  recognises  in  her  the  woman  of  whom  he  has  been 

speaking.     He  sees  her  in  fine  apparel  and  he  grows  stern.) 

I  feel  I  can't  be  mistaken  ;    it  was  you  I  met  in  the^wood  ? 
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Have  you  been  playing  some  trick  on  me  ?     (To  the  others)  It 
was  for  her  I  wanted  the  food. 

ALICE  (her  hand  guarding  the  place  where  his  gift  lies).  Have 
you  come  to  take  back  the  money  you  gave  me  ? 

DEARTH.  Your  dres£  !  You  were  almost  in  rags  when  I 
saw  you  outside. 

ALICE  (frightened  as  she  discovers  how  she  is  now  attired).  I 
don't  .  .  .  understand  .  .  . 

COADE  (gravely  enough).    For  that  matter.  Dearth,  I  dare  say 
you  were  different  in  the  wood,  too. 
(DEARTH  sees  his  own  clothing.) 

DEARTH.     What  .  .  .  ! 

ALICE  (frightened).  Where  am  I  ?  (To  MRS.  COADE)  I 
seem  to  know  you  ...  do  I  ? 

MRS.  COADE  (motherly).  Yes,  you  do  ;  hold  my  hand,  and 
you  will  soon  remember  all  about  it. 

JOANNA.  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  Dearth,  it  is  harder  for  you  than 
for  the  rest  of  us 

PURDIE  (looking  away).  I  wish  T  could  help  you,  but  I 
can't  ;  I  am  a  rotter. 

MABEL.  We  are  awfully  sorry.  Don't  you  remember  .  .  . 
Midsummer  Kve  ? 

DEARTH  (controlling  himself).  Midsummer  Eve  ?  This 
room.  Yes,  this  room.  .  .  .  You  .  .  .  was  it  you  ?  .  .  .  were 
going  out  to  look  for  something.  .  .  .  The  tree  of  knowledge, 
wasn't  it  ?  Somebody  wanted  me  to  go,  too.  .  .  .  Who  was 

that  ?     A  lady,  I  think Why  did  she  ask  me  to  go  ?     What 

was  I  doing  here  ?     I  was  smoking  a  cigar.  ...    I  laid  it  down, 
there.  .  .  .  (He  finds  the  cigar.)     Who  was  the  lady  ? 

ALICE  (feebly).     Something  about  a  second  chance. 

MRS.  COADE.  Yes,  you  poor  dear,  you  thought  you  could 
make  so  much  of  it. 

DEARTH.  A  lady  who  didn't  like  me — (With  conviction.) 
She  had  good  reasons,  too — but  what  were  they  .  .  .  ? 

ALICE.     A  little  old  man  !      He  did  it.     What  did  he  do  ? 
(The  hammer  is  raised.) 

DEARTH.  I  am  ...  it  is  coming  back — I  am  not  the  man 
I  thought  myself. 

ALICE.     I  am  not  Mrs.  Finch-Fallowe.     Who  am  I  ? 

DEARTH  (staring  at  her).     You  were  that  lady. 
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ALICE.     It  is  you — my  husband  ! 

(She  is  overcome.) 

MRS.  COADE.  My  dear,  you  are  much  better  off,  so  far  as 
I  can  see,  than  if  you  were  Mrs.  Finch-Fallowe. 

ALICE  (with  passionate  knowledge).  Yes,  yes  indeed  ! 
(Looking  at  DEARTH)  But  he  isn't. 

DEARTH.     Alice!  .  .   .    I (He  tries  to  smile.)     I  didn't 

know  you  when  I  was  in  the  wood  with  Margaret.      She 
...  she  ...   Margaret  .  .   .  ! 

(The  hammer  falls.) 
O  my  God  ! 

(He  buries  his  face  in  his  hands.) 

ALICE.      I  wish — f  wish 

(She  presses  his  shoulder  fiercely  and  then  stalks  out  by 
the  door.) 

PURDIE  (to  LOB,  after  a  time).     You  old  ruffian. 
DEARTH.     No,  1  urn  rather  fond  of  him,  our  lonely,  friendly 
little  host.     Lob,  I  thank  thee  for  that  hour. 

(The  seedy-looking  fellow  passes  from  the  scene.) 
COADE.      Did  you  see  that  his  hand  is  shaking  again  ? 
PURDIE.     The  watery  eye  has  come  back. 
JOANNA.      And  yet  they  are  both  quite  nice  people. 
PURDIE  (finding  the  tragedy  of  it).      We  are  all  quite  nice 
people. 

MABEL.      If  she  were  not  such  a  savage  ! 
PURDIE.      I  dare  say  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with  her 
except  that  she  would  always  choose  the  wrong  man,  good 
man  or  bad  man,  but  the  wrong  man  for  her. 
COADE.     We  can't  change. 
MABEL.     Jack  says  the  brave  ones  can. 
JOANNA.     4  The  ones  with  the  thin  bright  faces.' 
MABEL.     Then  there  is  hope  for  you  and  me,  Jack. 
PURDIE  (ignobly).     I  don't  expect  so. 

JOANNA  (wandering  about  the  room,  like  one  renewing  acquaint- 
ance with  it  after  returning  from  a  journey).  Hadn't  we  better 
go  to  bed  ?  it  must  be  getting  late. 

PURDIE.     Hold  on  to  bed.      (They  all  brighten.) 
MATEY  (entering).     Breakfast  is  quite  ready. 

(They  exclaim.) 
LADY  CAROLINE.      My  watch  has  stopped. 
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JOANNA.     And  mine.     Just  as  well,  perhaps  ! 
MABEL.     There  is  a  smell  of  coffee. 

(The  gloom  continues  to  lift.) 

COADE.     Come  along,  Coady  ;   I  do  hope  you  have  not  been 
tiring  your  foot. 

MRS.  COADE.     I  shall  give  it  a  good  rest  to-morrow,  dear. 
MATEY.      I  have  given  your  egg  six  minutes,  ma'am. 

(Our  friends  set  forth  once  more  upon  the  eternal  round. 
The  curious  JOANNA  remains  behind.) 

JOANNA.'    A  strange  experiment,  Matey  ;   does  it  ever  have 
any  permanent  effect  ? 

MATEY  (on  whom  it  has  had  none).     So  far  as  I  know,  not 
often,  miss  ;   but,  I  believe,  once  in  a  while. 

(There  is  hope  in  this  for  the  brave  ones.     If  we  could  wait 
long  enough  we  might  see  the  DEARTHS  breasting  their  ^oay 
into  the  light.) 
He  could  tell  you. 

(The  elusive  person  thus  referred  to  kicks  respojisii)ely<> 
meaning  perhaps  that  none  of  the  others  will  change  till 
there  is  a  tap  fro?n  another  hammer.  But  when  MATEY 
goes  to  rout  him  from  his  chair  he  is  no  longer  there.  His 
disappearance  is  no  shock  to  MATEY,  who  shrugs  his  shoulders 
ana  opens  the  windows  to  let  in  the  glory  of  a  summer  morning. 
The  garden  has  returned,  and  our  queer  little  hero  is  busy  at 
work  among  his  flowers.) 
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THE  scene  is  a  room  in  a  small  Sussex  manor  house  that  has 
long  been  for  sale.  It  is  such  a  silent  room  that  whoever  speaks 
first  here  is  a  bold  one,  unless  indeed  he  merely  mutters  to  him- 
self, which  they  perhaps  allow.  All  of  this  room's  past  which 
can  be  taken  away  has  gone.  Such  light  as  there  is  comes  from 
the  only  window,  which  is  at  the  back  and  is  incompletely 
shrouded  in  sacking.  For  a  moment  this  is  a  mellow  light, 
and  if  a  photograph  could  be  taken  quickly  we  might  find  a 
disturbing  smile  on  the  room's  face,  perhaps  like  the  Monna 
Lisa's,  which  came,  surely,  of  her  knowing  what  only  the  dead 
should  jknow.  There  are  two  doors,  one  leading  downstairs  ; 
the  other  is  at  the  back,  very  insignificant,  though  it  is  the  centre 
of  this  disturbing  history.  The  wall-paper,  heavy  in  the 
adherence  of  other  papers  of  a  still  older  date,  has  peeled  and 
leans  forward  here  and  there  in  a  grotesque  bow,  as  men  have 
hung  in  chains  ;  one  might  predict  that  the  next  sound  heard 
here  will  be  in  the  distant  future  when  another  piece  of  paper 
loosens.  Save  for  two  packing-cases,  the  only  furniture  is  a 
worn  easy-chair  doddering  by  the  unlit  fire,  like  some  foolish 
old  man.  We  might  play  with  the  disquieting  fancy  that  this 
room,  once  warm  with  love,  is  still  alive  but  is  shrinking  from 
observation,  and  that  with  our  departure  they  cunningly  set  to 
again  at  the  apparently  never-ending  search  which  goes  on  in 
sonic  empty  old  houses. 

Some  one  is  heard  clumping  up  the  stair,  and  the  caretaker 
enters.  It  is  not  she,  however,  who  clumps  ;  she  has  been 
here  for  several  years,  and  has  become  sufficiently  a  part  of  the 
house  to  move  noiselessly  in  it.  The  first  thing  we  know  about 
her  is  that  she  does  not  like  to  be  in  this  room.  She  is  an 
elderly  woman  of  gaunt  frame  and  with  a  singular  control  over 
herself.  There  may  be  some  one,  somewhere,  who  can  make 
her  laugh  still,  one  never  knows,  but  the  effort  would  hurt  her 
face.  Even  the  war,  lately  ended,  meant  very  little  to  her. 
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She  has  shown  a  number  of  possible  purchasers  over  the  house, 
just  as  she  is  showing  one  over  it  now,  with  the  true  caretaker's 
indifference  whether  you  buy  or  not.  The  few  duties  imposed 
on  her  here  she  performs  conscientiously,  but  her  greatest 
capacity  is  for  sitting  still  in  the  dark.  Her  work  over,  her 
mind  a  blank,  she  sits  thus  rather  than  pay  for  a  candle.  One 
knows  a  little  more  about  life  when  he  knows  the  Mrs.  Oterys, 
but  she  herself  is  unaware  that  she  is  peculiar,  and  probably 
thinks  that  in  some  such  way  do  people  in  general  pass  the  hour 
before  bedtime.  Nevertheless,  though  saving  of  her  candle 
in  other  empty  houses,  she  always  lights  it  on  the  approach  of 
evening  in  this  one. 

The  man  who  has  clumped  up  the  stairs  in  her  wake  is  a 
young  Australian  soldier,  a  private,  such  as  in  those  days  you 
met  by  the  dozen  in  any  London  street,  slouching  along  it 
forlornly  if  alone,  with  sudden  stoppages  to  pass  the  time  (in 
which  you  ran  against  him),  or  in  affable  converse  with  a  young 
lady.  In  his  voice  is  the  Australian  tang  that  became  such  a 
friendly  sound  to  us.  He  is  a  rough  fellow,  sinewy,  with  the 
clear  eye  of  the  man  with  the  axe  whose  chief  life-struggle  till 
the  war  came  was  to  fell  trees  and  see  to  it  that  they  did  not 
crash  dovyn  on  him.  Mrs.  Otery  is  showing  him  the  house, 
which  he  has  evidently  known  in  other  days,  but  though 
interested  he  is  unsentimental  and  looks  about  him  with  a 
tolerant  grin. 

MRS.  OTERY.     This  was  the  drawing-room, 

HARRY.  Not  it,  no,  no,  never.  This  wasn't  the  drawing- 
room,  my  cabbage  ;  at  least  not  in  my  time. 

MRS.  OTERY  (indifferently).  I  only  came  here  about  three 
years  ago  and  I  never  saw  the  house  furnished,  but  I  was  told 
to  say  this  was  the  drawing-room.  (With  a  flicker  of  spirit] 
And  I  would  thank  you  not  to  call  me  your  cabbage. 

HARRY  (whom  this  kind  of  retort  helps  to  put  at  his  ease).  No 
offence.  It 's  a  French  expression,  and  many  a  happy  moment 
have  I  given  to  the  mademoiselles  by  calling  them  cabbages. 
But  the  drawing-room  !  I  was  a  little  shaver  when  I  was 
here  last,  but  I  mind  we  called  the  drawing-room  the  Big  Room  ; 
it  wasn't  a  little  box  like  this. 

MRS.  OTERY.     This  is  the  biggest  room  in  the  house.     (She 
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quotes  drearily  from  some  advertisement  which  is  probably 
hanging  in  rags  on  the  gate.)  Specially  charming  is  the 
drawing-room  with  its  superh  view  of  the  Downs.  This 
room  is  upstairs  and  is  approached  by 

HARRY.  By  a  stair,  containing  some  romantic  rat-holes. 
Snakes,  whether  it 's  the  room  or  not,  it  strikes  cold  ;  there  is 
something  shiversome  about  it. 

(For  the  first  time  she  gives  him  a  sharp  glance.) 
I  Ve  shivered  in  many  a  shanty  in  Australy,  and  thought  of  the 
big  room  at  home  and  the  warmth  of  it.  The  warmth  !  And 
now  this  is  the  best  it  can  do  for  the  prodigal  when  he  returns 
to  it  expecting  to  see  that  calf  done  to  a  turn.  We  live  and 
learn,  missis. 

MRS.  OTERY.      We  live,  at  any  rate. 

HARRY.     Well  said,  my  cabbage. 

MRS.  OTERY.     Thank  you,  my  rhododendron. 

HARRY  (cheered).  I  like  your  spirit.  You  and  me  would 
get  on  great  if  I  had  time  to  devote  to  your  amusement.  But, 
see  here,  I  can  make  sure  whether  this  was  the  drawing-room. 
If  it  was,  there  is  an  apple-tree  outside  there,  with  one  of  its 
branches  scraping  on  the  window.  I  ought  to  know,  for  it 
was  out  at  the  window  down  that  apple-tree  to  the  ground 
that  I  slided  one  dark  night  when  I  was  a  twelve-year-old,  ran 
away  from  home,  the  naughty  blue-eyed  angel  that  I  was,  and 
set  off  to  make  my  fortune  on  the  blasted  ocean.  The  fortune, 
my — my  lady  friend — has  still  got  the  start  of  me,  but  the 
apple-tree  should  be  there  to  welcome  her  darling  boy. 

(He  pulls  down  the  sacking,  which  lets  a  little  more  light 
into  the  room.  We  see  that  the  windoiv,  which  teaches 
to  the  floor,  opens  outwards.  There  were  probably  long 
ago  steps  from  it  down  into  the  garden,  but  they  are  gone 
now,  and  gone  too  is  the  apple-tree.) 
I  'vc  won  !  No  tree  :  no  drawing-room. 

MRS.  OTERY.  I  have  heard  tell  there  was  once  a  tree  there  ; 
and  you  can  see  the  root  if  you  look  down. 

HARRY.  Yes,  yes,  I  see  it  in  the  long  grass,  and  a  bit  of  the 
seat  that  used  to  be  round  it.  This  is  the  drawing-room  right 
enough,  Harry,  my  boy.  There  were  blue  curtains  to  that 
window,  and  I  used  to  hide  behind  them  and  pounce  out  upon 
Robinson  Crusoe.  There  was  a  sofa  at  this  end,  and  I  had 
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my  first  lessons  in  swimming  on  it.  You  are  a  fortunate 
woman,  my  petite,  to  be  here  drinking  in  these  moving  memories. 
There  used  to  be  a  peacock,  too.  Now,  what  the  hell  could  a 
peacock  be  doing  in  this  noble  apartment  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  I  have  been  told  a  cloth  used  to  hang  on  the 
wall  here,  tapestries  they  're  called,  and  that  it  had  pictures  of 
peacocks  on  it.  I  dare  say  that  was  your  peacock. 

HARRY.  Gone,  even  my  peacock  !  And  1  could  have 
sworn  1  used  to  pull  the  feathers  out  of  its  tail.  The  clock  was 
in  this  corner,  and  it  had  a  wheezy  little  figure  of  a  smith  that 
used  to  come  out  and  strike  the  hour  on  an  anvil.  My  old 
man  used  to  wind  that  clock  up  every  night,  and  I  mind  his 
rage  when  he  found  out  it  was  an  eight-day  clock.  The  padre 
had  to  reprove  him  for  swearing.  Padre  ?  What 's  the 
English  for  padre  ?  Damme,  I  'm  forgetting  my  own 
language.  Oh  yes,  parson.  Is  he  in  the  land  of  the 
living  still  ?  I  can  see  him  clear,  a  long  thin  man  with  a 
hard  sharp  face.  He  was  always  quarrelling  about  pictures 
he  collected. 

MRS.  OTERY.  The  parson  here  is  a  very  old  man,  but  he  ib 
not  tall  and  thin,  he  is  little  and  roundish  with  a  soft  face  and 
white  whiskers. 

HARRY*.  Whiskers  ?  I  can't  think  he  had  whiskers. 
(Ruminating)  Had  he  whiskers  ?  Stop  a  bit,  I  believe  it  is  his 
wife  1  'm  thinking  about.  I  doubt  I  don't  give  satisfaction  as  a 
sentimental  character.  Is  there  any  objection,  your  ladyship, 
to  smoking  in  the  drawing-room  r 

MRS.  OTERY  (ungraciously}.     Smoke  if  you  want. 

(He  hacks  into  a  cake  of  tobacco  with  a  large  clasp  knife.} 
That 's  a  fearsome-looking  knife. 

HARRY.  Useful  in  trench  warfare.  It 's  not  a  knife,  it  '$ 
a  visiting-card.  You  leave  it  on  favoured  parties  like  this. 

(He  casts  it  at  one  of  the  packing-cases,  and  it  sticks  quiver- 
ing in  the  wood.} 

MRS.  OTERY.     Were  you  an  officer  ? 

HARRY.     For  a  few  minutes  now  and  again. 

MRS.  OTERY.     You  're  playing  with  me. 

HARRY.     You  're  so  irresistible. 

MRS.  OTERY.      Do  you  want  to  see  the  other  rooms  ? 

HARRY.      I  was  fondly  hoping  you  would  ask  me  that. 
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MRS.  OTERY.  Come  along,  then.  (She  wants  to  lead  him 
downstairs,  but  the  little  door  at  the  back  has  caught  his  eye.) 

HARRY.     What  does  that  door  open  on  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (avoiding  looking  at  it).  Nothing,  it  's  just  a 
cupboard  door. 

HARRY  (considering  her).     Who  is  playing  with  me  now  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.    I  don't  know  what  you  mean.    Come  this  way. 

HARRY  (not  budging).  I  '11  explain  what  I  mean.  That 
door — it 's  coming  back  to  me — it  leads  into  a  little  dark 
passage. 

MRS.  oTtRY.     That  's  all. 

HARRY.  That  can't  be  all.  Who  ever  heard  of  a  passage 
wandering  about  by  itself  in  a  respectable  house  !  It  leads — 
yes — to  a  single  room,  and  the  door  of  the  room  faces  this  way. 

(He  opens  the  doory  and  a  door  beyond  is  disclosed.) 
There  's  a  memory  for  you  !     But  what  the  hell  made  you 
want  to  deceive  me  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.     It 's  of  no  consequence. 

HARRY.  I  think — yes — the  room  in  there  has  two  stone 
windows — and  wooden  rafters. 

MRS.  OTERY.      It 's  the  oldest  part  of  the  house. 

HARRY.      It  comes  back  to  me  that  I  used  to  sleep  there. 

MRS.  OTERY.  That  may  be.  If  you  '11  come  down  with 
me 

HARRY.      I  'm  curious  to  see  that  room  first. 
(She  bars  the  way.) 

MRS.  OTERY  (thin-lipped  and  determined).  You  can't  go  in 
there. 

HARRY.     Your  reasons  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  It 's — locked.  I  tell  you  it 's  just  an  empty 
r,oom. 

HARRY.     There  must  be  a  key. 

MRS.  OTERY.       It  's lost. 

HARRY.  Queer  your  anxiety  to  stop  me,  when  you  knew 
I  would  find  the  door  locked. 

MRS.  OTERY.     Sometimes  it 's  locked  5    sometimes  not. 

HARRY.     Is  it  not  you  that  locks  it  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (reluctantly).      It 's  never  locked,  it 's  held. 

HARRY.     Who  holds  it  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (in  a  little  outburst).     Quiet,  man. 
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HARRY.     You  Ve  all  shivering. 

MRS.  OTERY.       I  'ill  not. 

HARRY  (cunningly).  I  suppose  you  arc  just  shivering  because 
the  room  is  so  chilly. 

MRS.  OTERY  (falling  into  the  trap).     That  \s  it. 

HARRY.     So  you  are  shivering  ! 

(She  makes  no  answer  ^  and  he  reflect*  with  the  help  of  his 
pipe.) 
May  I  put  a  light  to  these  hits  of  sticks  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  If  you  like.  My  orders  arc  to  have  fires 
once  a  week. 

(He  lights  the  twigs  in  the  fireplace,  and  they  burn  up  easily, 
but  will  be  ashes  in  a  few  minutes.) 
You  can't  have  the  money  to  buy  a  house  like  this. 

HARRY.  Not  me.  It  was  just  my  manly  curiosity  to  see 
the  old  home  that  brought  me.  I  'm  for  Australy  again. 
(Suddenly  turning  on  her)  What  is  wrong  with  this  house  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (on  her  guard).     There  is  nothing  wrong  with  it. 

HARRY.     Then  how  is  it  going  so  cheap  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.      It 's — in  bad  repair. 

HARRY.     Why  has  it  stood  empty  so  long  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.     It 's — far  from  a  town. 

HARRY*.     What  made  the  last  tenant  leave  in  such  a  hurry  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (wetting  her  lips).  You  have  heard  that,  have 
you  ?  Gossiping  in  the  village,  I  suppose  ? 

HARRY.  I  have  heard  some  other  things  as  well.  I  have 
heard  they  had  to  get  a  caretaker  from  a  distance,  because  no 
woman  hereabout  would  live  alone  in  this  house. 

MRS.  OTERY.     A  pack  o'  cowards. 

HARRY.  I  have  heard  that  that  caretaker  was  bold  and 
buxom  when  she  came,  and  that  now  she  is  a  scared  woman. 

MRS.  OTERY.        I  'm  not. 

HARRY.  I  have  heard  she  's  been  known  to  run  out  into 
the  fields  and  stay  there  trembling  half  the  night. 

(She  does  not  answer,  and  he  resorts  to  cunning  again.) 
Of  course,  I  see  they  couldn't  have  meant  you.     Just  foolish 
stories  that  gather  about  an  old  house. 
MRS.  OTERY  (relieved).     That 's  all. 

HARRY  (quickly ',  as  he  looks  at  the  little  door).      What 's  that  ? 
(MRS.  OTERY  screams.) 
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I  got  you  that  time  !     What  was  it  you  expected  to  see  ? 

(No  answer.} 

Is  it  a  ghost  ?  They  say  it 's  a  ghost.  What  is  it  gives  this 
house  an  ill  name  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  Use  as  brave  words  as  you  like  when  you  have 
gone,  but  I  advise  you,  my  lad,  to  keep  a  civil  tongue  while  you  are 
here.  (In  her  everyday  voice)  There  is  no  use  showing  you  the  rest 
of  the  house.  If  you  want  to  be  stepping,  I  have  my  work  to  do. 

HARRY.  We  have  got  on  so  nicely,  f  wonder  if  you  would 
give  me  a  mug  of  tea.  Not  a  cup,  we  drink  it  by  the  mugful 
where  I  hail  from. 

MRS.  OTERY  (ungraciously).     I  have  no  objection. 

HARRY.     Since  you  are  so  pressing,  I  accept 

MRS.  OTERY.      Come  down,  then,  to  the  kitchen. 

HARRY.  No,  no,  I  'm  sure  the  Prodigal  got  his  tea  in  the 
drawing-room,  though  whnt  made  them  make  such  a  fuss  about 
that  man  beats  me. 

MRS.  OTERY  (sullenly).  You  are  meaning  to  go  into  that 
room.  I  wouldn't  if  I  was  you. 

HARRY.     If  you  were  me  you  would. 

MRS.  OTERY  (closing  the  little  door).  Until  I  have  your 
promise 

HARRY  (liking  the  tenacity  of  her).  Very  well,  I  promise — 
unless,  of  course,  she  comes  peeping  out  at  the  handsome 
gentleman.  Your  ghost  has  naught  to  do  wi'  me.  It 's  a 
woman,  isn't  it  ? 

(Her  silence  is  perhaps  an  assent.) 

See  here,  1  '11  sit  in  this  chair  till  you  come  back,  saying  my 
prayers.  (Feeling  the  chair)  You  're  clammy  cold,  old  dear. 
It 's  not  the  ghost's  chair  by  any  chance,  is  it  ? 

t        (No  answer.) 

You  needn't  look  so  scared,  woman  ;  she  doesn't  walk  till 
midnight,  does  she  ? 

MRS.  OTERY  (looking  at  his  knife  in  the  wood).  I  wouldn't 
leave  that  knife  lying  about. 

HARRY.  Oh,  come*  give  the  old  girl  a  chance. 

MRS.  OTERY.     I  '11  not  be  more  than  ten  minutes. 

HARRY.     She  can't  do  much  in  ten  minutes. 

(j/t  which  remark  MRS.  OTERY  fixes  him  with  her  eyes  and 
departs. 
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HARRY  is  now  sitting  sunk  in  the  chair,  staring  at  the  fire. 
It  goes  out,  but  he  remains  there  motionless,  and  in  the 
increasing  dusk  he  ceases  to  be  an  intruder.  He  is  now 
part  of  the  room,  the  part  long  waited  for,  come  back  at  last. 
The  house  is  shaken  to  its  foundation  by  his  presence,  we  may 
conceive  a  thousand  whispers.  Then  the  crafty  wm'k 
begins.  The  little  door  at  the  back  opens  slowly  to  the 
extent  of  a  foot.  Thus  might  a  breath  of  wind  blow  it 
if  there  were  any  wind.  Presently  HARRY  starts  to  his 
feet?  convinced  that  there  is  some  one  in  the  room,  very 
near  his  knife.  He  is  so  sure  of  the  exact  spot  where  she  is 
that  for  a  moment  he  looks  nowhere  else. 

In  that  moment  the  door  slowly  closes.  He  has  not  seen 
it  close,  but  he  opens  it  and  calls  out,  '  Who  is  that?  Is  any 
one  there  ?  '  IVith  some  distaste  he  enters  the  passage 
and  tries  the  inner  door,  but  whether  it  be  locked  or  held  it 
will  not  open.  He  is  about  to  pocket  his  knife,  then  with  it 
shrug  of  bravado  sends  it  quivering  back  into  the  wood — 
for  her  if  she  can  get  it.  He  returns  to  the  chair,  but  not 
to  close  his  eyes  ;  to  watch  and  to  be  watched.  The  room 
is  in  a  tremble  of  desire  to  get  started  upon  that  nightly 
travail  which  can  never  be  completed  till  this  man  is  here 
to  provide  the  end. 

The  figure  of  HARRY  becomes  indistinct  and  fades  from 
sight.  When  the  haze  lifts  we  are  looking  at  the  room  as 
it  was  some  thirty  years  earlier  on  the  serene  afternoon  that 
began  its  troubled  story.  There  are  rooms  that  are  ahuays 
smiling,  so  that  you  may  see  them  at  it  if  you  peep  through 
the  keyhole,  and  MRS.  MORLAND'S  little  drawing-room  is  one 
of  them.  Perhaps  these  are  smiles  that  she  has  left  lying 
about.  She  leaves  many  things  lying  about ;  for  instance, 
one  could  deduce  the  shape  of  her  from  studying  that  corner 
of  the  sofa  which  is  her  favourite  seat,  and  all  her  garments 
grow  so  like  her  that  her  wardrobes  are  full  of  herself 
hanging  on  nails  or  folded  away  in  drawers. '  The  pictures 
on  her  walls  in  ti?ne  take  on  a  resemblance  to  her  or  hers 
though  they  may  be  meant  to  represent  a  waterfall,  every 
present  given  to  her  assumes  some  characteristic  of  the  don  or , 
and  no  doubt  the  necktie  she  is  at  present  knitting  will  soon 
be  able  to  pass  as  the  person  for  whom  it  is  being  knit.  It  is 
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only  delightful  ladies  at  the  most  agreeable  age  who  have 
Ms  personal  way  with  their  belongings.  Among  MRS. 
MORLAND'S  friends  in  the  room  are  several  of  whom  we 
have  already  heard,  such  as  the  blue  curtains  from  which 
HARRY  pounced  upon  the  castaway,  the  sofa  on  which  he 
had  his  first  swimming  lessons,  the  peacock  on  the  wall,  the 
clock  with  the  smart  smith  ready  to  step  out  and  strike  his 
anvil,  and  the  apple-tree  is  in  full  blossom  at  the  open 
window,  one  of  its  branches  has  ei)en  stepped  into  the  room, 
MR.  MORLAND  and  the  local  clergyman  are  chatting  impor- 
tantly about  some  matter  of  no  importance,  while  MRS. 
MORLAND  is  on  her  sofa  at  the  other  side  of  the  room,  coming 
into  the  conversation  occasionally  with  a  cough  or  a  click  of 
her  needles,  which  is  her  clandestine  way  of  telling  her 
husband  not  to  be  so  assertive  to  his  guest.  They  are  all 
middle-aged  people  who  have  found  life  to  be  on  the  whole 
an  easy  and  happy  adventure,  and  have  done  their  tranquil 
best  to  make  it  so  for  their  neighbours.  The  squire  is  lean, 
the  clergyman  of  full  habit,  but  could  you  enter  into  them  you 
would  have  difficulty  in  deciding  which  was  clergyman  and 
which  was  squire  ;  both  can  be  peppery,  the  same  pepper. 
They  are  benignant  creatures,  but  could  exchange  henig- 
nancies  without  altet  ing.  MRS.  MOR i, A  N  D  knows  everything 
about  her  husband  except  that  she  does  nearly  all  his  work 
for  him.  She  really  does  not  know  this.  His  work,  though 
he  rises  early  to  be  at  it,  is  not  much  larger  than  a  lady^s 
handkerchief,  and  consists  of  magisterial  duties,  with  now 
and  then  an  impressive  scene  about  a  tenant's  cowshed. 
She  then  makes  up  his  mind  for  him,  and  is  still  unaware 
that  she  is  doing  it.  He  has  so  often  heard  her  say  (believ- 
ing it,  too]  that  he  /«•  difficult  to  move  when  once  he  puts  his 
foot  down  that  he  accepts  himself  modestly  as  a  man  of  this 
character,  and  never  tries  to  remember  when  it  was  that 
he  last  put  down  his  foot.  In  the  odd  talks  which  the 
happily  married  sometimes  hold  about  the  future  he  always 
hopes  he  will  be  taken  first,  being  the  managing  one,  and  she 
says  little  beyond  pressing  his  hand,  but  privately  she  has 
decided  that  there  must  be  another  arrangement.  Probably 
life  at  the  vicarage  is  on  not  dissimilar  lines,  but  we  cannot 
tell,  as  we  never  meet  MR.  AMY'S  wife.  MR.  AMY  is  even 
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more  sociable  than  MR.  MORLAND  ;  he  is  reputed  to  know 
every  one  in  the  county  y  and  has  several  times  fallen  off  his 
horse  because  he  will  salute  all  passers-by.  On  his  visits  to 
London  he  usually  returns  depressed  because  there  are  so 
many  people  in  the  streets  to  whom  he  may  not  give  a  friendly 
bow.  He  likes  to  read  a  book  if  he  knows  the  residence  or  a 
relative  of  the  author,  and  at  the  play  it  is  far  more  to  him 
to  learn  that  the  actress  has  three  children^  one  of  them  down 
with  measles ^  than  to  follow  her  histrionic  genius,  lie  and 
his  host  have  the  pleasant  habit  of  print-coll ecting,  and  a  very 
common  scene  between  them  is  that  which  now  follows. 
They  are  bent  over  the  squire* }s  latest  purchase.) 
MR.  AMY.  Very  interesting.  A  nice  little  lot.  I  must  say, 

James,  you  have  the  collector's  flair. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Oh,  well,  I  'm  keen,  you  know,  and  when 

I  run  up  to  London  I  can't  resist  going  a  bust  in  my  small  way. 

I  picked  these  up  quite  cheap. 

MR.  AMY.     The  flair.     That  is  what  you  have. 

MR.   MORLAND.        Oh,  T  don't  kllOW. 

MR.  AMY.  Yes,  you  have,  James.  You  got  them  at 
Peterkin's  in  Dean  Street,  didn't  you  ?  Yes,  I  know  you  did. 
I  saw  them  there.  I  wanted  them  too,  but  they  told  me  you 
had  already  got  the  refusal. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Sorry  to  have  been  too  quick  for  you, 
George,  but  it  is  my  way  to  nip  in.  You  have  some  nice  prints 
yourself. 

MR.  AMY.      I  haven't  got  your  flair,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND.     I  admit  I  don't  miss  much. 
(So  far  it  has  been  a  competition  in  saint  line  ss.) 

MR.  AMY.  No.  (The  saint  leaves  him.)  You  missed 
something  yesterday  at  Peterkin's,  though. 

MR.  MORLAND.      How  do  you  mean  ? 

MR.  AMY.  You  didn't  examine  the  little  lot  lying  beneath 
this  lot. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  turned  them  over  ;  just  ;i  few  odds  and 
ends  of  no  account. 

MR.  AMY  (with  horrible  complacency).      All  except  one,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND  (twitching).     Something  good  ? 

MR.  AMY  (at  his  meekest).  Just  a  little  trifle  of  a  Gains- 
borough. 
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MR.  MORLAND  (faintly}.  '  What  !     You  've  got  it  ? 
MR.  AMY.      I  'vc  got  it.      I  am  a  poor  man,  but  I  thought 
ten  pounds  wasn't  too  much  for  a  Gainsborough. 
(The  devil  now  has  them  both.) 

MR.  MORLAND.       Tell  pOUllds  !        ]b  it  signed  ? 

MR.  AMY.     No,  it  isn't  signed. 

MR.  MORLAND  (almost  hi s  friend  again).     Ah  ! 

MR.  AMY.  What  do  you  precisely  mean  by  that  fc  Ah,' 
James  f  Jf  it  had  been  signed,  could  I  have  got  it  for  ten 
pounds?  You  aie  always  speaking  about  your*  flair  ;  I 
suppose  I  can  have  a  little  flair  sometimes  too. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  am  not  always  speaking  about  my  flair, 
and  I  don't  believe  it  is  a  Gainsborough. 

MR,  AMY  (with  dignity).  Please  don't  get  hot,  James.  If  I 
had  thought  you  would  grudge  me  my  little  find — which  you 
missed — J  wouldn't  have  brought  it  to  show  you. 

(IVith  shocking  exultation  he  produces  a  roll  oj  paper.) 

MR.  MORLAND  (hacking  from  it).     So  that  \  it. 

MR.  AMY.  This  is  it.  (The  squire  has  to  cxa?ninc  it  like  a 
Christian.)  There  !  I  have  the  luck  this  time.  1  hope  you 
will  have  it  next.  (The  exultation  passes  from  the  one  face  into 
the  other.) 

MR.  MORLAND.  Interesting,  George — quite.  But  definitely 
not  a  Gainsborough. 

MR.  AMY.      I  Stiy  definitely  a  Gainsborough. 

MR.  MORLAND.      Definitely  not  a  Gainsborough. 

(Ky  this  time  the  needle*  have  entered  into  the  controversy^ 
hut  they  arc  disregarded.) 
I  should  say  the  woik  of  a  clever  amateur. 

MR.  AMY.  Look  at  the  drawing  of  the  cart  and  the  figure 
behidc  ft. 

MR.  MORLAND.      Weak  and  laboured.      Look  at  that  horse. 

MR.  AMY.      Gainsborough  did  some  very  funny  horses. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Granted,  but  he  nr\ci  placed  them  badly. 
That  horse  destroys  the  whole  balance  oi  the  composition. 

MR.  AMY.     James,  I  had  no  idea  you  had  such  a  small  natuie. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  don't  like  that  remark  ;  for  your  sake  1 
don't  like  it.  No  one  would  have  been  more  pleased  than 
myself  if  you  had  picked  up  a  Gainsborough.  But  this  ! 
Besides,  look  at  the  paper. 
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MR.  AMY.     What  is  wrong  with1  the  paper,  Mr.  Morland  ? 
MR.   MORLAND.      It  is  machine-made.     Gainsborough  was 
in  his  grave  years  before  that  paper  was  made. 

(After  further  inspection  MR.  AMY  is  convinced  against  his 
willy  and  the  find  is  returned  to  his  pocket  less  carefully 
than  it  had  been  produced.} 
Don't  get  into  a  tantrum  about  it,  George. 

MR.  AMY  (grandly}.  I  am  not  in  a  tantrum,  and  I  should  be 
obliged  if  you  wouldn't  George  me.  Smile  on,  Mr.  Morland, 
I  congratulate  you  on  your  triumph  ;  you  have  hurt  an  old 
friend  to  the  quick.  Bravo,  bravo.  Thank  you,  Mrs. 
Morland,  for  a  very  pleasant  visit.  Good-day. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (prepared).  I  shall  see  you  into  your  coat, 
George. 

MR.  AMY.  I  thank  you,  Mrs.  Morland,  but  I  need  no  one 
to  see  me  into  my  coat.  Good-day. 

(He  goes,  and  she  blandly  follows  him.  She  returns  with 
the  culprit.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Now  which  of  you  is  to  say  it  first  ? 
MR.  AMY.     James,  I  am  heartily  ashamed  of  myself. 
MR.  MORLAND.     George,  I  apologise. 
MR.  AMY.     I  quite  see  that  it  isn't  a  Gainsborough. 
MR.  MORLAND.     After  all,  it 's  certainly  in  the  Gainsborough 
school. 

(They  clasp  hands  sheepishly^  but  the  peacemaker  helps  the 
situation  by  showing  a  roguish  face,  and  MR.  AMY  departs 
shaking  a  humorous  fist  at  her.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.  I  coughed  so  often,  James  ;  and  you  must 
have  heard  me  clicking. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  heard  all  right.  Good  old  George  ! 
It  "s  a  pity  he  has  no  flair.  He  might  as  well  order  his  prints 
by  wireless. 

MRS.   MORLAND.        What  is  tlldt  ? 

MR.  MORL/YND.  Wireless  it's  to  be  t.alled.  There  is  an 
article  about  it  in  that  paper.  The  fellow  says  that  before 
many  years  have  passed  we  shall  be  able  to  talk  to  ships  on 
the  ocean. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (who  has  resumed  her  knitting).  Nonsense, 
James. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Of  course  it 's  nonsense.     And  yet  there  is 
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no  denying,  as  he  says,  that  there  arc  more  things  in  heaven  and 
earth  than  are  dreamt  of  in  our  philosophy. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (becoming  grave}.  You  and  I  know  that  to 
be  true,  James. 

(For  a  moment  he  does  not  know  to  what  she  is  referring.) 

MR.  MORLAND  (edging  away  from  trouble).  Oh,  that.  My 
dear,  that  is  all  dead  and  done  with  long  ago. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (thankfully).  Yes.  But  sometimes  when  I 
look  at  Mary  Rose — so  happy 

MR.  MORLAND.     She  will  never  know  anything  abwut  it. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  No,  indeed.  But  some  day  she  will  fall 
in  love 

MR.  MORLAND  (ivriggling).  That  infant  !  Fanny,  is  it  wise 
to  seek  trouble  before  it  comes  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  She  can't  marry,  Jame^,  without  your  first 
telling  the  man.  We  agreed. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Yes,  I  supppose  I  must — though  I  'm  not 

certain  I  ought  to.     Sleeping  dogs Still,  I  '11  keep  my 

word,  I  'll  tell  him  everything. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Poor  Mary  Rose. 

MR.  MORLAND  (manfully).  Now  then,  none  of  that.  Where 
is  she  now  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Down  at  the  boat-house  with  Simon,  I 
think. 

MR.  MORLAND.  That  is  all  right.  Let  her  play  about  with 
Simon  and  the  like.  It  may  make  a  tomboy  of  her,  but  it  will 
keep  young  men  out  of  her  head. 

(She  wonders  at  his  obtuseness.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.     You  still  think  of  Simon  as  a  boy  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.     Bless  the  woman,  he  is  only  a  midshipman. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     A  sub-lieutenant  now. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Same  thing.  Why,  Fanny,  I  still  tip  him. 
At  least  I  did  a  year  ago.  And  he  liked  it  :  *  Thanks  no  end, 
you  arc  a  trump,'  he  said,  and  then  slipped  behind  the  screen 
to  see  how  much  it  was. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  He  is  a  very  delightful  creature  ;  but  he 
isn't  a  boy  any  more. 

MR.  MORLAND.  It 's  not  nice  of  you  to  put  such  ideas  into 
my  head.  I  '11  go  down  to  the  boat-house  at  once.  If  this 
new  invention  was  in  working  order,  Fanny,  I  could  send  him 
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packing  without  rising  from  my  seat.      I  should  simply  say  from 
this  soft, '  Is  my  little  Mary  Rose  there  ? ' 

(To  their  surprise  there  is  an  answer  from  MARY  ROSE 
unseen.) 

MARY  ROSE  (/';/  (t  voice  more  quaking  than  h  its  wont).      1  *m 
here.  Daddy. 

MR.  MORLAND  (;  ising).     Where  arc  you,  Mary  Rose  ? 
MARY  ROSE.      1  am  in  the  apple-tree. 

(MRS.  MORLAND  smiles  and  is  going  to  the  window,  tut  her 
husband  checks  her  with  a  further  exhibition  of  the  marvel 
of  the  future.) 

MR.    MORLAND.     What  arc  you   doing   in   the   apple-tree, 
hoyden  ? 

MARY  ROSE.      1  'in  hiding. 
MR.  MORLAND.     From  Simon  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     No  ;    I  'm  not  sure  whom  1  'in  hiding  from. 
From  myself,  I  think.      Daddy,  I  Yn  frightened. 

MR.  MORLAND.     What  has  frightened  you  ?     Simon  ? 
MARY  ROSE.     Yes — partly. 

MR.   MORLAND.       Who  else  ? 

MARY  ROSE.      I  am  most  afraid  of  my  daddy. 

MR.  MORLAND  (rather  flattered}.     Of  me  ? 

(If  there  is  anything  strange  about  this  girl  of  eighteen  who 
steps  from  the  tree  into  the  room,  it  is  an  elusiveness  of  which 
she  is  unaware.  It  has  remained  hidden  from  her  girl 
friends,  though  in  the  after  years,  in  the  brief  spate  before 
they  forget  her,  they  will  probably  say,  because  oj  what 
happened,  that  there  was  always  something  a  little  odd  about 
MARY  ROSE.  This  oddncss  might  be  expressed  thus,  that  the 
happiness  and  glee  of  which  she  is  almost  overfull  know  of 
another  (ttft  ibute  of  her  that  never  plays  with  them.  . 

There  ts  nothing  splendid  about  MARY  ROSK,  never  can 
she  become  one  of  those  secret  women  so  much  less  innocent 
than  she,  yet  perhaps  so  much  sweeter  in  the  kernel,  who 
are  the  bane  or  glory,  or  the  bane  and  glory,  of  greater  lovers 
than  she  could  ever  understand.  She  is  just  a  rare  and  lovely 
flower,  far  less  fitted  than  those  others  for  the  tragic  role. 

She  butts  her  head  into  MRS.  MORLAND  with  a  childish 
impulsiveness  that  might  overthrow  a  less  accustomed 
bosom.} 
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MARY  ROSE  (telling  everything).     Mother  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  You  don't  mean  that  anything  has  really 
frightened  you,  Mary  Rose  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     I  am  not  sure.      Hold  me  tight.  Mother. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Darling,  has  Simon  been  disturbing  you  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (liking  this  way  of  putting  it).  Yes,  he  has.  It 
is  all  Simon's  fault. 

MR.  MORLAND.      But  you  said  you  were  afraid  even  of  me. 

MARY  ROSE.      You  are  the  only  one. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Is  this  some  game  ?     Where  is  Simon  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (in  little  mouthfuls).  He  ib  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 
He  is  not  coming  up  by  the  tree.  He  wants  to  come  in  by  the 
door.  That  shows  how  important  it  is. 

MR.  MORLAND.       What  is  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  You  see,  his  leave  is  up  to-morrow,  and  he — 
wants  to  see  you,  Daddy,  before  he  goes. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  am  sure  he  does.  And  I  know  why. 
I  told  ypu,  Fanny.  Mary  Rose,  do  you  see  my  purse  lying 
about  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     Your  purse,  Dad  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.     Yes,  you  gosling.     There  is  a  liver  in  it, 
and  that  is  what  Master  Simon  wants  to  see  me  about. , 
(MARY  ROSE  again  seeks  her  mother's  hrast.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Oh,  James  !  Dearest,  tell  me  what 
Simon  has  been  saying  to  you  ;  whisper  it,  my  love. 

(MARY  ROSE  whispers.) 
Y'cs,  I  thought  it  was  that. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  dm  frightened  to  tell  Daddy. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  James,  you  may  ;ts  well  be  told  bluntly  ; 
it  isn't  your  fiver  that  Simon  wants,  it  is  your  daughter. 

(MR.  MORLAND  is  aghast,  and  MARY  ROSF  rushes  into  his 
arms  to  help  him  in  this  terrible  hour.) 

MARY  ROSE  (as  the  injured  patty).  You  will  scold  him, 
won't  you,  Dad  ? 

MR.  MORLAND  (vainly  trying  to  push  hrt  jrom  him).  By — by 
— by  the — by  all  that  is  horrible  I  '11  do  more  than  scold  him . 
The  puppy,  I  '11— I  '11 

MARY  ROSE  (entreating).  Not  more  than  scold  him, 
Daddy — not  more.  Mary  Rose  couldn't  bear  it  if  it  was 
more. 
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MR.  MORLAND  (blankly).  You  are  not  in  love  with  Simon, 
are  you  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     Oh-h-h-h  ! 

(She  makes  little  runnings  from  the  one  parent  to  the  other ^ 
carrying  kisses  for  the  wounds.) 

Daddy,  I  am  so  awfully  sorry  that  this  has  occurred.      Mummy, 
what  can  we  do  ?      (She  cries.) 

MRS.  MORLAND  (soothing  her).  My  own,  my  pet.  But  he 
is  only  a  boy,  Mary  Rose,  just  a  very  nice  boy. 

MARY  RGSR  (awed).  Mother,  that  is  the  wonderful,  wonder- 
ful thing.  He  was  just  a  hoy — I  quite  understand  that — he 
was  a  mere  boy  till  to-day  >  and  then,  Daddy,  he  suddenly 
changed  ;  all  at  once  he  became  a  man.  It  was  while  he  was 
— telling  me.  You  will  scarcely  know  him  now,  Mother. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Darling,  he  breakfasted  with  us  ;  I  think 
I  shall  know  him  still. 

MARY  ROSE.  He  is  quite  different  from  breakfast-time. 
He  doesn't  laugh  any  more,  he  would  never  think  of  capsizing 
the  punt  intentionally  now,  he  has  grown  so  grave,  so  manly, 
so — so  protective^  he  thinks  of  everything  now,  of  freeholds 
and  leaseholds,  and  gravel  soil,  and  hot  and  cold,  and  the  hire 
system.  . 

(She  cries  again,  but  her  eyes  are  sparkling  through  the  rain.) 

MR.  MORLAND  (with  spirit).  He  has  got  as  far  as  that,  has 
he  !  Does  he  propose  that  this  marriage  should  take  place 
to-morrow  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (eaget  to  soften  the  blow).  Oh  no,  not  for  quite 
a  long  time.  At  earliest,  not  till  his  neM  leave. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Mary  Rose  ! 

MAR^  ROSE.  He  k  waiting  down  Hit  re,  Mummy.  May 
I  bring  him  in  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Of  course,  dearest. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Don't  come,  with  him,  though. 

MAR?  ROSE.  Oh  !  (She  wonders  what  this  means.}  You 
know  how  shy  Simon  is. 

MR.  MORLAND.       I  do  IlOt. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Your  father  and  I  must  have  a  talk  with 
him  alone,  you  see. 

MARY  ROSE.  I — I  suppose  so.  He  so  wants  to  do  the  right 
thing,  Mother. 
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MRS.  MORLAND.      I  am  siire  he  does. 

MARY  ROSE.  Do  you  mind  my  going  upstairs  into  the  apple- 
room  and  sometimes  knocking  on  the  floor  ?  I  think  it  would 
be  a  help  to  him  to  know  I  am  so  near  by. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  would  be  a  help  to  all  of  us,  my 
sweet. 

MARY  ROSE  (plaintively}.  You — you  won't  try  to  put  him 
against  me.  Daddy  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  would  try  my  hardest  if  I  thought  I  had 
any  chance. 

(IVhen  she  has  gone  they  arc  a  somewhat  forlorn  pair.} 
Poor  old  mother  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Poor  old  father  !  There  couldn't  be  a 
nicer  boy,  though. 

MR.  MORLA  N D.      No,  but (He  has  a  distressing  thought.} 

MRS.  MORLAND  (quietly}.      Yes,  there  's  that. 

MR.   MORI.AND.      It  got  me  on  the  quick  when  she  said, 
You  won't  try  to  put  him  against  me,  Daddy  ' — because  that 
is  just  what  1  suppose  I  have  got  to  do. 

MRS.  MORLAND.        He  lllUSt  be  told. 

MR.  MORLAND  (weakly).  Fanny,  let  us  keep  it  to  our- 
selves. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      It  would  not  be  fair  to  him. 

MR.  MORLAND.  No,  it  wouldn't.  (Testily]  He  will  be  an 
ass  if  it  bothers  him. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (timidly).      Yes. 

(SIMON  comes  in,  a  manly  youth  of  twenty-three  in  naval 
uniform.  Whether  he  has  changed  much  since  breakfast- 
time  we  have  no  means  of  determining^  but  he  is  sufficiently 
attractive  to  make  one  hope  that  there  will  he  no  further 
change  in  the  immediate  future.  He  seems  younger  even 
than  his  years \  because  he  is  Irying  to  look  as  if  a  decade  or 
so  had  passed  since  the  incident  of  the  boat-house  and  he  were 
now  a  married  man  of  approved  standing.  He  has  come 
with  honeyed  words  upon  his  tips,  but  suddenly  finds  that 
he  is  in  the  dock.  His  judges  survey  him  silently,  and  he 
can  only  reply  with  an  idiotic  but  perhaps  ingratiating 
laugh.) 

SIMON.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  (He  ceases  un- 
comfortably, like  one  who  has  made  his  statement.) 
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MR.  MORLAND.  You  will  need  to  say  more  than  that,  you 
know,  Simon,  to  justify  your  conduct. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Oh,  Simon,  how  could  you  ! 

SIMON  (with  a  sinking).     It  seems  almost  like  stealing. 

MR.  MORLAND.      It  is  stealing. 

SIMON  (prudently}.     Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

(From  the  ceiling  thei  e  comes  a  gentle  tapping,  as  from  a 
senior  officer  who  is  indicating  that  England  expects  her 
lieutenant  this  day  to  do  his  duty.     SIMON  inflates.} 
It^is^beasdy  hard  on  you,  of  course  ;    but  if  you  knew  what 
Mary  Rose  is  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND  (pardonably}.  We  feel  that  even  we  know 
to  some  extent  what  Mary  Rose  is. 

SIMON  (tacking}.  Yes,  rather  ;  and  so  you  can  see  how  it 
has  come  about.  (This  effort  cheers  him.)  1  would  let  myself 
be  cut  into  little  chips  for  her  ;  I  should  almost  like  it.  (With 
a  brief  glance  at  his  misspent  youth.}  Perhaps  you  have  thought 
that  I  was  a  rather  larky  sort  in  the  past  ? 

MR.  MORLAND  (sarcastically}.  We  see  an  extraordinary 
change  in  you,  Simon. 

SIMON  (eagerly}.  Have  you  noticed  that  ?  Mary  Rose  has 
noticed  it  too.  That  is  my  inner  man  coming  out.  (Carefully} 
To  some  young  people  marriage  is  a  thing  to  be  entered  011 
lightly,  but  that  is  not  my  style.  What  1  want  is  to  give  up 
larks,  and  all  that,  and  insure  my  life,  and  read  the  political 
articles. 

(Further  knocking  from  above  reminds  him  of  something 
else.} 

Yes,  and  I  promise  you  it  won't  be  like  losing  a  daughter  but 
like  gaining  a  son. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Did  Mary  Rose  tell  you  to  say  that  ? 

SIMON    (guiltily}.     Well (Tap,    tap.}     Oh,    another 

thing,  I  should  consider  it  well  worth  being  married  to  Mary 
Rose  just  to  have  you,  Mrs.  Morland,  for  a  mother-in-law. 

MR.  MORLAND  (pleased}.  Well  said,  Simon  5  I  like  you  the 
better  for  that. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (a  demon}.     Did  she  tell  you  to  say  that  also  ? 

SIMON.     Well At  any  rate,  never  shall  I  forget  the 

respect  and  affection  I  owe  to  the  parents  of  my  beloved  wife. 

MR.  MORJLAND.     She  is  not  your  wife  yet,  you  know. 
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SIMON  (handsomely).  No,  she  isn't.  But  can  she  be  ? 
Mrs.  Morland,  can  she  be  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  That  is  as  may  be,  Simon.  It  is  only  a 
possible  engagement  that  we  are  discussing  at  present. 

SIMON.  Yes,  yes,  of  course.  (Becoming  more  difficult  to 
resist  as  his  reason  goes.)  I  used  to  be  careless  about  money, 
but  I  have  thought  of  a  trick  of  writing  the  word  Economy  in 
the  inside  of  my  watch,  so  that  I  '11  see  it  every  time  I  wind  up. 
My  people 

MR.  MORLAND.       We  like  tllClll,  SilllOIl. 

(The  tapping  is  resumed.) 

SIMON.  I  don't  know  whether  you  have  noticed  a  sound 
from  up  above  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.      I  did  think  I  heard  something. 
SIMON.     That  is  Mary  Rose  in  the  apple-room. 

MRS.  MORLAND.       No  ! 

SIMON.  Yes  ;  she  is  doing  that  to  help  me.  I  promised 
to  knock  back  as  soon  as  I  thought  things  were  going  well. 
What  do  you  say  ?  May  I  ? 

(He  gives  them  an  imploring  look,  and  mounts  a  chair  ^  part 
of  a  fishing-rod  in  his  hand.} 

MR.  MORLAND  (an  easy  road  in  sight).  I  think,  Fanny,  he 
might  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND  (braver).  No.  (Tremulously)  There  is  a 
little  thing,  Simon,  that  Mary  Rose's  father  and  I  feel  we  ought 
to  tell  you  about  her  before — before  you  knock,  my  dear.  It 
is  not  very  important,  I  think,  but  it  is  something  she  doesn't 
know  of  herself,  and  it  makes  her  a  little  different  from  other 
girls. 

SIMON  (alighting — sharply).  I  won't  believe  anything  against 
Mary  Rose. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     We  have  nothing  to  tell  you  against  her. 

MR.  MORLAND.  It  is  just  something  that  happened,  Simon. 
She  couldn't  help  it.  It  hasn't  troubled  us  in  the  least  for  years, 
but  we  always  agreed  that  she  mustn't  be  engaged  before  we 
told  the  man.  We  must  have  your  promise,  before  we  tell 
you,  that  you  will  keep  it  to  yourself. 

SIMON  (frowning).     I  promise. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  You  must  never  speak  of  it  even  to 
her. 
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SIMON.  Not  to  Mary  Rose  ?  I  wish  you  would  say  quickly 
what  it  is. 

(They  are  now  sitting  round  the  little  table.} 

MR.  MORLAND.  It  can't  be  told  quite  in  a  word.  It  hap- 
pened seven  years  ago,  when  Mary  Rose  was  eleven.  We  were 
in  a  remote  part  of  Scotland — in  the  Outer  Hebrides. 

SIMON.  I  once  went  on  shore  there  from  the  Gadfly^  very 
bleak  and  barren,  rocks  and  rough  grass,  I  never  saw  a  tree. 

MR.  MORL/VND.  It  is  mostly  like  that.  There  is  a  whaling- 
station.  We  went  because  I  was  fond  of  fishing.  I  haven't 
had  the  heart  to  fish  since.  Quite  close  to  the  inn  where  we 
put  up  there  is — a  little  island. 

(He  sees  that  little  island  so  clearly  that  he  forgets  to  go  on.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  is  quite  a  small  island,  Simon,  unin- 
habited, no  sheep  even.  I  suppose  there  are  only  about  six 
acres  of  it.  There  are  trees  there,  quite  a  number  of  them, 
Scotch  firs  and  a  few  rowan-trees, — they  have  red  berries,  you 
know.  There  seemed  to  us  to  be  nothing  very  particular 
about  the  island,  unless,  perhaps,  that  it  is  curiously  complete 
in  itself.  There  is  a  tiny  pool  in  it  that  might  be  called  a  lake, 
out  of  which  a  stream  flows.  It  has  hillocks  and  a  glade,  a  sort 
of  miniature  land.  That  was  all  we  noticed,  though  it  became 
the  most  dreaded  place  in  the  world  to  us. 

MR.  MORLAND  (considerately).  I  can  tell  him  without  your 
being  here,  Fanny. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      1  prefer  to  stay,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  fished  a  great  deal  in  the  loch  between 
that  island  and  the  larger  one.  The  sea-trout  were  wonderful. 
I  often  rowed  Mary  Rose  across  to  the  island  and  left  her  there 
to  sketch.  She  was  fond  of  sketching  in  those  days,  we  thought 
them  pretty  things.  1  could  see  her  from  the  boat  most  of  rhe 
time,  and  we  used  to  wave  to  each  other.  Then  I  would  go 
back  for  her  when  I  stopped  fishing. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  I  didn't  often  go  with  them.  We  didn't 
know  at  the  time  that  the  natives  had  a  superstition  against 
landing  on  the  island,  and  that  it  was  supposed  to  resent  this. 
It  had  a  Gaelic  name  which  means  4  The  Island  that  Likes  to 
be  Visited.'  Mary  Rose  knew  nothing  of  this,  and  she  was 
very  fond  of  her  island.  She  used  to  talk  to  it,  call  it  her 
darling,  things  like  that. 
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SIMON  (restless).     Tell  me  what  happened. 

MR.  MORLAND.  It  was  on  what  was  to  be  our  last  day.  I 
had  landed  her  on  this  island  as  usual,  and  in  the  early  even  ing 
I  pulled  across  to  take  her  off.  From  the  boat  I  saw  her, 
sitting  on  a  stump  of  a  tree  that  was  her  favourite  seat,  and  she 
waved  gaily  to  me  and  I  to  her.  Then  T  rowed  over,  with,  of 
course,  my  back  to  her.  I  had  less  than  a  hundred  yards  to  go, 
but,  Simon,  when  I  got  across  she  wasn't  there. 

SIMON.  You  seem  so  serious  about  it.  She  was  hiding 
from  you  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.     She  wasn't  on  the  island,  Simon. 

SIMON.      But — but — oh,  but 

MR.  MORLAND.      Don't  you  think  1  searched  and  searched  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  All  of  us.  No  one  in  the  village  went 
to  bed  that  night.  It  was  then  we  learned  how  they  feared 
the  island. 

MR.  MORLAND.  The  little  pool  was  dragged.  There  was 
nothing  we  didn't  try  ;  but  she  was  gone. 

SIMON  (distressed).  I  can't — there  couldn't — but  never 
mind  that.  Tell  me  how  you  found  her. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  was  the  twentieth  day  after  she  dis- 
appeared. Twenty  days  ! 

SIMON.     Some  boat ? 

MR.  MORLAND.     There  was  no  boat  but  mine. 

SIMON.     Tell  me. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  The  search  had  long  been  given  up,  but 
we  couldn't  come  away. 

MR.  MORLAND.  1  was  wandering  one  day  along  the  shore 
of  the  loch,  you  can  imagine  in  what  state  of  mind.  I  stopped 
and  stood  looking  across  the  water  at  the  island,  and,  Simon,  1 
saw  her  sitting  on  the  tree-trunk  sketching. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Mary  Rose  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  She  waved  to  me  and  went  on  sketching. 
I — I  waved  back  to  her.  I  got  into  the  boat  and  rowed  across 
just  in  the  old  way,  except  that  I  sat  facing  her,  so  that  I  could 
see  her  all  the  time.  When  I  landed,  the  first  thing  she  said 
to  me  was,  *  Why  did  you  row  in  that  funny  way,  Dad  ?  ' 
Then  I  saw  at  once  that  she  didn't  know  anything  had  happened. 

SIMON.      Mr.    Morland  !      How   could ?     Where   did 

she  say  she  had  been  ? 
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MRS.  MORLAND.  She  didn't  know  she  had  been  anywhere, 
Simon. 

MR.  MORLAND.  She  thought  T  had  just  come  for  her  at  the 
usual  time. 

SIMON.  Twenty  days.  You  mean  she  had  been  on  the 
island  all  that  time  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.       We  don't  knOW. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  James  brought  her  back  to  me  just  the 
same  merry  unsclfconscious  girl,  with  no  idea  that  she  had  been 
away  from<  me  for  more  than  an  hour  or  two. 

SIMON.     But  when  you  told  her 

MRS.  MORLAND.  We  never  told  her  ;  she  doesn't  know 
now. 

SIMON.      Surely  you 

MRS.  MORLAND.  We  had  her  back  again,  Simon  ;  that  was 
the  great  thing.  At  first  we  thought  to  tell  her  after  we  got 
her  home  ;  and  then,  it  was  all  so  inexplicable,  we  were  afraid 
to  alarm  her,  to  take  the  bloom  off  her.  In  the  end  we  decided 
never  to  tell  her. 

SIMON.     You  told  no  one  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.     Several  doctors. 

SIMON.      How  did  they  explain  it  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  They  had  no  explanation  for  it  except  that 
it  never  took  place.  You  can  think  that,  too,  if  you  like. 

SIMON.  I  don't  know  what  to  think.  It  has  had  no  effect 
on  her,  at  any  rate. 

MR.  MORLAND.  None  whatever — and  you  can  f^uess  how 
we  used  to  watch. 

MRS.  MORLAND,  Simon,  I  am  very  anxious  to  be  honest 
with  you.  I  have  sometimes  thought  that  our  girl  is  curiously 
young  for  her  a^e — as  if — you  know  how  just  a  touch  of  frost 
may  stop  the  growth  of  a  plant  and  yet  leave*  it  blooming — it 
has  sometimes  seemed  to  me  as  if  a  cold  finger  had  once  touched 
my  Mary  Rose. 

SIMON.     Mrs.  IVIorland  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND.     There  is  nothing  in  it. 
SIMON.     What  you  are  worrying  about  is  just  her  innocence 
— which  seems  a  holy  thing  to  me. 
MRS.  MORLAND.      And  indeed  it  is. 
SIMON.     If  that  is  all 
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MR.  MORLAND.  We  have  sometimes  thought  that  she  had 
momentary  glimpses  back  into  that  time,  but  before  we  could 
question  her  in  a  cautious  way  about  them  the  gates  had  closed 
and  she  remembered  nothing.  You  never  saw  her  talking  to 
— to  some  person  who  wasn't  there  ? 

SIMON.     No. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Nor  listening,  as  it  were,  for  some  sound 
that  never  came  ? 

SIMON.      A  sound  ?      Do  you  mean  a  sound  from  the  island  ? 

MRS.  MORI.AND.  Yes,  we  think  so.  But  at  any  rate  she 
has  long  outgrown  those  fancies. 

(She  fetches  a  sketch-hook  from  a  draiver.) 

Here  are  tlv:  sketches  she  made.      You  can  take  the  book  away 
with  you  and  look  at  them  at  your  leisure. 

SIMON.  It  is  a  little  curious  that  she  has  never  spoken  to  me 
of  that  holiday.  She  tells  me  everything. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  No,  that  isn't  curious,  it  is  just  that  the 
island  has  faded  from  her  memory.  1  should  be  troubled  if  she 
began  to  recall  it.  Well,  Simon,  we  felt  we  had  to  tell  you. 
That  is  all  we  know,  I  am  sure  it  is  all  we  shall  ever  know. 
What  are  you  going  to  do  ? 

SIMON.      What  do  you  think  ! 

(He  mounts  the  <  hair  again  >  and  knocks  triumphantly.     A 
happy  tapping  replies.} 

You  heard  ?     That  means  it 's  all   right.      You  '11  sec  how 
she  '11  come  tearing  down  to  us  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND  (kissing  him}.  You  dear  boy,  you  will  see 
how  I  shall  go  tearing  up  to  her.  (She  goes  off.} 

SIMON.      I  do  love  Mary  Rose,  sir. 

MR.  MORLAND.  So  do  we,  Simon.  I  suppose  that  made  us 
love  her  a  little  more  than  other  daughters  are  loved.  Well, 
it  is  dead  and  done  with,  and  it  doesn't  disturb  me  now  at  all. 
I  hope  you  won't  let  it  disturb  you. 

SIMON  (undisturbed}.  Rather  not.  (Disturbed}  I  say,  I 
wonder  whether  I  have  noticed  her  listening  for  a  sound  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  Not  you.  We  did  wisely,  didn't  we,  in 
not  questioning  her  ? 

SIMON.  Oh  lord,  yes.  '  The  Island  that  Likes  to  be 
Visited.'  It  is  a  queer  name.  (Boyishly}  1  say,  let 's  forget  all 
about  it.  (He  looks  at  the  ceiling.}  I  almost  wish  her  mother 
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hadn't  gone  up  to  her.     It  will  make  Mary  Rose  longer  in 
coming  down. 

MR.  MORLAND  (humorous).  Fanny  will  think  of  nicer  things 
to  say  to  her  than  you  could  think  of,  Simon. 

SIMON.  Yes,  I  know.  Ah,  now  you  are  chaffing  me. 
(Apologetically]  You  see,  sir,  my  leave  is  up  to-morrow. 

(MARY  ROSE  comes  rushing  in.) 
Mary  Rose  ! 

(She  darts  past  him  into  her  father's  arms.) 

MARY  ROSE.  It  isn't  you  I  am  thinking  of ;  it  is  father,  it 
is  poor  father.  Oh,  Simon,  how  could  you  ?  Isn't  it  hateful 
of  him,  Daddy  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  should  just  say  it  is.  Is  your  mother 
crying  too  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (squeaking).     Yes. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  see  I  am  going  to  have  an  abominable  day. 
If  you  two  don't  mind  very  much  being  left  alone,  1  think  I  '11 
go  up  and  sit  in  the  apple-room  and  cry  with  your  mother.  It  is 
close  and  dark  and  musty  up  there,  and  when  we  feel  we  can't 
stick  it  any  longer  I  '11  knock  on  the  floor,  Simon,  as  a  sign  that 
we  are  coming  down. 

(He  departs  on  this  light  note.      We  see  how  the  minds  of 
these  two  children  match.) 

SIMON.     Mary  Rose  ! 

MARY  ROSE.     Oh,  Simon — you  and  me. 

SIMON.  You  and  me,  that 's  it.  We  are  //j,  now.  Do 
you  like  it  ? 

MARY  ROSE.      It  is  so  fearfully  solemn. 

SIMON.     You  are  not  frightened,  are  you  ? 

(She  nods.) 
Not  at  me  ? 

(She  shakes  her  head.) 
What  at  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     At  iV Being — married.    Simon,  after  we 

are  married  you  will  sometimes  let  me  play,  won't  you  ? 

SIMON.     Games  ? 

(She  nods.) 

Rather.     Why,  I  '11  go  on  playing  rugger  myself.     Lots  of 
married  people  play  games. 

MARY  ROSE  (relieved).     I  'm  glad  ;  Simon,  do  you  love  me  ? 
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SIMON.  Dearest  —  precious  —  my  life  —  my  sweetheart. 
Which  name  do  you  like  best  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  I  'm  not  sure.  They  are  all  very  nice.  (She 
is  conscious  of  the  ceiling.)  Oughtn't  we  to  knock  to  those 
beloveds  to  come  down  ? 

SIMON.  Please  don't.  I  know  a  lot  about  old  people, 
darling.  I  assure  you  they  don't  mind  very  much  sitting  in 
dull  places. 

MARY  ROSE.     We  mustn't  be  selfish. 

SIMON.  Honest  Injun,  it  isn't  selfishness.  You  see,  I  have 
a  ton  of  things  to  tell  you.  About  how  I  put  it  to  them,  and 
how  I  remembered  what  you  told  me  to  say,  and  the  way  I  got 
the  soft  side  of  them.  They  have  heard  it  all  already,  so  it 
would  really  be  selfish  to  bring  them  down. 

MARY  ROSE.     I  'm  not  so  sure. 

SIMON.  I  '11  tell  you  what  we  '11  do.  Let 's  go  back  to  the 
boat-house,  and  then  they  can  come-  down  and  be  cosy  here. 

MARY  ROSE  (gleeful).  Let 's  !  We  can  stay  there  till  tea- 
time.  (She  wants  to  whirl  him  away  at  once.} 

SIMON.      It  is  fresh  down  there  ;  put  on  a  jacket,  my  star. 

MARY  ROSE.     Oh,  bother  ! 

SIMON  (firmly}.  My  child,  you  are  in  my  care  now  ^  lam 
responsible  for  you,  and  I  order  you  to  put  on  a  jacket. 

MARY  ROSE.  Order  !  Simon,  you  do  say  the  loveliest 
things.  I  '11  put  it  on  at  once. 

(She  is  going  toivards  the  little  door  at  the  back,  but  turns 
to  say  something  important.) 

Simon,  I  '11  tell  you  a  funny  thing  about  me.  I  may  be  wrong, 
but  I  think  I  '11  sometimes  love  you  to  kiss  me,  and  sometimes 
it  will  be  better  not. 

SIMON.  All  right.  Tell  me,  what  were  you  thinking  as 
you  sat  up  there  in  the  apple-room,  waiting  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     Holy  things. 

SIMON.     About  love  ? 
(She  nods.) 

MARY  ROSE.     We  '11  try  to  be  good,  won't  we,  Simon,  please  ? 

SIMON.  Rather.  Honest  Injun,  we'll  be  nailers.  Did 
you  think  of — our  wedding-day  ? 

MARY  ROSE.       A  little. 

SIMON.     Only  a  little  ? 
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MARY  ROSE.  But  frightfully  clearly.  (Suddenly]  Simon,  I 
had  such  a  delicious  idea  about  our  honeymoon.  There  is  a 
place  in  Scotland — in  the  Hebrides — I  should  love  to  go  there. 

SIMON  (taken  aback).     The  Hebrides  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  We  once  went  to  it  when  I  was  little.  Isn't 
it  funny,  I  had  almost  forgotten  about  that  island,  and  then 
suddenly  I  saw  it  quite  clearly  as  I  was  sitting  up  there.  (Sense- 
lessly) Of  course  it  was  the  little  old  woman  who  pointed  it 
out  to  me. 

(SIMON  is  disturbed.) 

SIMON  (gently).  Mary  Rose,  there  are  only  yourselves  and 
the  three  maids  in  the  house,  aren't  there  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (surprised).  You  know  there  are.  Whatever 
makes  you  ask  ? 

SIMON  (cautiously).  I  thought — I  thought  I  had  a  glimpse 
of  a  little  old  woman  on  the  stair  to-day. 

MARY  ROSE  (interested).     Who  on  earth  could  that  be  ? 

SIMON.  It  doesn't  matter,  I  had  made  a  mistake.  Tell  me, 
what  was  there  particular  about  that  place  in  the  Hebrides  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Oh,  the  fishing  for  father.  But  there  was  an 
island  where  I  often My  little  island  ! 

SIMON  (perhaps  quite  unnecessarily).  What  are  you  listening 
for,  Mary  Rose  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Was  I  ?  I  don't  hear  anything.  Oh,  my 
dear,  my  dear,  I  should  love  to  show  you  the  tree-trunk  and  the 
rowan-tree  where  I  used  to  sketch  while  father  was  in  the  boat. 
I  expect  he  used  to  land  me  on  the  island  because  it  was  such  a 
safe  place. 

SIMON  (troubled).  That  had  been  the  idea.  I  am  not  going 
to  spend  my  honeymoon  by  the  sea,  though.  And  yet  I  should 
like  to  go  to  the  Hebrides — some  day — to  see  that  island. 

MARY  ROSE.     Yes,  let 's. 

(She  darts  off  through  the  little  door  for  her  jacket.) 
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AN  island  in  the  Outer  Hebrides.  A  hundred  yards  away, 
across  the  loch  at  the  back,  may  be  seen  the  greater  island  of 
which  this  might  be  but  a  stone  cast  into  the  sea  by  same  giant 
hand  :  perhaps  an  evil  stone  which  the  big  island  had  to  spew 
forth  but  could  not  sink.  It  is  fair  to  look  upon  to-day,  all  its 
menace  hidden  under  mosses  of  various  hues  that  are  a  bath  to 
the  eye  ;  an  island  placid  as  a  cow  grazing  or  a  sulky  lady  asleep. 
The  sun  which  has  left  the  bleak  hills  beyond  is  playing  hide  and 
seek  on  it ;  one  suddenly  has  the  curious  foncy  to  ask,  with 
whom  ?  A  blessed  spot  it  might  be  thought,  rather  than  sinister, 
were  there  not  those  two  trees,  a  fir  and  a  rowan,  their  arms 
outstretched  for  ever  southward,  as  if  they  had  been  struck  while 
in  full  flight  and  could  no  longer  pray  to  their  gods  to  carry  them 
away  from  this  island.  A  young  Highlander,  a  Cameron, 
passes  in  a  boat  at  the  back.  Mary  Rose  and  Simon  covne  into 
view  on  the  island.  We  have  already  heard  them  swishing  a 
way  through  whins  and  bracken  that  are  unseen.  They  arc 
dressed  as  English  people  dress  in  Scotland.  They  have  been 
married  for  four  years  and  are  still  the  gay  young  creatures  of 
their  engagement  day.  Their  talk  is  the  happy  nonsense  that 
leaves  no  ripple  unless  the  unexpected  happens. 

MARY  ROSE  (thrilled).  I  think,  I  think,  I  don't  think  at  all, 
I  am  quite  sure.  This  is  the  place.  Simon,  kiss  me,  kiss  me 
quick.  You  promised  to  kiss  me  quick  when  we  found  the 
place. 

SIMON  (obeying).  I  am  not  the  man  to  break  my  word. 
At  the  same  time,  Mary  Rose,  I  would  point  out  to  you  that 
this  is  the  third  spot  you  have  picked  out  as  being  the  place,  and 
three  times  have  I  kissed  you  quick  on  that  understanding. 
This  can't  go  on,  you  know.  As  for  your  wonderful  island, 
it  turns  out  to  be  about  the  size  of  the  Round  Pond. 

MARY  ROSE.     I  always  said  it  was  little  like  myself. 
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SIMON.  It  was  obviously  made  *to  fit  you,  or  you  to  fit  it ; 
one  of  you  was  measured  for  the  other.  At  any  rate,  we  have 
now  been  all  round  it,  and  all  through  it,  as  my  bleeding  limbs 
testify.  (The  whins  have  been  tearing  at  him,  and  he  rubs 
his  legs.) 

MARY  ROSE.     They  didn't  hurt  me  at  all. 

SIMON.  Perhaps  they  like  you  better  than  me.  Well,  we 
have  made  a  good  search  for  the  place  where  you  used  to  sit 
and  sketch,  and  you  must  now  take  your  choice. 

MARY  AOSE.  It  was  here.  1  told  you  of  the  fir  and  the 
rowan-tree. 

SIMON.  There  were  a  fir  and  a  rowan  at  each  of  the  other 
places. 

MARY  ROSE.      Not  this  fir,  not  this  rowan. 

SIMON.     You  have  me  there. 

MARY  ROSE.  Simon,  I  know  1  'm  not  clever,  but  I  'm 
always  right.  The  rowan-berries  !  I  used  to  put  them  in  my 
hair.  (She  -puts  them  m  her  hair  again.}  Darling  rowan-tree, 
are  you  glad  to  see  me  back  ?  You  don't  look  a  bit  older,  how 
do  you  think  /  am  wearing  ?  I  shall  tell  you  a  secret.  You 
too,  firry.  Come  closer,  both  of  you.  Put  your  arms  around 
me,  andi  listen  :  I  am  married  ! 

(The  branch  of  which  she  has  been  making  a  scarf  dis- 
engages itself.) 

It  didn't  like  that,  Simon,  it  is  jealous.  After  all,  it  knew  me 
first.  Dearest  trees,  if  I  had  known  that  you  felt  for  me  in 
that  way — but  it  is  too  late  now.  I  have  been  married  for 
nearly  four  years,  and  this  is  the  man.  His  name  is  Lieutenant 
Simon  Sobersides.  (She  darts  about  making  discoveries.) 

SIMON  (tranquilly  smoking).      What  is  it  now  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     That  moss  !      I  feel  sure  there  is  a  tree-trunk 
beneath  it,  the  very  root  on  which  I  used  to  sit  and  sketch. 
(He  clears  away  some  of  the  moss.) 

SIMON.     It  is  a  tree-trunk  right  enough. 

MARY  ROSE.  I  believe — I  believe  1  cut  my  name  on  it  with 
a  knife. 

SIMON.  This  looks  like  it.  4M — A — R — '  and  there  it 
stops.  That  is  always  where  the  blade  of  the  knife  breaks. 

MARY  ROSE.     My  ownest  seat,  how  I  have  missed  you. 

SIMON.     Don't  you  believe  it,  old   tree-trunk.     She  had 
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forgotten  all  about  you,  and  you  just  came  vaguely  back  to  her 
mind  because  we  happened  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood. 

MARY  ROSE.  Yes,  I  suppose  that  is  true.  You  were  the 
one  who  wanted  to  come,  Simon.  I  wonder  why  ? 

SIMON  (with  his  answer  ready).  No  particular  reason.  I 
wanted  to  see  a  place  you  had  visited  as  a  child  ;  that  was  all. 
But  what  a  trumpery  island  it  proves  to  be. 

MARY  ROSE  (who  perhaps  agrees  with  him}.  How  can  you  ? 
Even  if  it  is  true,  you  needn't  say  it  before  them  all,  hurting 
their  feelings.  Dear  seat,  here  is  one  for  each  year  I  have  been 
away.  (She  kisses  the  trunk  a  number  of  tunes.} 

SIMON  (counting).  Eleven.  Go  on,  give  it  all  the  news. 
Tell  it  we  don't  have  a  house  of  our  own  yet. 

MARY  ROSE.  You  see,  dear  seat,  we  live  with  my  daddy  and 
mother,  because  Simon  is  so  often  away  at  sea.  You  know, 
the  loveliest  thing  in  the  world  is  the  navy,  and  the  loveliest 
thing  in  the  navy  is  H.M.S.  l^aliant^  and  the  loveliest  thing 
on  H.M.S.  Valiant  is  Lieutenant  Simon  Sobersides,  and  the 
loveliest  thing  on  Lieutenant  Simon  Sobersides  is  the  little 
tuft  of  hair  which  will  keep  standing  up  at  the  back  of  his 
head. 

(SIMON,  who  is  lolling  on  the  moss,  is  so  used  to  }\$r  prattle 
that  his  eyes  close.} 

But,  listen,  you  trees,  I  have  a  much  more  wonderful  secret 
than  that.  You  can  have  three  guesses.  It  is  this  .  .  .  I — 
have — got — a  baby  !  A  girl  ?  No  thank  you.  He  is  two 
years  and  nine  months,  and  he  says  such  beautiful  things  to  me 
about  loving  me.  Oh,  rowan,  do  you  think  he  means  them  ? 

SIMON.      I  distinctly  heard  it  say  yes. 

(He  opens  his  eyes,  to  see  her  gazing  entranced  across  the 
water.} 
You  needn't  pretend  that  you  can  see  him. 

MARY  ROSE.  I  do.  Can't  you  ?  He  is  waving  his  bib 
to  us. 

SIMON.     That  is  nurse's  cap. 

MARY  ROSE.  Then  he  is  waving  it.  How  clever  of  him. 
(She  waves  her  handkerchief.}  Now  they  are  gone.  Isn't  it 
funny  to  think  that  from  this  very  spot  I  used  to  wave  to  father  ? 
That  was  a  happy  time. 

SIMON.      I  should  be  happier  here  if  T  wasn't  so  hungry.      I 
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wonder  where  Cameron  is.  I  told  'him  after  he  landed  us  to 
tie  up  the  boat  at  any  good  place  and  make  a  fire.  I  suppose  I 
had  better  try  to  make  it  myself. 

MARY  ROSE.     How  you  can  think  of  food  at  such  a  time  ! 

SIMON  (who  is  collecting  sticks).  All  very  well,  but  you  will 
presently  be  eating  more  than  your  share. 

MARY  ROSE.  Do  you  know,  Simon,  I  don't  think  daddy 
and  mother  like  this  island. 

SIMON  (on  his  guard].  Help  me  with  the  fire,  you  chatterbox. 
(He  kas  long  ceased  to  credit  the  story  he  heard  four  years 
ago,  but  he  is  ever  watchful  for  MARY  ROSE.) 

MARY  ROSE.     They  never  seem  to  want  to  speak  of  it. 

SIMON.      Forgotten  it,  I  suppose. 

MARY  ROSE.  I  shall  write  to  them  from  the  inn  this  evening. 
How  surprised  they  will  be  to  know  I  am  there  again. 

SIMON  (casually}.  1  wouldn't  write  from  there.  Wait  till 
we  cross  to  the  mainland. 

MARY  ROSE.     Why  not  from  there  ? 

SIMON.  Oh,  no  reason.  .But  if  they  have  a  distaste  for  the 
place,  perhaps  they  wouldn't  like  our  coming.  I  say,  praise 
me,  I  have  got  this  fire  alight. 

MARY  ROSE  (who  is  occasionally  pertinacious}.  Simon,  why  did 
you  want  to  come  to  my  island  without  me  ? 

SIMON.  Did  I  ?  Oh,  I  merely  suggested  your  remaining 
at  the  inn  because  I  thought  you  seemed  tired.  I  wonder 
where  Cameron  can  have  got  to  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Here  he  comes.  (Solicitously]  Do  be  polite  to 
him,  dear  ;  you  know  how  touchy  they  are. 

SIMON.     I  am  learning  ! 

(The  botJ,  with  CAMERON,  draws  in.  He  is  a  gawky  youth 
of  twenty  >  in  the  poor  but  honourable  garb  of  the  ghillie  %  and* 
is  not  specially  impressive  until  you  question  him  about  the 
universe.} 

CAMERON  (in  the  soft  voice  of  the  Highlander).  Iss  it  the  wish 
of  Mr.  Blake  that  I  should  land  ? 

SIMON.     Yes,  yes,  Cameron,  with  the  luncheon. 
(CAMERON  steps  ashore  with  a  fishing  basket.) 

CAMERON.  Ibs  it  the  wish  of  Mr.  Blake  that  1  open  the 
basket  ? 

SIMON.     We  shall  tumble  out  the  luncheon  if  you  bring  a 
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trout  or  two.  I  want  you  to  show  my  wife,  Cameron,  how 
one  cooks  fish  by  the  water's  edge. 

CAMERON.  I  will  do  it  with  pleasure.  (He  pauses.)  There 
iss  one  little  matter  5  it  iss  of  small  importance.  You  may  haf 
noticed  that  I  always  address  you  as  Air.  Blake.  I  notice  that 
you  always  address  me  as  Cameron  ;  I  take  no  offence. 

MARY  ROSE.  Oh  dear,  I  am  sure  I  always  address  you  as 
Mr.  Cameron. 

CAMERON.  That  iss  so,  ma'am.  You  may  haf  noticed  that 
I  always  address  you  as  4  ma'am.'  It  iss  my  way  of  indicating 
that  I  consider  you  a  ferry  genteel  young  matron,  and  of  all 
such  I  am  the  humble  servant  (He  pauses.)  In  saying  I  am 
your  humble  servant  I  do  not  imply  that  I  am  not  as  good  as 
you  are.  With  this  brief  explanation,  ma'am,  1  will  now  fetch 
the  trouts. 

SIMON  (taking  advantage  of  his  departure).  That  is  one  in 
the  eye  for  me.  But  I  'in  hanged  if  I  mister  him. 

MARY  ROSE.      Simon,  do  he  careful.      If  you  want  to  say 
anything  to  me  that  is  dangerous,  b.iy  it  in  French 
(CAMERON  returns  with  two  small  sea-trout,) 

CAMERON.  The  trouts,  ma'am,  having  been  cleaned  in  a 
thorough  and  yet  easy  manner  by  pulling  them  up  avid  down 
in  the  water,  the  next  procedure  iss  as  follows. 

(He  wraps  up  the  trout  in  a  piece  of  newspaper  and  soaks 
them  in  the  ^vater.) 

I  now  place  the  soaking  little  parcels  on  the  fire,  and  when 
the  paper  begins  to  burn  it  will  be  a  sure  sign  that  the  trouts 
iss  now  ready,  like  myself,  ma'am,  to  be  your  humble  servants. 
(He  is  returning  to  the  boat.) 

MARY  ROSE  (who  has  been  preparing  the  feast).    Don't  go  away. 

•CAMERON.  If  it  iss  agreeable  to  Mistress  Blake  I  would 
wish  to  go  back  to  the  boat. 

MARY  ROSE.       Why  ? 

(CAMERON  is  not  comfortable.} 
It  would  be  more  agreeable  to  me  if  you  would  stay. 

CAMERON  (shuffling).      I  will  stay. 

SIMON  Good  man — and  look  after  the  trout.  It  is  the 
most  heavenly  way  of  cooking  fish,  Mary  Rose. 

CAMERON.  It  iss  a  tasty  way,  Mr.  Blake,  but  T  would 
not  use  the  word  heavenly  in  this  connection. 
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SIMON.     I  stand  corrected.     (Tartly)  I  must  say 

MARY  ROSE.     Prenez  garde,  won  brave  ! 

SIMON.     Mon  Dieu  !     Qu'il  est  un  drole  ! 

MARY  ROSE.  Mais  moije  Faime  ;  il  est  tellement What 

is  the  French  for  an  original  ? 

SIMON.     That  stumps  me. 

CAMERON.  Colloquially  coqttin  might  be  used,  though  the 
classic  writers  would  probably  say  simply  un  original. 

SIMON  (with  a  groan).  Phew,  this  is  serious.  What 
was  that  book  you  were  reading,  Cameron,  while  I  was 
fishing  ? 

CAMERON.  It  iss  a  small  Euripides  I  carry  in  the  pocket, 
Mr.  Blake. 

SIMON.     Latin,  Mary  Rose  ! 

CAMERON.  It  may  be  Latin,  but  in  these  parts  we  know 
no  better  than  to  call  it  Greek. 

SIMON.  Crushed  again  !  But  I  dare  say  it  is  good  for  me. 
Sit  down  and  have  pot-luck  with  us. 

CAMERON.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Blake,  but  it  would  not  be 
good  manners  for  a  paid  man  to  sit  with  his  employers. 

MARY  ROSE.     When  I  ask  you,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

CAMERON.  It  iss  kindly  meant,  but  I  haf  not  been  introduced 
to  you. 

MARY  ROSE.  Oh,  but — oh,  do  let  me.  My  husband 
Mr.  Blake — Mr.  Cameron. 

CAMERON.      I  hope  you  are  ferry  well,  sir. 

SIMON.  The  same  to  you,  Mr.  Cameron.  How  do  you  do  ? 
Lovely  day,  isn't  it  ? 

CAMERON.      It  iss  a  fairly  fine  day.     (He  is  not  yet  appeased.) 

MARY  ROSE  (to  the  rescue).     Simon  ! 

SIMON.  Ah  !  Do  you  know  my  wife  ?  Mr.  Cameron-*- 
Mrs.  Blake. 

CAMERON.  I  am  ferry  pleased  to  make  Mistress  Blake's 
acquaintance.  Iss  Mistress  Blake  making  a  long  stay  in  these 
parts  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     No,  alas,  we  go  across  to-morrow. 

CAMERON.     I  hope  the  weather  will  be  favourable, 

MARY  ROSE.  Thank  you  (passing  him  the  sandwiches).  And 
now,  you  know,  you  are  our  guest. 

CAMERON.      I  am  much  obliged.     (He  examines  the  sand- 
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wiches  with  curiosity.)  *Butcher-meat  !  This  iss  ferry  ex- 
cellent. 

(He  bursts  into  a  surprising  fit  of  laughter,  and  suddenly 
cuts  it  off.) 

Please  to  excuse  my  behaviour.  You  haf  been  laughing  at  me 
all  this  time,  but  you  did  not  know  I  haf  been  laughing  at  myself 
also,  though  keeping  a  remarkable  control  over  my  features.  I 
will  now  haf  my  laugh  out,  and  then  I  will  explain.  (He 
finishes  his  laugh.}  I  will  now  explain.  I  am  not  the  solemn 
prig  I  haf  pretended  to  you  to  be,  I  am  really  a  fairly  attractive 
young  man,  but  I  am  shy  and  I  haf  been  guarding  against  your 
taking  liberties  with  me,  not  because  of  myself,  who  am  nothing, 
but  because  of  the  noble  profession  it  iss  my  ambition  to  enter. 
(They  discover  that  they  like  him.} 

MARY  ROSE.      Do  tell  us  what  that  is. 

CAMERON.  It  iss  the  ministry.  I  am  a  student  of  Aberdeen 
University,  and  in  the  vacation  1  am  a  boatman,  or  a  ghillie,  or 
anything  you  please,  lo  help  to  pay  my  fees. 

SIMON.     Well  done  ! 

CAMERON.  I  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Blake.  And  1  may  say, 
now  that  we  know  one  another  socially,  that  there  iss  much  in 
Mr.  Blake  which  I  am  trying  to  copy. 

SIMON.     Something  in  me  worth  copying  ! 

CAMERON.  It  iss  not  Mr.  Blake's  learning  •>  he  has  not 
much  learning,  but  I  haf  always  understood  that  the  English 
manage  without  it.  What  I  admire  in  you  iss  your  ferry  nice 
manners  and  your  general  deportment,  in  all  which  I  haf  a 
great  deal  to  learn  yet,  and  I  watch  these  things  in  Mr.  Blake 
and  take  memoranda  of  them  in  a  little  note-book. 
(SIMON  expands.) 

MARY  ROSE.  Mr.  Cameron,  do  tell  me  that  I  also  am  in 
the  little  note-book  ? 

CAMERON.  You  are  not,  ma'am,  it  would  not  be  seemly  in 
me.  But  it  iss  written  in  my  heart,  and  also  I  haf  said  it  to  my 
father,  that  I  will  remain  a  bachelor  unless  I  can  marry  some 
lady  who  iss  ferry  like  Mistress  BLike. 

MARY  ROSE.  Simon,  you  never  said  anything  to  me  as 
pretty  as  that.  Is  your  father  a  crofter  in  the  village  ? 

CAMERON.  Yes,  ma'am,  when  he  iss  not  at  the  University 
of  Aberdeen, 
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SIMON.     My  stars,  does  he  go  there  too  ? 

CAMERON.  He  does  so.  We  share  a  ferry  small  room 
between  us. 

SIMON.  Father  and  son.  Is  he  going  into  the  ministry 
also  ? 

CAMERON.  Such  iss  not  his  purpose.  When  he  has  taken 
his  degree  he  will  return  and  be  a  crofter  again. 

SIMON.     In  that  case  I  don't  see  what  he  is  getting  out  of  it. 

CAMERON.  He  iss  getting  the  grandest  thing  in  the  world 
out  of  it  ;  he  iss  getting  education. 

(SIMON  feels  that  he  is  being  gradually  rubbed  outy  and  it  is 
a  relief  to  him  that  CAMERON  has  now  to  attend  to  the  trout. 
The  paper  they  are  wrapped  in  has  begun  to  burn.] 

MARY  ROSE  (for  the  first  time  eating  of  trout  as  it  should  he 
cooked].  Delicious  !  (She  offers  a  portion  to  CAMERON.) 

CAMERON.  No,  I  thank  you.  I  haf  lived  on  trouts  most  of 
my  life.  This  butcher-meat  iss  more  of  an  excellent  novelty 
to  me. 

(He  has  been  standing  all  this  tune.} 

MARY  ROSE.      Do  sit  down,  Mr.  Cameron. 

CAMERON.      I  am  doing  ferry  well  here,  I  thank  you. 

MARY  RQSE.     But,  please. 

CAMERON  (with  decision}.      I  will  not  sit  down  on  this  island. 

SIMON  (curiously}.  Come,  come,  are  you  superstitious,  you 
who  are  going  into  the  ministry  ? 

CAMERON.  This  island  has  a  bad  name.  I  haf  never  landed 
on  it  before. 

MARY  ROSE.  A  bad  name,  Mr.  Cameron  ?  Oh,  but  what 
a  shame  !  When  I  was  here  long  ago,  1  often  came  to  the 
island. 

CAMERON.     Iss  that  so  ?     It  was  not  a  chancey  thing  to  do. 

MARY  ROSE.      But  it  is  a  darling  island. 

CAMERON.     That  iss  the  proper  way  to  speak  of  it. 

MARY  ROSE.  I  am  sure  I  never  heard  a  word  against  it. 
Have  you,  Simon  ? 

SIMON  (brazen/y).  Not  I.  I  have  heard  that  its  Gaelic 
name  has  an  odd  meaning — *  The  Island  that  Likes  to  be 
Visited,'  but  there  is  nothing  terrifying  in  that. 

MARY  ROSE.  The  name  is  new  to  me,  Mr.  Cameron  I 
think  it  is  sweet. 
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CAMERON.     That  iss  as  it  may  be.  Mistress  Blake. 

SIMON.     What  is  there  against  the  island  ? 

CAMERON.  For  one  thing,  they  are  saying  it  has  no  authority 
to  be  here.  It  was  not  always  here,  so  they  are  saying.  Then 
one  day  it  was  here. 

SIMON.  That  little  incident  happened  before  your  time, 
1  should  say,  Mr.  Cameron. 

CAMERON.  It  happened  before  the  time  of  any  one  now 
alive,  Mr.  Blake. 

SIMON.  I  thought  so.  And  does  the  island  qver  go  away 
for  a  jaunt  in  the  same  way  ? 

CAMERON.     There  are  some  who  say  that  it  does. 

SIMON.      But  you  have  not  seen  it  on  the  move  yourself? 

CAMERON.      I  am  riot  always  watching  it,  Mr.  Blake. 

SIMON.     Anything  else  against  it  ? 

CAMERON.  There  iss  the  birds.  Too  many  birds  come 
here.  The  birds  like  this  island  more  than  iss  seemly. 

SIMON.     Birds  here  !     What  could  bring  them  here  ? 

CAMERON.      It  iss  said  they  come  to  listen. 

SIMON.  To  listen  to  the  silence  ?  An  island  that  is  as  still 
as  an  empty  church. 

CAMERON.      I  do  not  know  ;   that  iss  what  they  say. 

MARY  ROSE.  I  think  it  is  a  lovely  story  about  the  birds.  I 
expect  the  kind  things  come  because  this  island  likes  to  be 
visited. 

CAMERON.  That  iss  another  thing  ;  for,  mark  you,  Mistress 
Blake,  an  island  that  had  visitors  would  not  need  to  want  to  be 
visited.  And  why  has  it  not  visitors  ?  Because  they  are 
afraid  to  visit  it. 

MARY  ROSE.     Whatever  are  they  afraid  of? 

CAMERON.  That  iss  what  I  say  to  them.  Whateffer  arc 
you  afraid  of,  I  say. 

MARY  ROSE.     But  what  arc  you  afraid  of,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

CAMERON.  The  same  thing  that  they  are  afraid  of.  There 
are  stories,  ma'am. 

MARY  ROSE.  Do  tell  us.  Simon,  wouldn't  it  be  lovely  if  he 
would  tell  us  some  misty,  eerie  Highland  stories  ? 

SIMON.     1  don't  know  j  not  unless  they  are  pretty  ones. 

MARY  ROSE.  Please,  Mr.  Cameron  !  I  love  to  have  my 
blood  curdled. 
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CAMERON.  There  iss  many  stories.  There  iss  that  one  of 
the  boy  who  was  brought  to  this  island.  He  was  no  older  than 
your  baby. 

SIMON.     What  happened  to  him  ? 

CAMERON.  No  one  knows,  Mr.  Blake.  His  father  and 
mother  and  their  friends,  they  were  gathering  rowans  on  the 
island,  and  when  they  looked  round  he  was  gone. 

SIMON.      Lost  ? 

CAMERON.     He  could  not  be  found.     He  was  never  found. 

MARY  ROSE.     Never  !      He  had  fallen  into  the  water  ? 

CAMERON.  That  iss  a  good  thing  to  say,  that  he  had  fallen 
into  the  water.  That  iss  what  I  say. 

SIMON.     But  you  don't  believe  it  r 

CAMERON.        I  do  not. 

MARY  ROSE.     What  do  the  people  in  the  village  say  ? 

CAMERON.     Some  say  he  iss  on  the  island  still. 

SIMON.  Mr.  Cameron  !  Oh,  Mr.  Cameron  !  What 
does  your  father  say  ? 

CAMERON.  He  will  be  saying  that  they  are  not  here  always, 
but  that  they  come  and  go. 

SIMON.     They  ?     Who  are  they  ? 

CAMERON  (uncomfortably).      I  do  not  know. 

SIMON.  '  Perhaps  he  heard  what  the  birds  come  to  listen  to  ! 

CAMERON.  That  iss  what  they  say.  He  had  heard  the 
island  calling. 

SIMON  (hesitating).     How  does  the  island  call  ? 

CAMERON.     I  do  not  know. 

SIMON.      Do  you  know  any  one  who  has  heard  the  call  ? 

CAMERON.  I  do  not.  No  one  can  hear  it  but  those  for 
whom  it  iss  meant. 

MARY  ROSE.  But  if  that  child  heard  it,  the  others  must  have 
heard  it  also,  as  they  were  with  him. 

CAMERON.  They  heard  nothing.  This  iss  how  it  will  be. 
I  might  be  standing  close  to  you,  Mistress  Blake,  as  it  were  here, 
and  I  might  hear  it,  ferry  loud,  terrible,  or  in  soft  whispers — 
no  one  knows — but  I  would  haf  to  go,  and  you  will  not  haf 
heard  a  sound. 

MARY  ROSE.     Simon,  isn't  it  creepy  ! 

SIMON.  But  full  of  holes,  I  have  no  doubt.  How  long  ago 
is  this  supposed  to  have  happened,  credulous  one  ? 
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CAMERON.     It  was  before  I  was  born. 

SIMON.      I  thought  so. 

MARY  ROSE.  Simon,  don't  make  fun  of  my  island.  Do  you 
know  any  more  ducky  stories  about  it,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

CAMERON.  I  cannot  tell  them  if  Mr.  Blake  will  be  saying 
things  the  island  might  not  like  to  hear. 

SIMON.     Not  *  chancey,'  I  suppose. 

MAR\  ROSE.      Simon,  promise  to  be  good. 

SIMON.     All  right,  Cameron. 

CAMERON.  This  one  iss  about  a  young  English  miss,  and 
they  say  she  was  about  ten  years  of  age. 

MARY  ROSE.  Not  so  much  younger  than  I  was  when  I 
came  here.  How  long  ago  was  it  ? 

CAMERON.      I  think  it  iss  ten  years  ago  this  summer. 

MARY  ROSE.  Simon,  it  must  have  been  the  year  after  I  was 
here  ! 

(SIMON  thinks  she  hns  heard  enough.) 

SIMON.  Very  likely.  But,  I  say,  we  mustn't  stay  on  gossip- 
ing. We  must  be  getting  back.  Did  you  bail  out  the  boat  ? 

CAMERON.    I  did  not,  but  I  will  do  it  now  if  such  iss  your  wish. 

MARY  ROSE.     The  story  first  ;   I  won't  go  without  the  story. 

CAMERON.  Well,  then,  the  father  of  this  miss  he  will  be 
fond  of  the  fishing,  and  he  sometimes  landed  the  little  one  on 
the  island  while  he  fished  round  it  from  the  boat. 

MARY  ROSE.     Just  as  father  used  to  do  with  me  ! 

SIMON.      I  dare  say  lots  of  bold  tourists  come  over  here. 

CAMERON.  That  iss  so,  if  ignorance  be  boldness,  and  some- 
times  

SIMON,      ^uite  so.      But  I  really  think  we  must  be  starting. 

MARY  ROSE.     No,  dear.      Please  go  on,  Mr.  Cameron. 

CAMERON.  One  day  the  father  pulled  over  for  his  little  one 
as  usual.  He  saw  her  from  the  boat,  and  it  iss  said  she  kissed 
her  hand  to  him.  Then  in  a  moment  more  he  reached  the 
island,  but  she  was  gone. 

MARY  ROSE.        GoilC  ? 

CAMERON.  She  had  heard  the  call  of  the  island,  though  no 
sound  came  to  him. 

MARY  ROSE.     Doesn't  it  make  one  shiver  ! 

CAMERON.  My  father  was  one  of  the  searchers  ;  for  many 
days  they  searched. 
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MARY  ROSE.  But  it  would  not  tajce  many  minutes  to  search 
this  darling  little  island. 

CAMERON.  They  searched,  ma'am,  long  after  there  was  no 
sense  in  searching. 

MARY  ROSE.  What  a  curdling  story  !  Simon  dear,  it  might 
have  been  Mary  Rose.  Is  there  any  more  ? 

CAMERON.  There  iss  more.  It  was  about  a  month  after- 
wards. Her  father  was  walking  on  the  shore,  over  there,  and 
he  saw  something  moving  on  the  island.  All  in  a  tremble, 
ma'am,  he  came  across  in  the  boat,  and  it  was  his  little  miss. 

MARY  ROSE.     Alive  ? 

CAMERON.     Yes,  ma'am. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  am  glad  :   but  it  rather  spoils  the  mystery. 

SIMON.      How,  Mary  Rose  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Because  she  could  tell  them  what  happened, 
stupid.  Whatever  was  it  ? 

CAMERON.  It  iss  not  so  easy  as  that.  She  did  not  know 
that  anything  had  happened.  She  thought  she  had  been  parted 
from  her  father  for  but  an  hour. 

(MARY  ROSE  shivers  and  takes  her  husband's  hand.} 

SIMON  (speaking  more  lightly  than  he  is  feeling}.  You  and 
your  bogies  and  wraiths,  you  man  of  the  mists. 

MARY  "ROSE  (smiling).  Don't  be  alarmed,  Simon  ;  I  was 
only  pretending. 

CAMERON.  It  iss  not  good  to  disbelieve  the  stories  when 
you  are  in  these  parts.  I  believe  them  all  when  I  am  here, 
though  I  turn  the  cold  light  of  remorseless  Reason  on  them 
when  I  am  in  Aberdeen. 

SIMON.  Is  that  '  chancey,'  my  friend  ?  An  island  that  has 
such  extraordinary  powers  could  surely  send  its  call  to  Aberdeen 
or  farther. 

CAMERON  (troubled).  I  had  not  thought  of  that.  That  may 
be  ferry  true. 

SIMON.  Beware,  Mr.  Cameron,  lest  some  day  when  you 
are  preaching  far  from  here  the  call  plucks  you  out  of  the  very 
pulpit  and  brings  you  back  to  the  island  like  a  trout  on  a  long 
cast. 

CAMERON.  I  do  not  like  Mr.  Blake's  way  of  talking.  1 
will  go  and  bail  the  boat. 

(He  goes  back  to  the  boat,  which  soon  drifts  out  of  sight.) 
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MARY  ROSE  (pleasantly^  thrilled}.  Suppose  it  were  true, 
Simon  ! 

SIMON  (stoutly}.     But  it  isn't. 

MARY  ROSE.  No,  of  course  not ;  but  if  it  had  been,  how 
awful  for  the  girl  when  her  father  told  her  that  she  had  been 
away  for  weeks. 

SIMON.  Perhaps  she  was  never  told.  He  may  have  thought 
it  wiser  not  to  disturb  her. 

MARY  ROSE.  Poor  girl  !  Yes,  I  suppose  that  would  have 
been  best.  And  yet — it  was  taking  a  risk. 

SIMON.     How  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Well,  not  knowing  what  had  happened  before, 
she  might  come  back  and — and  be-  caught  again.  (She  draws 
closer  to  him.}  Little  island,  I  don't  think  I  like  you  to- 
day. 

SIMON.  If  she  ever  comes  back,  let  us  hope  it  is  with  an 
able-bodied  husband  to  protect  her. 

MARY  ROSE  (comfortably).  Nice  people,  husbands.  You 
won't  let  them  catch  me,  will  you,  Simon  ? 

SIMON.      Let  'em  try.     (Gaily)  And  now  to  pack  up  the 
remnants  of  the  feast  and  escape  from  the  scene  of  the  crime. 
We  will  never  come  back  again n  Mary  Rose,  I  'm  too  frightened ! 
(She  helps  him  to  pack.) 

MARY  ROSE.  It  is  .i  bhaiiic  to  be  funny  about  my  island. 
You  poor,  lonely  isle.  I  never  knew  about  your  liking  to  be 
visited,  and  I  dare  say  1  shall  never  visit  you  any  more.  The 
last  time  of  anything  is  always  sad,  don't  you  think,  Simon  ? 

SIMON  (briskly).  There  mu^t  always  be  a  last  time,  dearest 
dear. 

MAR\  ROSK.  \  es — 1  suppose1 — for  everything.  There 
must  hi-  a  last  time  I  shall  see  you,  Simon.  (Playing  with  his 
hair)  Some  day  I  shall  flatten  this  tuft  for  the  thousandth  time, 
and  then  never  do  it  again. 

SIMON.  Some  day  I  shall  look  for  it  and  it  won't  be  there. 
That  day  I  shall  say  *  Good  riddance."1 

MARY  ROSE.  1  shall  cry.  (She  is  whimsical  rather  than 
merry  and  merry  rather  than  sad.) 

(SIMON  touches  her  hair  with  his  lips.) 
Some  day,  Simon,  you  will  kiss  me  for  the  last  time. 

SIMON.     That  wasn't  the  last  time,  at  any  rate.     (To  prove 
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it  he  kisses  her  again,  sportively  >  little  thinking  that  this  may  be 
the  last  time.     She  quivers.}     What  is  it  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  I  don't  know  ;  something  seemed  to  pass 
over  me. 

SIMON.  You  and  your  last  times.  Let  me  tell  you,  Mistress 
Blake,  there  will  be  a  last  time  of  seeing  your  baby.  (Hurriedly) 
I  mean  only  that  he  can't  always  be  infantile  ;  but  the  day  after 
you  have  seen  him  for  the  last  time  as  a  baby  you  will  see  him 
for  the  first  time  as  a  little  gentleman.  Think  of  that. 

MARY  ROSE  (clapping  her  hands).  The  loveliest  time  of  all 
will  be  when  he  is  a  man  and  takes  me  on  his  knee  instead  of 
my  putting  him  on  mine.  Oh,  gorgeous  !  (JFith  one  of  her 
sudden  changes)  Don't  you  think  the  sad  thing  is  that  we  seldom 
know  when  the  last  time  has  come  ?  We  could  make  so  much 
more  of  it. 

SIMON.     Don't  you  believi-th.it.    To  know  would  spoil  it  all. 

(The  packing  is  nearly  completed.) 
I  suppose  I  ought  to  stamp  out  die  lire  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  Let  Cameron  do  that.  1  want  you  to  come 
and  sit  beside  me,  Simon,  and  make  love  to  nir. 

SIMON.  What  a  life.  1  >et  me  see  now,  how  docs  one  begin  ? 
Which  arm  is  it  ?  I  belie\e  I  ha\e  forgotten  the  way. 

MARY*  ROSE.  Then  I  shall  make  love  to  you.  (Playing  ivith 
his  hair)  Have  i  been  a  nice  wife  to  you,  Simon  ?  I  don't  mean 
always  and  always.  There  was  that  awful  day  when  1  threw 
the  butter-dish  at  you.  T  am  so  sorry.  But  have  1  been  a 
tolerably  good  wife  on  the  whole,  not  a  wonderful  one,  but 
,i  wife  that  would  pass  in  a  crowd  ? 

SIMON.  Look  here,  if  you  are  going  to  butt  me  with  ymu 
head  in  that  way,  you  must  take  that  pin  out  of  your  hair. 

MARY  ROSE.  Ha\  e  1  been  all  right  as  a  mother,  Simon  ?  I  lave 
1  been  the  sort  of  mother  a  child  could  both  lo\e  and  lesptct  ? 

SIMON.  That  ib  a  very  awkwaid  question.  You  must  ask- 
that  of  Harry  Morland  Blake. 

MARY  ROSE.     Have  I ? 

SIMON.  Shut  up,  Mary  Rose.  I  know  you  :  you  will  be 
crying  in  a  moment,  and  you  don't  have  a  handkerchief,  for  I 
wrapped  it  round  the  trout  whose  head  came  off. 

MARY  ROSE.  At  any  rate,  Simon  Blake,  say  you  forgive  me 
about  the  butter-dish. 
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SIMON.      I  am  not  so  saire  of  that. 

MARY  ROSE.  And  there  were  some  other  things — almost 
worse  than  the  butter-dish. 

SIMON.     I  should  just  say  there  were. 

MARY  ROSE.  Simon,  how  can  you  ?  There  was  nothing 
so  bad  as  that. 

SIMON  (shaking  his  head).  I  can  smile  at  it  now,  but  at  the 
time  I  was  a  miserable  man.  I  wonder  I  didn't  take  to  drink. 

MARY  ROSE.  Poor  old  Simon.  But  how  stupid  you  were, 
dear,  not  to  understand. 

SIMON.  How  could  an  ignorant  young  husband  understand 
that  it  was  a  good  sign  when  his  wife  threw  the  butter-dish  at 
him  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     You  should  have  guessed. 

SIMON.  No  doubt  I  was  a  ninny.  But  I  had  always  under- 
stood that  when  a  young  wife — that  then  she  took  the  husband 
aside  and  went  red,  or  white,  and  hid  her  head  on  his  bosom, 
and  whispered  the  rest.  I  admit  I  was  hoping  for  that  ;  but 
all  I  got  was  the  butter-dish. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  suppose  different  women  have  different  ways. 

siivtoN.  I  hope  so.  (Severely)  And  that  was  a  dastard  trick 
you  played  me  afterwards. 

MARY  ROSE.  Which  ?  Oh,  that  !  1  just  wanted  you  to 
be  out  of  the  way  till  all  was  over. 

SIMON.  I  don't  mean  your  getting  me  out  of  the  house, 
sending  me  to  Plymouth.  The  dastardliness  was  in  not  letting 
them  tell  me,  when  I  got  back,  that — that  he  had  arrived. 

MARY  ROSE.  It  was  very  naughty  of  me.  You  remember, 
Simon,  when  you  came  in  to  my  room  you  tried  to  comfort  me 
by  saying  it  wouldn't  bi*  long  now — and  I  let  you  maunder  on, 
you  darling. 

SIMON.  Gazing  at  me  with  solemn,  innocent  eyes.  You 
unutterable  brat,  Mary  Rose  ! 

MARY  ROSE.  You  should  have  been  able  to  read  in  my  face 
how  clever  I  had  been.  Oh,  Simon,  when  I  said  at  last, 
6  Dearest,  what  is  that  funny  thing  in  the  bassinette  ? '  and  you 
went  and  looked,  never  shall  I  forget  your  face. 

SIMON.  I  thought  at  first  it  was  some  baby  '.you  Jiad 
borrowed. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  sometimes  think  so  still.      I  didn't,  did  I  ? 
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SIMON.  You  are  a  droll  one.  Always  just  when  I  think  I 
know  you  at  last  I  have  to  begin  at  the  beginning  again. 

MARY  ROSE  (suddenly).     Simon,  if  one  of  us  had  to — to  go — 

and  we  could  choose  which  one 

SIMON  (sighing).     She  's  off  again. 

MARY  ROSE.  Well,  but  if — I  wonder  which  would  be  best? 
I  mean  for  Harry,  of  course 

SIMON.     Oh,  I  should  have  to  hop  it. 

MARY  ROSE.      Dear  ! 

SIMON.  ,Oh,  I  haven't  popped  off  yet.  Steady,  you  nearly 
knocked  over  the  pickles.  (He  regards  her  curiously.}  If  I 
did  go,  I  know  your  first  thought  would  be  c  The  happiness  of 
Harry  must  not  be  interfered  with  for  a  moment.'  You  would 
blot  me  out  for  ever,  Mary  Rose,  rather  than  he  should  lose  one 
of  his  hundred  laughs  a  day. 

(She  hides  her  face.) 
It 's  true,  isn't  it  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  It  is  true,  at  any  rate,  that  if  I  was  the  one  to 
go,  that  is  what  I  should  like  you  to  do. 

SIMON.     Get  off  the  table-cloth. 

(Her  mouth  opens.} 
Don't  step  on  the  marmalade. 

MARY  ROSE  (gloriously).  Simon,  isn't  life  lovely  !  I  am  so 
happy,  happy,  happy.  Aren't  you  ? 

SIMON.     Rather. 

MARY  ROSE.  But  you  can  tie  up  marmalade.  Why  don't 
you  scream  with  happiness  ?  One  of  us  has  got  to  scream. 

SIMON.  Then  I  know  which  one  it  will  be.  Scream  away, 
it  will  give  Cameron  the  jumps. 

(CAMERON  draws  in.) 

There  you  are,  Cameron.     We  are  still  safe,  you  see.      You 
can  count  us — two. 

CAMERON.      I  am  ferry  glad. 

SIMON.  Here  you  are  (handing  him  the  luncheon  basket). 
You  needn't  tie  the  boat  up.  Stay  there  and  I  '11  stamp  out 
the  fire  myself. 

CAMERON.     As  Mr.  Blake  pleases. 

SIMON.     Ready,  Mary  Rose  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  T  must  say  good-bye  to  my  island  first.  Good- 
bye, old  mossy  seat,  nice  rowan.  Good-bye,  little  island  that 
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likes  too  much  to  be  visited.  Perhaps  I  shall  come  back  when 
I  am  an  old  lady  with  wrinkles,  and  you  won't  know  your 
Mary  Rose. 

SIMON.  I  say,  clear,  do  dry  up.  I  can't  help  listening  to  you 
when  I  ought  to  be  getting  this  fire  out. 

MARY  ROSE.     1  won't  say  another  word. 

SIMON.  Just  as  it  seems  to  be  out,  sparks  come  again.  Do 
you  think  if  I  were  to  get  some  stones ? 

J  O 

(He  looks  up  and  she  signs  that  she  has  promised  not  to  talk. 
They  laugh  to  each  other.  He  is  then  occupied  for  a  little 
time  in  dumping  wet  stones  from  the  loch  upon  the  fire. 
CAMERON  is  in  the  boat  with  his  Euripides.  MARY  ROSE 
is  sitting  demure  but  gay,  holding  her  tongue  with  her 
fingers  like  a  child. 

Something  else  is  happening  ;  the  call  has  come  to  MARY 
ROSE.  //  is  at  first  as  soft  and  furtive  as  whisperings  from 
holes  in  the  ground, A  Mary  Rose,  Mary  Rose.'  Then  in  a 
fury  as  of  storm  and  whistling  winds  that  might  be  an  unholy 
organ  it  rushes  upon  the  island,  raking  every  bush  for  her. 
These  sounds  increase  rapidly  in  volume  till  the  mere  loud- 
ness  of  them  is  horrible.  They  are  not  without  an  opponent. 
Struggling  through  the?ny  and  also  calling  her  name,  is  to 
be  heard  music  of  an  unearthly  sweetness  that  is  seeking 
perhaps  to  beat  them  back  and  put  a  girdle  of  safety  round 
her.  Once  MARY  ROSE'S  arms  go  out  to  her  husband  for 
help,  but  thereafter  she  is  oblivious  of  his  existence.  Her 
face  is  rapt,  but  there  is  neither  fear  nor  joy  in  it.  Thus 
she  passes  from  view.  The  island  immediately  resumes 
its  stillness.  The  sun  has  gone  dawn.  SIMON  by  the  fire 
and  CAMERON  /'//  the  boat  have  heard  nothing.} 
,  SIMON  (on  his  knees).  I  think  the  fire  is  done  for  at  last,  and 

that  we  can   go  now.      How  cold  and  grey  it  has  become. 

(Smiling,  but  without  looking  up)  You  needn't  grip  your  tongue  any 

longer,  you  know.  (He  rises.)  Mary  Rose,  where  have  you  got  to? 

Please  don't  hide.  Dearest,  don't.  Cameron,  where  is  my  wife  ? 
(CAMERON  rises  in  the  boat,  and  he  is  afraid  to  land.  His 
face  alarms  SIMON,  who  runs  this  way  and  that  and  is  lost  to 
sight  calling  her  by  name  again  and  again.  He  returns  livid.) 

Cameron,    I    can't    find    her.      Mary    Rose  !      Mary    Rose  ! 

Mary  Rose  ! 


ACT   III 

TWENTY-FIVE  years  have  passed,  and  the  scene  is  again  that 
cosy  room  in  the  Morlands'  house,  not  much  changed  since  we 
last  saw  it.  If  chintzes  have  faded,  others  as  smiling  have  taken 
their  place.  The  time  is  a  crisp  autumn  afternoon  just  before 
twilight  comes.  The  apple-tree,  not  so  easy  to  renew  as  the 
chintzes,  has  become  smaller,  but  there  are  a  few  gallant  apples 
on  it.  The  fire  is  burning,  and  round  it  sit  Mr.  arid  Mrs. 
Morland  and  Mr.  Amy,  the  Morlands  gone  smaller  like  the 
apple-tree  and  Mr.  Amy  bulky,  but  all  three  on  the  whole  still 
bearing  their  apples.  Inwardly  they  have  changed  still  less  ; 
hear  them  at  it  as  of  yore. 

MR.  MORLAND.     What  arc  you  laughing  over,  Fanny  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.      It  is  this  week's  Punch,  so  very  amusing. 

MR.  AMY.      Ah,  Punch)  it  isn't  what  it  used  to  he. 

MR.  MORLAND.     No,  indeed. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      I  disagree.     You  two  try  if  you  can  look 
at  this  picture  without  laughing. 

(They  are  unable  to  stand  the  test.] 

MR.  MORLAND.      I  think  I  can  say  that  I  enjoy  a  joke  as 
much  as  ever. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     You  light-hearted  old  man  ! 

MR.   MORLAND  (humorously].     Not  so  old,  Fanny.      Please 
to  remember  that  I  am  two  months  younger  than  you. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      How  can  I  forget  it  when  you  have  been 
casting  it  up  against  me  all  our  married  life  ? 

MR.    MORLAND   (not  without  curiosity].     Fanny  and    I   are 
seventy-three  ;   you  are  a  bit  younger,  George,  I  think  ? 

MR.  AMY.      Oh  yes,  oh  dear  yes. 

MR.  MORLAND.     You  never  say  precisely  what  your  age  is. 

MR.  AMY.      I  am  in  the  late  sixties.      I  am  sure  1  have  told 
you  that  before. 

MR.  MORLAND.      It  seems  to  me  you  have  been  in  the  sixties 
longer  than  it  is  usual  to  be  in  them. 

674 
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MRS.  MORLAND  (with  hewneedles).     James  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  No  offence,  George.  I  was  only  going  to 
say  that  at  seventy-three  I  certainly  don't  feel  my  age.  How 
do  you  feel,  George,  at — at  sixty-six  ?  (More  loudly,  as  if 
MR.  AMY  were  a  little  deaf.]  Do  you  feel  your  sixty-six  years  ? 

MR.  AMY  (testily).  I  am  more  than  sixty-six.  But  I  certainly 
don't  feel  my  age.  It  was  only  last  winter  that  I  learned  to  skate. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  still  go  out  with  the  hounds.  You  forgot 
to  come  last  time,  George. 

MR.  AMY.  If  you  arc  implying  anything  against  my  memory, 
James. 

MR.  MORLAND  (peering  throi4gh  his  glasses}.    What  do  you  say  ? 

MR.  AMY.    I  was  saying  that  I  have  never  used  glasses  in  my  life. 

MR.  MOKLAND.  If  I  wear  glasses  occasionally  it  certainly 
isn't  because  there  is  anything  defective  in  my  eyesight.  But 
the  type  used  by  newspapers  nowadays  is  so  vile 

MR.  AMY.     There  I  agree  with  you.     Especially  Bradshaw. 

MR.  MORLAND  (not  hearing  him).  I  say  the  type  used  by 
newspapers  of  to-day  is  vile.  Don't  you  think  so  ? 

MR.  AMY.  I  have  just  said  so.  (Pleasantly)  You  are  getting 
rather  dull  of  hearing,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND.  1  am  ?  I  like  that,  George  !  Why,  I  have 
constantly  to  shout  to  you  nowadays. 

MR.  AMY.  What  annoys  me  is  not  that  you  are  a  little  deaf, 
you  can't  help  that.  But  from  the  nature  of  your  replies  I 
often  see  that  you  are  pretending  to  have  heard  what  I  said 
when  you  did  not.  That  is  rather  vain,  James. 

MR.  MORI  AND.      Vain  !     Now  you  brought  this  on  yourself, 
George.    I  have  got  something  here  I  might  well  be  vain  of,  and 
I  meant  not  to  show  it  to  you  because  it  will  make  you  squirm. 
(MRS.  MORLAND  taps  warningly.) 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  didn't  mean  that,  George.  I  am  sure1 
that  you  will  be  delighted.  What  do  you  think  of  this  : 

(He  produces  a  water-colour  which  his  friend  examines  at 
arm's  length.) 

Let  me  hold  it  out  for  you,  as  your  arms  are  so  short. 
(The  offer  is  declined.) 

MR.  AMY  (with  a  sinking).     Very  nice.     What  do  you  call  it  r 

MR.  MORLAND.  Have  you  any  doubt  ?  I  haven't  the 
slightest.  I  am  sure  that  it  is  an  early  Turner. 


57 6  MARY  ROSE  [ACT  in. 

MR.  AMY  (paling).     Turner  !       « 

MR.  MORLAND.  What  else  can  it  be  ?  Holman  suggested  a 
Gurton  or  even  a  Dayes.  Absurd  !  Why,  Dayes  was  only 
a  glorified  drawing-master.  I  flatter  myself  I  can't  make  a 
mistake  about  a  Turner.  There  is  something  about  a  Turner 
difficult  to  define,  but  unmistakable,  an  absolute  something. 
It  is  a  charming  view,  too  ;  Kirkstall  Abbey  obviously. 

MR.  AMY.     Rivaulx,  I  am  convinced. 

MR.  MORLAND.     I  say  Kirkstall. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (with  her  needles).     James  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  Well,  you  may  be  right,  the  place  doesn't 
matter. 

MR.  AMY.  There  is  an  engraving  of  Rivaulx  in  that  Copper- 
plate Magazine  we  were  looking  at.  (He  turns  up  the  page.} 
I  have  got  it,  Rivaulx.  (He  brightens.)  Why,  this  is  funny. 
It  is  an  engraving  of  that  very  picture.  Hello,  hello,  hello. 
(Examining  it  through  his  private  glass.)  And  it  is  signed 
£.  Dayes. 

(MR.  MORLAND  holds  the  sketch  so  close  to  him  that  it  brushes 
his  eyelashes.) 

I  wouldn't  cat  it,  James.      So  it  is  by   Uayes,  the  drawing- 
master,  after  all.      1  am  sorry  you  have  had  this  disappointment. 
(MRS.  MORLAND  taps  warningly,  but  her  husband  is  now 
possessed.) 

MR.  MORLANIJ.      \  ou  sixty-six,  Air.  Amy,  you  sixty-six  ! 

MR.  AMY.  James,  this  is  very  painful.  Your  chagrin  I  can 
well  understand,  but  surely  your  sense  of  manhood — 1  regret 
that  I  have  outstayed  my  welcome.  1  bid  you  good  afternoon. 
Thank  you,  Mrs.  Morland,  for  your  unvarying  hospitality. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      I  shall  see  you  into  your  coat,  George. 

MR.  AMY.  It  is  very  kind  of  you,  but  1  need  no  one  to  see 
me  into  my  coat. 

MR.  MORLAND.  \  on  will  never  set  your  way  into  it  by 
yourself. 

(This  unwotthy  remark  is  perhaps  not  heard,  for    MRS. 
MORLAND  succeeds  once  more  in  bringing  the  guest  back.) 

MR.  AMY.  James,  1  cannot  leave  this  friendly  house  in 
wrath. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  am  an  irascible  old  beggai,  George. 
What  I  should  do  without  you 
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MR.  AMY.  Or  1  without  you.  Or  cither  of  us  without  that 
little  old  dear,  to  whom  we  are  a  never-failing  source  of  mirth. 
(The  little  old  dear  curtseys,  looking  very  frail  as  she  does  so.) 
Tell  Simon  when  he  comes  that  I  shall  be  in  to  see  him  to- 
morrow. Good-bye,  Fanny  ;  1  suppose  you  think  of  the  pair 
of  us  as  in  our  second  childhood  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Not  your  second,  George.      I  have  never 
known  any  men  who  have  quite  passed  their  first. 
(He  goes  smiling.) 

MR.  MORLAND  (ruminating  by  the  fire).  He  is  a  good  fellow, 
George,  but  how  touchy  he  is  about  his  age  !  And  he  has  a  way 
of  tottering  off  to  sleep  while  one  is  talking  to  him. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      He  is  not  the  only  one  of  us  who  does  that. 
(She  is  standing  by  the  window.) 

MR.  MORLAND.     What  arc  you  thinking  about,  Fanny  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  I  was  thinking  about  the  apple-tree,  and 
that  you  have  given  the  order  for  its  destruction. 

MR.  MORLAND.  It  must  come  down.  It  is  becoming  a 
danger,  might  fall  on  some  one  down  there  any  day. 

MRS.   MORLAND.      I  quite  sec  that  it  has  to  go.      (She  ^.an 
speak  of  MARY  ROSE  zu/MM/  a  tremor  now.)      But  her  tret1  ! 
How  often  she  made  it  a  ladder  from  this  room  to  the  ground  ! 
(MR.  MORLAND  does  not  ask  who,  but  he  very  nearly  does  so.) 

MR.  MORLAND.  Oh  yes,  of  course.  Did  she  use  to  climb 
the  apple-tree  ?  Yes,  I  think  she  did. 

(He  goes  to  his  wife,  as  it  were  for  protection.) 

MRS.  MORLAND  (not  failing  him).  Had  you  forgotten  that 
also,  James  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.      I  am  afraid  1  forget  a  lot  of  things. 

MRS.   MORLAND.       J  list  as  Well. 

..MR.  MORLAND.      It   is  so  long  since   she — how  long   is  it, 
Fanny  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Twenty-five  yi.u.s,  a  third  of  our  lifetime. 
It  will  soon  be  dark  ;  I  can  sec  the  twilight  lunning  acioss  the 
fields.  Draw  the  curtains,  dear. 

(He  does  so  and  turns  on  the  lights  ;  they  are  electric  lights 
now.) 
Simon's  train  must  be  nearly  due,  is  it  not  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  In  ten  minutes  or  so.  Did  you  forward 
his  telegram  ? 
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MRS.  MORLAND.  No,  I  though^  he  would  probably  get  it 
sooner  if  I  kept  it  here. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  dare  say.  (He  joins  her  on  the  sofa,  and 
she  sees  that  he  is  troubled.} 

MRS.  MORLAND.     What  is  it,  dear  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  1  am  afraid  I  was  rather  thoughtless  about 
the  apple-tree,  Fanny.  I  hurt  you. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (brightly).  Such  nonsense!  Have  another 
pipe,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND  (doggedly).  1  will  not  have  another  pipe.  I 
hereby  undertake  to  give  up  smoking  for  a  week  as  a  punish- 
ment to  myself.  (His  breast  swells  a  little.) 

MRS.  MORLAND.     You  will  regret  this,  you  know. 

MR.  MORLAND  (his  breast  ceasing  to  swell).  Why  is  my  heart 
not  broken  ?  If  I  had  been  a  man  of  real  feeling  it  would  have 
broken  twenty-five  years  ago,  just  as  yours  did. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Mine  didn't,  dear. 

MR.  MORLAND.  In  a  way  it  did.  As  foi  me,  at  the  time  I 
thought  I  could  never  raise  my  head  dgain,  but  there  is  a  deal 
of  the  old  Adam  in  me  still.  I  ride  and  shoot  and  laugh  and 
give  pompous  decisions  on  the  bench  and  wrangle  with  old 
George  as  if  nothing  much  had  happened  to  me.  I  never  think 
of  the  island  now  ;  I  dare  say  I  could  go  back  there  and  fish. 
(He  finds  that  despite  his  outburst  his  hand  has  strayed  towards  his 
tobacco-pouch.)  See  what  I  am  doing  !  (He  casts  his  pouch  aside 
as  if  it  were  the  culprit.)  I  am  a  man  enamoured  of  myself. 
Why,  I  have  actually  been  considering,  Fanny,  whether  I 
should  have  another  dress  suit. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (picking  up  the  pouch).  And  why  shouldn't 
you  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  At  my  age  !  Fanny,  this  should  be  put  on 
my  tombstone  :  'In  spite  of  some  adversity  IK  remained  a 
lively  old  blade  to  the  end.' 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Perhaps  that  would  be  a  rather  creditable 
epitaph  for  any  man,  James,  who  has  gone  through  as  much 
as  you  have.  What  better  encouragement  to  the  young  than 
to  be  able  to  tell  them  that  happiness  keeps  breaking  through  ? 
(She  puts  the  pipe,  which  she  has  been  filling,  in  his  mouth.) 

MR.  MORLAND.  If  I  smoke,  Fanny,  I  shall  despise  myself 
more  than  ever. 
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MRS.  MORLAND.     To  pjease  me. 

MR.  MORLAND  (as  she  holds  the  light).  I  don't  feel  easy  about 
it,  not  at  all  easy.  (With  a  happy  thought)  At  any  rate,  I 
won't  get  the  dress  suit. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Your  dress  suit  is  shining  like  a  mirror. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Isn't  it  !  I  thought  of  a  jacket  suit  only. 
The  V-shaped  waistcoat  seems  to  be  what  they  are  all^wearing 
now. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Would  you  have  braid  on  the  trousers  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  1  was  wondering.  You  see-i Oh, 

Fanny,  you  are  just  humouring  me. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Not  at  all.  And  as  for  the  old  Adam  in 
you,  dear  Adam,  there  is  still  something  of  the  old  Eve  in  me. 
Our  trip  to  Switzerland  two  years  ago,  with  Simon,  I  enjoyed 
every  hour  of  it.  The  little  card  parties  here,  am  I  not  called 
thr  noisy  one  ?  think  of  the  girls  I  have  chaperoned  and 
teased  and  laughed  with,  just  as  if  1  had  never  had  a  girl 
myself. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Your  brightness  hasn't  been  all  pretence  : 

MRS.  MORLAND.  No,  indeed  ;  I  have  passed  through  the 
valley  of  the  shadow,  dear,  but  I  can  say  thankfully  that  I  have 
come  out  again  into  the  sunlight.  (A  little  tremulously]  I 
suppose  it  is  all  to  the  good  that  as  the  years  go  by  the  dead 
should  recede  farther  from  us. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Some  say  they  don't. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     You  and  1  know  better,  James. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Up  there  in  the  misty  Hebrides  I  dare  say 
they  think  of  her  as  on  the  island  still.  Fanny,  how  long  is  it 
since — since  you  half  thought  that  yourself? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Kvcr  so  many  years.  Peihaps  not  the 
first  yeai.  1  did  cling  for  a  time 

MR.  MORLAND.     The  neighbours  here  didn't  like  it. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     She  wasn't  their  Mary  Rose,  you  see. 

MR.  MORLAND.      And  yet  her  iirst  disappearance 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  is  all  unfathomable.  It  is  as  if  Mary 
Rose  was  just  something  beautiful  that  you  and  I  and  Simon 
had  dreamt  together.  You  have  forgotten  much,  but  so  have  I. 
Even  that  room  (she  looks  towards  the  little  door)  that  was  hers 
and  her  child's  during  all  her  short  married  life — I  often  go  into 
it  now  without  remembering  that  it  was  theirs. 
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MR.  MORLAND.  It  is  strange.  It  is  rather  terrible.  You 
are  pretty  nigh  forgotten,  Mary  Rose. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  That  isn't  true,  dear.  Mary  Rose  belongs 
to  the  past,  and  we  have  to  live  in  the  present,  for  a  very  little 
longer.  Just  a  little  longer,  and  then  we  shall  understand  all. 
Even  if  we  could  drag  her  back  to  tell  us  now  what  these  things 
mean,  I  think  it  would  be  a  shame. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  Do  you  think  Simon 
is  a  philosopher  about  it  also  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Don't  be  bitter,  James,  to  your  old  wife. 
Simon  was  very  fond  of  her.  He  w«is  a  true  lover. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Was,  was  !  Is  it  all  '  was '  about  Mary 
Rose  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  just  has  to  be.  He  had  all  the  clever 
ones  of  the  day  advising,  suggesting,  probing.  He  went  back 
to  the  island  every  year  for  a  long  time. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Yes,  and  then  he  missed  a  year,  and  that 
somehow  ended  it. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  He  never  married  again.  Most  men 
would. 

MR.  MORLAND.  His  work  took  her  place.  What  a  jolly, 
hearty  fellow  he  ib  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND.  If  you  mean  he  isn't  heart-broken,  he 
isn't.  Mercifully  the  wound  has  healed. 

MR.  MORLAND.  I  am  not  criticising,  Fanny.  I  suppose 
any  one  who  came  back  after  twenty-five  years — however 
much  they  had  been  loved — it  might — we — should  we  know 
what  to  say  to  them,  Fanny  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Don't,  Janieb.  (She  rises.)  Simon  ib 
late,  isn't  he  ? 

MR.  MORLAND.  Very  little.  I  heard  the  train  a  short  time 
ago,  and  he  might  be  here — just— if  hr  had  the  luck  to  find  a 
cab.  But  not  if  he  is  walking  across  the  fields. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Listen  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.  Yes,  wheels.  That  is  probably  Simon. 
He  had  got  a  cab. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  I  do  hope  he  won't  laugh  at  me  for  having 
lit  a  fire  in  his  room. 

MR.  MORLAND  (with  mascu/tHe  humour}.  I  hope  you  put  him 
out  some  bed-socks. 
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MRS.  MORLAND  (eagerly^.     Do  you  think  he  would  let  me  ? 
You  wretch  ! 

(She  hurries  out^  and  returns  in  SIMON'S  arms. 

He  is  in  a  greatcoat  and  mufti.  He  looks  his  years, 
grizzled  with  grey  hair  and  not  very  much  of  it,  and  the  tuft 
is  gone.  He  is  heavier  and  more  commanding,  full  of 
vigour,  a  rollicking  sea-dog  for  the  moment,  but  it  is  a  face 
that  could  be  stern  to  harshness.) 

SIMON  (saluting).     Come  aboard,  sir. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Let  me  down,  you  great  bear.  ,  You  know 
how  1  hate  to  be  rumpled. 

MR.  MORLAND.  Not  she,  loves  it.  Always  did.  Get  off 
your  greatcoat,  Simon.  ,  Down  with  it  anywhere. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (fussing  delightedly}.  How  cold  your  hands 
are.  Come  nearer  to  the  fire. 

MR.  MORLAND.      He  is  looking  fit,  though. 

SIMON.     We  need  to  be  fit — these  days. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  So  nice  to  have  you  again.  You  do  like 
duck,  don't  you  ?  The  train  was  late,  wasn't  it  ? 

SIMON.  A  few  minutes  only.  I  made  a  selfish  bolt  for  the 
one  cab,  and  got  it. 

MR.  MORLAND.  We  thought  you  might  be  walking  across 
the  fields. 

SIMON.  No,  T  left  the  fields  to  the  two  other  people  who 
got  out  of  the  train.  One  of  them  was  a  lady  ;  I  thought 
something  about  her  walk  was  familiar  to  me,  but  it  was  darkish, 
and  1  didn't  make  her  out. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Bertha  Colinton,  I  expect.  She  was  in 
London  to-day. 

SIMON.  If  I  had  thought  it  was  Mrs.  Colinton  I  would  have 
offered  her  a  lift.  (For  a  moment  he  gleams  boyishly  like  the  young 
husband  of  other  days.)  Mother,  I  have  news  ;  I  have  got  the 
Rellerophon^  honest  Injun  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND.     The  very  ship  you  wanted. 

SIMON.     Rather. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Bravo,  Simon. 

SIMON.  It  is  like  realising  the  ambition  of  one's  life.  I  'm 
one  of  the  lucky  folk,  I  admit. 

(He  savs  this,  and  neither  of  them  notices  it  as  a  strange 
remark.) 
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MR.  MORLAND  (twinkling).     Beastly  life,  a  sailor's. 

SIMON  (cordially}.  Beastly.  I  have  loathed  it  ever  since  I 
slept  in  the  old  Britannia,  with  my  feet  out  at  the  port-hole  to 
give  them  air.  We  all  slept  that  way  ;  must  have  been  a  pretty 
sight  from  the  water.  Oh,  a  beast  of  a  life,  but  I  wouldn't 
exchange  it  for  any  other  in  the  world.  (Lowering]  And  if  this 
war  docs  come 

MR.  MORLAND  (characteristically).     It  won't,  I  'm  sure. 

SIMON.     I  dare  say  not.     But  they  say — however. 

MRS.  MO.RLAND.  Simon,  I  had  forgotten.  There  is  a  tele- 
gram for  you. 

SIMON.  Avaunt  !  I  do  trust  it  is  not  recalling  me.  T  had 
hoped  for  at  least  five  clear  days. 

MRS.  MORLAND  (giving  it  to  him).     We  didn't  open  it. 

SIMON.     Two  to  one  it  is  recalling  me. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  It  came  two  days  ago.  I  don't  like  them, 
Simon,  never  did  ;  they  have  broken  so  many  hearts. 

SIMON.  They  have  made  many  a  heart  glad  too.  Tt  may 
be  from  my  Harry — at  last.  Mother,  do  you  think  I  was  some- 
times a  bit  harsh  to  him  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.     I  think  you  sometimes  were,  my  son. 

MR.  MORLAND.     Open  it,  Simon. 

(SIMON  opens  the  telegram  and  many  unseen  devils  steal  into 
the  room.) 

MRS.  MORLAND  (shrinking  from  his  face)  It  can't  be  so  bad  as 
that.  We  are  all  here,  Simon. 

(For  a  moment  he  has  not  been  here  himself,  he  has  been  on 
an  island.  He  is  a  good  son  to  MRS.  MORLAND  now,  think- 
ing of  her  only,  placing  her  on  the  sofa,  going  on  his  knees 
beside  her  and  stroking  her  kind  face.  Her  arms  go  out  to 
her  husband,  who  has  been  reading  the  telegram.)  c 

MR.  MORLAND  (dazed).     Can't  be,  can't  be  ! 

SIMON  (like  some  better  father  than  he  perhaps  has  been).      It 
is  all  right,  Mother.     Don't  you  be  afraid.     It  is  good  news. 
You  are  a  brave  one,  you  have  come  through  much,  you  will 
be  brave  for  another  minute,  won't  you  ? 
(She  nods,  with  a  frightened  smile.) 
Mother  dear,  it  is  Mary  Rose. 

MR.  MORLAND.  It  can't  be  true.  It  is  too — too  glorious 
to  be  true. 
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MRS.  MORLAND.     Glorious  ?     Is  my  Mary  Rose  alive  ? 

SIMON.  It  is  all  right,  all  right.  I  wouldn't  say  it,  surely, 
if  it  wasn't  true.  Mary  Rose  has  come  back.  The  telegram 
is  from  Cameron.  You  remember  who  he  was.  He  is 
minister  there  now.  Hold  my  hand,  and  I  '11  read  it.  *  Your 
wife  has  come  back.  She  was  found  to-day  on  the  island.  I 
am  bringing  her  to  you.  She  is  quite  well,  but  you  will  all  have 
to  be  very  careful.' 

MRS.  MORLAND.     Simon,  can  it  be  ? 

SIMON.  I  believe  it  absolutely.  Cameron  would  not  deceive 
me. 

MR.  MORLAND.  He  might  be  deceived  himself;  he  was  a 
mere  acquaintance. 

SIMON.  I  am  sure  it  is  true.  He  knew  her  by  sight  as  well 
as  any  of  us. 

MR.  MORLAND.      But  after  twenty-five  years  ! 

SIMON.  Do  you  think  I  wouldn't  know  her  after  twenty- 
five  years  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.      My — my — she  will  be — very  changed. 

SIMON.  However  changed,  Mother,  wouldn't  I  know  my 
Mary  Rose  at  once  !  Her  hair  may  be  as  grey  as  mine — her 
face — her  little  figure — her  pretty  ways — though  they  were  all 
gone,  don't  you  think  I  would  know  Mary  Rose  at  once  ? 
(He  is  suddenly  stricken  with  a  painful  thought.)  Oh,  my  God, 
I  saw  IKT,  and  I  didn't  know  hijr  ! 

MRS.  MORLAND.       SimOIl  ! 

SIMON.  It  had  been  Cameron  with  her.  They  must  have 
come  in  my  train.  Mother,  it  was  she  I  saw  going  across  the 
fields — her  little  walk  when  she  was  excited,  half  a  run,  I 
recognised  it,  but  I  didn't  remember  it  was  hers. 

(Those  unseen  devils  chuckle.) 
MR.  MORLAND.     It  was  getting  dark. 
SIMON  (s/GW/y).      Mary  Rose  is  coming  across  the  fields. 

(He  goes  out.      MORLAND  peers  weakly  through  the  window 
curtains.     MRS.  MORLAND  goes  on  her  knees  to  pray.) 
MR.  MORLAND.      It  is  rather  dark.      I — I  shouldn't  wonder 
though  there  was  a  touch  of  frost  to-night.   I  wish  I  was  more  use. 

(CAMERON  enters,  a  bearded  clergyman  now.) 
MRS.   MORLAND.     Mr.   Cameron  ?     Tell   us  quickly,   Mr. 
Cameron,  is  it  true  ? 
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CAMERON.  It  iss  true,  ma'am.  v  Mr.  Blake  met  us  at  the 
gate  and  he  iss  with  her  now.  I  hurried  on  to  tell  you  the  things 
necessary.  It  iss  good  for  her  you  should  know  them  at  once. 

MRS.  MORLAND.      Please,  quick. 

CAMERON.     You  must  be  prepared  to  find  her — different. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     We  are  all  different.      Her  age 

CAMERON.  I  mean,  Mrs.  Morland,  different  from  what  you 
expect.  She  iss  not  different  as  we  are  different.  They  will 
be  saying  she  iss  just  as  she  was  on  the  day  she  went  away. 

(MR£.  MORLAND  shrinks.) 

These  five-and-twenty  years,  she  will  be  thinking  they  were 
just  an  hour  in  which  Mr.  Blake  and  I  had  left  her  in  some 
incomprehensible  jest. 

MRS.  MORLAND.     James,  just  as  it  was  before  ! 

MR.  MORLAND.      But  when  you  told  her  the  truth  ? 

CAMERON.     She  will  not  have  it. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  She  must  have  seen  how  much  older  you 
are. 

CAMERON.  She  does  not  know  me,  ma'am,  as  the  boy  who 
was  with  her  that  day.  When  she  did  not  recognise  me  I 
thought  it  best — she  was  so  troubled  already — not  to  tell  her. 

MR.  MORLAND  (appealing).  But  now  that  she  has  seen 
Simon.  His  appearance,  his  grey  hair — when  she  saw  him  she 
would  know. 

CAMERON  (unhappy).      I  am  not  sure  ,   it  iss  dark  out  there. 

MR.  MORLAND.  She  must  have  known  that  he  would  never 
have  left  her  and  come  home. 

CAMERON.  That  secretly  troubles  her,  but  she  will  not  speak 
of  it.  There  iss  some  terrible  dread  lying  on  her  heart. 

MR.  MORLAND.      A  dread  ? 

MRS.  MORLAND.  Harry.  James,  if  she  should  think  that 
Harry  is  still  a  child  ! 

CAMERON.      I  never  heard  what  became  of  the  boy. 

MRS.  MORLAND.  He  ran  away  to  sea  when  he  was  twelve 
years  old.  We  had  a  few  letters  from  Australia,  very  few  ; 
we  don't  know  where  he  is  now. 

MR.  MORLAND.      How  was  she  found,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

CAMERON.  Two  men  fishing  from  a  boat  saw  her.  She  was 
asleep  by  the  shore  at  the  very  spot  where  Mr.  Blake  made  a 
fire  so  long  ago.  There  was  a  rowan-tree  beside  it.  At  first 
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they  were  afraid  to  land,  but  they  did.  They  said  there 
was  such  a  joy  on  her  face  as  she  slept  that  it  was  a  shame  to 
waken  her. 

MR.  MORLAND.       Joy  ? 

CAMERON.      That  iss  so,  sir.      I  have  sometimes  thought 

(There  is  a  gleeful  clattering  on  the  stairs  of  some  one  to 
whom  they  must  be  familiar ;  and  if  her  father  and  mother 
have  doubted  they  know  now  before  they  see  her  that  MARY 
ROSK  has  come  back.  8 he  enters.  She  is  just  as  we  saw 
her  fast  except  that  we  cannot  see  her  quite  so  clearly.  She 
is  leaping  towards  her  mother  in  the  old  impulsive  way^  and 
the  mother  responds  in  her  way,  but  something  steps  between 
them.) 

MARY  ROSE  (puzz/rd).     What  is  it  f 
(It  is  the  years.) 

MRS.  MOKLAND.        My  IciVC. 

MR.  MORLANJJ.      Mary  Rose. 
MARY  ROSE.      Father. 

(Hut  the  obstacle  is  still  tha  r.      She  turns  timidly  to  SIMON, 
who  has  come  in  with  her.) 
What  is  it,  Simon  ? 

(8 he  goes  confidently  to  him  till  she  sees  what  the  \ears  have 
done  with  him.      She  shake*  now.) 
SIMON.      My  beloved  wife. 

(He  takes  her  in  his  arms  and  so  doe*  her  mother,  and  she  is 
glad  to  be  there,  hut  it  is  not  of  them  she  is  thinking,  and 
soon  she  softly  disengages  herself.) 

MR.  MORLAND.  We  are  so  glad  you — had  you  a  comfortable 
journey,  Mary  Rose  ?  You  would  like  a  cup  of  tea,  wouldn't 
you  ?  Is  there  anything  /  can  do  ? 

(MARY  ROSE'S  eyes  go  from  him  to  the  little  door  at  the  back.) 
MARY  ROSE  (coaxingly  to  her  father).     Tell  me. 
MR.  MORLAND.     Tell  you  what,  dear  ? 
MARY  ROSE  (appealing  to  CAMERON).      You  r 

(fie  presses  her  hand  and  turns  away.  She  goes  to  SIMON 
and  makes  much  of  him,  cajoling  him.) 

Simon,  my  Simon.     Be  nice  to  me,  Simon.     Be  nice  to  me, 
dear  Simon,  and  tell  me. 

SIMON.      Dearest  love,  since  1  lost  you — it  was  a  long  time 
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MARY  ROSE  (petulant}.  It  wasn't — please,  it  wasn't.  (She 
goes  to  her  mother.)  Tell  me,  my  mother  dear. 

MR.  MORLAND.     I  don't  know  what  she  wants  to  be  told. 

MRS.  MORLAND.        1  kllOW. 

MARY  ROSE  (an  unhappy  child}.     Where  is  my  baby  ? 

(They  cannot  face  her,  and  she  goes  to  seek  an  answer  jrom 
the  room  thai  lies  beyond  the  little  door.  Her  mother  and 
husband  follow  her. 

MR.  MORLAND  and  CAMERON  left  alone  are  very  conscious 
ofwfyat  may  be  going  on  in  that  inner  room.) 
MR.  MORLAND.      Have  you  been  in  this  part  of  the  country 
before,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

CAMERON.  I  haf  not,  sir.  It  is*  n\y  first  visit  to  England. 
You  cannot  hear  the  sea  in  this  house  at  all,  which  iss  very 
strange  to  me. 

MR.  MORLAND.     If  I  might  show  you  our  Downs 

CAMERON.  1  thank  you,  Mr.  Morland,  but — in  such 
circumstances  do  not  trouble  about  me  at  all. 

(They  listen.) 
MR.  MORLAND.      I  do  not  know  if  you  arc  interested  in  prints. 

I  have  a  pencil  sketch  by  Cousins — undoubtedly  genuine 

CAMERON.     I   regret  my  ignorance  on  the  subject.     This 

matter,  so  strange — so  inexplicable 

MR.  MORLAND.  Please  don't  talk  of  it  to  me,  sir.  1  am — 
an  old  man.  I  have  been  so  occupied  all  my  life  with  little 

things — very  pleasant — I  cannot  cope — cannot  cope 

(A  hand  is  placed  on  his  shoulder  so  sympathetically  that  he 
dares  to  ask  a  question.) 
Do  you  think  she  should  have  come  back,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

(The  stage  darkens  and  they  are  blotted  out.      Into  thh 

darkness  MRS.  OTERY  enters  with  a  candle^  and  we  see  thuj; 

the  scene  has  changed  to  the  dismantled  room  of  the  first  act. 

HARRY  is  sunk  in  the  chair  as  we  last  saw  him.) 

MRS.  OTERY  (who  in  her  other  hand  has  a  large  cup  and  saucer). 

Here  is  your  tea,  mister.     Are  you  sitting  in  the  dark  ?     I 

haven't  been  more  than  the  ten  minutes  I  promised  you.      I 

(She  stops  short,  struck  by  his  appearance.  She  holfh  the 
candle  nearer  him.  He  is  staring  wide-eyed  into  the 
fire>  motionless.) 
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What  is  the  matter,  mister,  ?     Here  is  the  tea,  mister. 

(He  looks  at  her  blankly.) 
I  have  brought  you  a  cup  of  tea,  I  have  just  been  the  ten  minutes. 

HARRY  (rising).     Wait  a  mo. 

(He  looks  about  him,  like  one  taking  his  bearings.) 
Gimme  the  tea.     That 's  better.     Thank  you,  missis. 

MRS.  OTKRY.      Have  you  seen  anything  ? 

HARRY.  See  here,  as  I  sat  in  that  chair — 1  wasn't  sleeping, 
mind  you — it 's  no  dream — but  things  of  the  far  past  connected 
with  this  old  house — things  I  knew  naught  of — they  camic 
crowding  out  of  their  holes  and  gathered  round  me  till  I  saw — 
I  saw  them  all  so  clear  that  I  don't  know  what  to  think,  woman. 
(He  is  a  grave  man  now*)  Never  mind  about  that.  Tell  me 
about  this — ghost. 

MRS.  OTERY.      It 's  no  concern  of  yours. 

HARRY.  Yes,  it  is  some  concern  of  mine.  The  folk  that 
used  to  live  here — the  Morlands 

MRS.  OTERY.  That  was  the  name.  I  suppose  you  heard  it 
in  the  village  ? 

HARRY.  I  have  heard  it  all  my  days.  It  is  one  of  the  names 
I  bear.  I  am  one  of  the  family. 

MRS.  OTERY.      1  suspicioncd  that. 

HARRY.  I  suppose  that  is  what  made  them  come  to  me  as  I 
sat  here.  Tell  me  about  them. 

MRS.  OTERY.  It  is  little  I  know.  They  were  dead  and  gone 
before  my  time,  the  old  man  and  his  wife. 

HARRY.      It 's  not  them  I  am  asking  you  about. 

MRS.  OTERY.  They  had  a  son-in-law,  a  sailor.  The  war 
made  a  great  man  of  him  before  it  drowned  him. 

HARRY.  I  know  that ;  he  was  my  father.  Hard  I  used  to 
think  him,  but  I  know  better  now.  Go  on,  there 's  the  other  one. 

MRS.  OTERY  (reluctantly).     That  was  all. 

HARRY.     There  is  one  more. 

MRS.  OTERY.  If  you  must  speak  of  her,  she  is  dead  too.  I 
never  saw  her  in  life. 

HARRY.     Where  is  she  buried  r 

MRS.  OTERY.      Down  by  the  church. 

HARRY.      Is  there  a  stone  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.        Yes. 

HARRY.      Does  it  say  her  age  ? 
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MRS.  OTERY.       No.  • 

HARRV.     Is  that  holy  spot  well  taken  care  of  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.     You  can  sec  for  yourself. 

HARRY.  I  will  see  for  myself.  And  so  it  is  her  ghost  that 
haunts  this  house  ? 

(She  makes  no  answer.     He  struggles  with  himself.) 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  ghosts.      And  yet Is  it  true 

about  folk  having  lived  in  this  house  and  left  in  a  hurry  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.        It  's  true. 

HARRY.  '   Because  of  a  ghost — a  thing  that  can't  he. 

MRS.  OTERY.  When  I  came  in  your  eyes  were  staring  ;  I 
thought  you  had  seen  her. 

HARRY.      Have  you  ever  seen  her  yourself? 

(She  shivers.) 
Where  ?      In  this  room  ? 

(She  looks  at  the  little  door.) 
In  there  ?     Has  she  ever  been  seen  out  of  that  room  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  All  over  the  house,  in  every  room  and  on 
the  stairs.  I  tell  you  I  Ve  met  her  on  the  stairs,  and  she 
drew  back  to  let  me  pass  and  said  '  Good  evening  '  too,  timid- 
like,  and  at  another  time  she  has  gone  by  me  like  a  rush  of 
wind. 

HARRY.  What  is  she  like  ?  Is  she  dressed  in  white  f  They 
are  allus  dressed  in  white,  aren't  they  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  She  looks  just  like  you  or  me.  But  for  all 
that  she  's  as  light  as  air.  I  Ve  seen — things. 

HARRY.  You  look  like  it,  too.  But  she  is  harmless,  it 
seems  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  There  \  some  wouldn't  say  that  ;  them  that 
left  in  a  hurry.  If  she  thought  you  were  keeping  it  from  her 
she  would  do  you  a  mischief. 

HARRY.     Keeping  what  from  her  ? 

MRS.  OTERY.  Whatever  it  is  she  prowls  about  this  cold 
house  searching  for,  searching,  searching.  I  don't  know  what 
it  is. 

HARRY  (grimly).  Maybe  I  could  tell  you.  I  dare  say  I 
could  even  put  her  in  the  way  of  finding  him. 

MRS.  OTERY.  Then  I  wish  to  God  you  would,  and  let  her 
rest. 

HARRY.     My  old  dear,  there  are  worse  things   than  not 
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finding  what  you  arc  looking  for  ;    there  is  finding  them  so 
different  from  what  you  had  hoped.     (lie  moves  about.)     A 

ghost.     Oh  no — and  yet,  and  yet See  here,  I  am  going 

into  that  room. 

MRS.  OTERY.     As  you  like  ;   I  care  not. 
HARRY.     I  '11  burst  open  the  door. 

MRS.  OTERY.     No  need  \    it 's  not  locked  ;    I  cheated  you 
about  that. 

HARRY.     But  I  tried  it  and  it  wouldn't  open. 

(MRS.  OTERY  is  very  unhappy.} 
You  think  she  is  in  there  ? 
MRS.  OTERY.     She  may  be. 
HARRY  (taking  a  deep^breath).     Give  me  air. 

(He  throws  open  the  window  and  we  see  that  it  is  a  night 
of  stars.) 
Leave  me  here  now.      I  have  a  call  to  make. 

MRS.  OTERY  (hesitating).      I  dunno.     You  think  you  're  in 

no  danger,  but 

HARRY.     That  is  how  it  is  to  be,  missis.     Just  ten  minutes 
you  were  out  of  the  room,  did  you  say  ? 
MRS.  OTERY.     That  was  all. 
HARRY.     God  ! 

(She  leaves  him.  Jfter  a  moments  irresolution  he  sets  off 
upon  his  quest  carrying  the  candle^  which  takes  with  it  all 
the  light  of  the  room.  He  is  visible  on  the  other  side  of  the 
darkness,  in  the  little  passage  and  opening  the  door  beyond. 
He  returns,  and  now  we  see  the  pale  ghost  of  MARY  ROSE 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  as  if  made  out  of  the  light 
he  has  brought  back  with  him.) 

MARY  ROSE  (bowing  to  him  timidly).      Have  you  come  to  buy 
t[ie  house  ? 

HARRY  (more  startled  by  his  own  voice  than  by  hers).  Not  me. 
MARY  ROSE.  It  is  a  very  nicv  house.  (Doubtfully]  Isn't  it  ? 
HARRY.  It  was  a  nice  house  once. 

MARY  ROSE  (pleased).     Wasn't  it  !     (Suspiciously)  Did  you 
know  this  house  ? 

HARRY.     When  I  was  a  young  shaver. 

MARY  ROSE.     Young  ?     Was  it  you  who  laughed  ? 

HARRY.     When  was  that  ? 

MARY   ROSE   (pulled).     There  was  once  some  one  who 
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laughed  in  this  house.     Don't  you,  think  laughter  is  a  very 
pretty  sound  ? 

HARRY  (out  of  his  depths).  Is  it  ?  T  dare  say.  I  never 
thought  about  it. 

MARY  ROSE.     You  are  quite  old. 

HARRY.      I  'm  getting  on. 

MARY  ROSE  (confidentially).  Would  you  mind  telling  me 
why  every  one  is  so  old  ?  I  don't  know  you,  do  T  ? 

HARRY.  I  wonder.  Take  a  look.  You  might  have  seen 
/ne  in  the. old  days — playing  about — outside  in  the  garden — 
or  even  inside. 

MARY  ROSE.     You — you  are  not  Simon,  are  you  ? 

HARRY.     No.     (Venturing)  My  name  is  Harry. 

MARY  ROSE  (stiffening).  I  don't  think  so.  1  strongly  object 
to  your  saying  that. 

HARRY.  I  'm  a  queer  sort  of  cove,  and  I  would  like  to  hear 
you  call  me  Harry. 

MARY  ROSE  (firmly).  I  decline.  I  regret,  but  I  absolutely 
decline. 

HARRY.     No  offence. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  think  you  are  sorry  for  me. 

HARRY.      I  am  that. 

MARY  ROSE.      I  am  sorry  for  me,  too. 

HARRY  (desperately  desirous  to  help  her).      If  only  there  was 

something  I I  know  nothing  about  ghosts-  -not  a  thing  ; 

can  they  sit  down  ?     Could  you ? 

(He  turns  the  chair  toward  her.) 

MARY  ROSE.     That  is  your  chair. 

HARRY.     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     That  is  where  you  were  sitting. 

HARRY.     Were  you  in  this  room  when  I  was  sitting  thm*  r 

MARY  ROSE.      I  came  in  to  look  at  you. 

(A  sudden  thought  makes  him  cross  with  the  candle  to  where 
he  had  left  his  knife.     It  is  gone.) 

HARRY.  Where  is  my  knife  ?  Were  you  standing  looking 
at  me  with  my  knife  in  your  hand  ? 

(She  is  sullenly  silent.) 
Give  me  my  knife. 

(She  gives  it  to  him.) 
What  made  you  take  it  ? 
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MARY  ROSE.     I  thougljt  you  were  perhaps  the  one. 

HARRY.     The  one  ? 

MARY  ROSE.     The  one  who  stole  him  from  me. 

HARRY.      I  see.      Godsake,  in  ;i  sort  of  way  I  suppose  I  am. 
(He  sits  in  the  chair.) 

MARY  ROSE.      Give  him  back  to  me. 

HARRY.  I  wish  1  could.  But  T  'm  doubting  he  is  gone 
beyond  recall. 

MARY  ROSE  (unexpectedly).     Who  is  he  ? 

HARRY.  Do  you  mean  you  have  forgotten  who  it  is  ygji 
are  searching  for  ? 

MARY  ROSE.  I  knew  once.  It  is  such  a  long  time  ago.  I 
am  so  tired  ;  please  can  I  go  away  and  play  now  ? 

HARRY.  Go  away  ?  Where  ?  You  mean  back  to  that 
— that  place  ? 

(She  nods.) 
Whnt  sort  of  a  place  is  it  ?      Is  it  good  to  be  there  r 

MARY  ROSE.      Lovely,  lovely,  lovely. 

HARRV.  ft  \  not  just  the  island,  is  it,  that 's  «:o  lovely, 
lovely  ? 

(She  is  perplexed.) 
Have  you  forgotten  the  island  too  ? 

MARY  Rosh.      I  am  sorry. 

HARRV.      The  island,  the  place  where  you  heard  the  cill. 

MARY  ROSE.      What  is  that  ? 

HARRY.  You  have  even  forgotten  the  call  !  (J^ith  vision) 
As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  it  was  as  if,  in  a  way,  there  were  two 
kinds  of  dogs  out  hunting  you — the  good  and  the  bad. 

MARY  RUSK  (who  thinks  he  is  chiding  her).  Please  don't  be 
cross  with  me. 

.  HARRY.  I  am  far  from  cross  with  you.  I  begin  to  think 
it  was  the  good  dogs  that  got  you.  Are  they  ghosts  in  that 
place  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (with  surprising  certainty).     No. 

HARRY.      You  are  sure  ? 

MARY  ROSE.        HoilCSt  Injuil  ! 

HARRY.  What  tairly  does  me  is,  if  the  place  is  so  lovely, 
what  made  you  leave  it  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (frightened).     I  don't  know. 

HARRY.      Do  you  think  you  could  have  fallen  out  ? 
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MARY  ROSE.  I  don't  know.  (Shf  thinks  his  power  is  great.) 
Please,  I  don't  want  to  be  a  ghost  any  more. 

HARRY.  As  far  as  I  can  see,  if  you  wasn't  a  ghost  there  you 
made  yourself  one  by  coming  back.  But  it 's  no  use  your 
expecting  me  to  be  able  to  help  you.  (She  droops  at  this  and 
he  holds  out  his  arms.)  Come  to  me,  ghostie  ;  I  wish  you 
would. 

MARY  ROSE  (prim  again).     Certainly  not. 

HARRY.     If  you  come,  I  11  try  to  help  you. 

(She  goes  at  once  and  sits  on  his  knee.) 

See  here,  when  I  was  sitting  by  the  lire*  alone  I  seemed  to  hear 
you  as  you  once  were  saying  that  some  day  when  he  was  a  man 
you  would  like  to  sit  on  your  Harry's  kpee. 

MARY  ROSE  (vaguely  quoting  she  knows  not  whom).  The 
loveliest  time  of  all  will  be  when  he  is  a  man  and  takeb  me  on 
his  knee  instead  of  my  taking  him  on  mine. 

HARRY.      Do  you  see  who  I  am  now  ? 

MARY  ROSE.      Nice  man. 

HARRY.      Is  that  all  you  know  about  me  ? 

MARY  ROSE.        YeS. 

HARRY.  There  is  a  name  I  would  like  to  call  you  by,  but 
my  best  course  is  not  to  worry  you.  Poor  soul,  1  wonder  if 
there  was  ever  u  man  with  a  ghost  on  his  knee  before. 

MARY  ROSE.      1  don't  know. 

HARRY.  Seems  to  me  you  're  feared  of  being  a  ghost.  I 
dare  say,  to  a  timid  thing,  being  a  ghost  is  worse  than  seeing 
them. 

MARY  ROSE.       Yes. 

HARRY.      Is  it  lonely  being  a  ghost  ? 

MARY  ROSE.        Yes. 

HARRY.      Do  you  know  any  other  ghosts  ? 

MARY  ROSE.       No. 

HARRY.     Would  you  like  to  know  other  ghosts  ? 

MARY  ROSE.        YcS. 

HARRY.  I  can  understand  that.  And  now  you  would  like 
to  go  away  and  play  ? 

MARY  ROSE.      Please. 

HARRY.  In  this  cold  house,  when  you  should  be  searching, 
do  you  sometimes  play  by  yourself  instead  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (whispering).      Don't  tell. 
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HARRY.  Not  me.  You  're  a  pretty  thing.  What  beautiful 
shoes  you  have. 

(She  holds  out  her  feet  complacently.) 

MARY  ROSE.     Nice  buckles. 

HARRY.      I  like  your  hair. 

MARY  ROSE.      Pretty  hair. 

HARRY.  Do  you  mind  the  tuft  that  used  to  stand  up  at  the 
back  of — of  Simon's  head  ? 

MARY  ROSE  (merrily).     Naughty  tuft. 

HARRY.      I  have  one  like  that. 

MARY  ROSK  (smoothing  it  flown).  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  what  a 
naughty  tuft ! 

HARRY.      My  name  is  Harry. 

MARY  ROSE  (liking  the  pretty  sound).  Harry,  Harry,  Harry, 
Hany. 

HARRY.      But  you  don't  know  .what  Harry  I  am. 

MARY  ROSE.        No. 

HARRY.  And  this  brings  us  no  nearer  what 's  to  be  done 
with  you.  I  would  willingly  stay  hen-  though  I  have  my  clear- 
ing in  Australv,  but  you  're  just  a  ghost.  'They  say  there  are 
ways  of  laying  ghosts,  but  I  am  so  ignorant. 

MAR^    ROSE  (imploringly).      Tell  me. 

HARRY.  I  wish  I  lould  ;  you  are  even  more  ignorant 
than  I  am. 

MARY  ROSE.      Tell  me. 

HARRY.  All  I  know  about  them  for  certain  is  that  they  are 
unhappy  because  they  can't  iind  something,  and  then  once 
they  've  got  the  thing  they  want,  they  go  away  happy  and  never 
come  back. 

MARY  ROSE.      Oh,  nice  ! 

.HARRY.  The  one  thing  clear  to  me  is  that  you  have  got 
that  thing  at  last,  but  you  are  too  dog-tired  to  know  or  care. 
What  you  need  now  is  to  get  back  to  the  place  you  say  is  lovely, 
lovely. 

MARY  ROSE.      Yes,  yes. 

HARRY.      It  sounds  as  if  it  might  be  Heaven,  or  near  thereby. 

(She  wants  him  to  find  out  for  her.) 

Queer,  you  that  know  so  much  can  tell  nothing,  and  them  that 
know  nothing  can  u-ll  so  much.  If  there  was  any  way  of 
getting  you  to  that  glory  place  ! 
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MARY  ROSE.       Tell  me,  , 

HARRY  (desperate}.  He  would  surely  send  for  you,  if  He 
wanted  you. 

MARY  ROSE  (crushed).     Yes. 

HARRY.     It 's  like  as  if  He  had  forgotten  you. 

MARY  ROSE.       YeS. 

HARRY.     It 's  as  if  nobody  wanted  you,  either  there  or  here. 

MARY  ROSE.     Yes.     (She  rises.)     Bad  man. 

HARRY.  It 's  easy  to  call  me  names,  but  the  thing  fair  beats 
jne.  There  is  nothing  I  wouldn't  do  for  you,  but  a  mere  man 
is  so  helpless.  How  should  the  likes  of  me  know  what  to  do 
with  a  ghost  that  has  lost  her  way  on  earth  ?  I  wonder  if  what 
it  means  is  that  you  broke  some  law,  j*ist  to  come  back  for  the 
sake  of — of  that  Harry  ?  If  it  was  that,  it  \  surely  time  He 
overlooked  it. 

MARY  ROSE.       YeS. 

(He  looks  fit  the  open  window. } 

HARRY.  What  a  night  of  stars  !  Good  old  glitterers,  I 
dare  say  they  are  in  the  know,  but  I  am  thinking  you  are  too 
small  a  thing  to  get  a  helping  hand  from  them. 

MARY  ROSE.       Y('S. 

(T^he  call  /f  again  heard,  hit  there  is  in  it  now  no  unholy 
sound.  Jt  is  a  celestial  music  that  is  calling  for  Mary  Rose, 
Mary  Rose,  first  in  whispers  and  soon  so  loudly  that,  for  one 
who  can  hear,  it  is  the  only  sound  in  the  world.  Mary  Rose, 
Mary  Rose,  jfs  it  wraps  her  round,  the  weary  little  ghost 
knows  that  her  long  day  is  done.  Her  face  is  shining.  The 
smallest  star  shoots  down  for  her,  and  with  her  arms 
stretched  forth  to  it  trustingly  she  walks  out  through  the 
window  into  the  empyrean.  The  mu\ic  passes  with  her. 
HARRY  hears  nothing,  but  he  knows  that  somehow  a  pruyir 
has  been  anwveted.} 
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THE  scene  makes  believe  to  he  the  private  home  of  Pantaloon 
and  Columbine,  though  whether  they  ever  did  have  a  private 
home  is  uncertain.  t 

In  the  English  version  (and  with  that  alone  are  we  concerning 
ourselves)  these  two  were  figures  in  the  harlequinade,  which  in 
Victorian  days  gave  a  finish  to  pantomime  as  vital  as  a  tail  to  a 
dog.  Now  they  are  vanished  from  the  boards  ;  or  at  best  they 
wander  through  the  canvas  streets,  in  everybody's  way,  at  heart 
afraid  of  their  own  policeman,  really  dead,  and  waiting,  like  the 
faithful  old  horse,  for  some  one  to  push  them  over.  Here  at  the 
theatre  is  perhaps  a  scrap  of  Columbine's  skirt,  torn  off  as  she 
squeezed  through  the  wings  for  the  last  time,  or  even  placed 
there  intentionally  by  her  as  a  souvenir  :  Columbine  to  her 
public,  a  kiss  hanging  on  a  nail. 

They  arc  very  illusive.  One  has  to  toss  to  find  outf  what  was 
their  relation  to  each  other  :  whether  Pantaloon,  for  instance, 
was  Columbine's  father.  He  was  an  old,  old  urchin  of  the 
streets  over  whom  some  fairy  wand  had  been  waved,  rather  care- 
lessly, and  this  makes  him  a  child  of  art  ;  now  we  must  all  be 
nice  to  children  of  art,  and  the  nicest  thing  we  can  do  for 
Pantaloon  is  to  bring  the  penny  down  heads  and  give  him  a 
delightful  daughter.  So  Columbine  was  Pantaloon's  daughter. 

It  would  be  cruel  to  her  to  make  her  his  wife,  because  then 
ahc  could  not  have  a  love-affair. 

The  mother  is  dead,  to  give  the  little  home  a  touch  of  pathos. 

We  have  now  proved  that  Pantaloon  and  his  daughter  did 
have  a  home,  and  as  soon  as  we  know  that,  we  know  more. 
We  know,  for  instance,  that  as  half  a  crown  seemed  almost  a 
competency  to  them,  their  home  must  have  been  in  a  poor 
locality  and  conveniently  small.  We  know  also  that  the  sitting- 
room  and  kitchen  combined  must  have  been  on  the  ground  floor. 
We  know  it,  because  in  the  harlequinade  they  were  always 
flying  from  the  policeman  or  bashing  his  helmet,  and  Pantaloon 
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would  have  taken  ill  with  a  chamber  that  was  not  easily  com- 
manded by  the  policeman  on  his  beat.  Even  Columbine,  we 
may  be  sure,  refined  as  she  was  and  incapable  of  the  pettiest 
larceny,  liked  the  homely  feeling  of  dodging  the  policeman's  eye 
as  she  sat  at  meals.  Lastly,  we  know  that  directly  opposite 
the  little  home  was  a  sausage-shop,  the  plcasantcst  of  all  sights 
to  Pantaloon,  who,  next  to  his  daughter,  loved  a  sausage.  It  is 
being  almost  too  intimate  to  tell  that  Columbine  hated  sausages  ; 
she  hated  them  as  a  literary  hand's  daughter  might  hate  manu- 
scripts. But  like  a  loving  child  she  never  told  her  hate,  and 
spent  great  part  of  her  time  toasting  sausages  to  a  turn  before 
the  fire,  and  eating  her  own  one  bravely  when  she  must,  but 
concealing  it  in  the  oddest  places  when  §hc  could. 

We  should  now  be  able  to  reconstitute  Pantaloon's  parlour. 
It  is  agreeably  stuffy,  with  two  windows  and  a  recess  between 
them,  from  which  one  may  peep  both  ways  for  the  policeman. 
The  furniture  is  in  horse-hair,  no  rents  showing,  because  careful 
Columbine  has  covered  them  with  antimacassars.  All  the 
chairs  (but  not  the  sofa)  are  as  sound  of  limb  as  they  look  except 
one,  and  Columbine,  who  is  as  light  as  an  air  balloon,  can  sit  on 
this  one  even  with  her  feet  off  the  floor.  Though  the  time  is 
summer  there  is  a  fire  burning,  so  that  Pantaloon  need  never  cat 
his  sausages  raw,  which  he  might  do  inadvertently  if  Columbine 
did  not  take  them  gently  from  his  hand.  There  is  a  cosy  round 
table  with  a  waxcloth  cover  adhering  to  it  like  a  sticking-plaster, 
and  this  table  is  set  for  tea.  Histrionic  dignity  is  given  to  the 
room  by  a  large  wicker  trunk  in  which  Pantaloon's  treasures  are 
packed  when  he  travels  by  rail,  and  on  it  is  a  printed  intimation 
that  he  is  one  of  the  brightest  wits  on  earth.  Columbine  could 
be  crushed,  concertina-like,  into  half  of  this  trunk,  and  it  may 
be  that  she  sometimes  travels  thus  to  save  her  ticket.  Betwccp 
the  windows  hangs  a  glass  case,  such  as  those  at  inns  wherein 
Piscator  preserves  his  stuffed  pike,  but  this  one  contains  a  poker. 
It  is  interesting  to  note  that  Pantaloon  is  sufficiently  catholic  in 
his  tastes  to  spare  a  favourable  eye  for  other  arts  than  his  own. 
There  are  various  paintings  on  the  walls,  all  of  himself,  with  the 
exception  of  a  small  one  of  his  wife.  These  represent  him  not 
in  humorous  act  but  for  all  time,  as,  for  instance,  leaning  on  a 
bracket  and  reading  a  book,  with  one  finger  laid  lightly  against 
his  nose. 
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So  far  our  work  of  rcconstitution  has  been  easy,  but  we  now 
come  to  the  teaser.  I  n  all  these  pictures  save  one  (to  be  referred 
to  in  its  proper  place)  Pantaloon  is  presented  not  on  the  stage 
but  in  private  life,  yet  he  is  garbed  and  powdered  as  we  know 
him  in  the  harlequinade.  If  they  arc  genuine  portraits,  there- 
fore, they  tell  us  something  profoundly  odd  about  the  home  life 
of  Pantaloon  ;  nothing  less  than  this,  that  as  he  was  on  the 
stage,  so  he  was  off  it,  clothes,  powder,  and  all  ;  he  was  not 
acting  a  part  in  the  harlequinade,  he  was  merely  being  himself. 
It  was  undoubtedly  this  strange  discovery  that  set  us  writing  a 
play  about  him. 

Of  course,  bitter  controversy  may  come  of  this,  for  not  every 
one  will  agree  that  we  are  right.  It  is  well  known  among  the 
cognoscenti  that  actors  in  general  are  not  the  samt  off  the  stage  as 
on  ;  that  they  dress  for  their  parts,  speak  words  written  for 
them  which  they  do  not  necessarily  believe,  and  afterwards  wash 
the  whole  thing  off  and  then  go  to  clubs  and  coolly  cross  their 
legs.  I  accept  this  to  be  so  (though  I  think  it  a  pity),  but 
Pantaloon  was  never  an  actor  in  their  sense  ;  he  would  have 
scorned  to  speak  words  written  for  him  by  any  whippersnappcr  ; 
what  he  said  and  did  before  the  footlights  were  the  result  of 
mature  conviction  and  represented  his  philosophy  of  life.  It  ib 
the  more  easy  to  believe  this  of  him  because  we  are  so*  anxious 
to  believe  it  of  Columbine.  Otherwise  she  could  not  wear  her 
pretty  skirts  in  our  play,  and  that  would  be  unbearable. 

If  this  noble  and  simple  consistency  was  the  mark  of  Pantaloon 
and  Columbine  (as  we  have  now  proved  up  to  the  hilt),  it  must 
have  distinguished  no  less  the  other  members  of  the  harlequinade. 
There  were  two  others,  the  Harlequin  and  the  Clown. 

In  far-back  days,  when  the  world  was  so  young  that  pieces 
of  the  original  egg-shell  still  adhered  to  it,  one  boy  was  so 
desperately  poor  that  he  alone  of  children  could  not  don  fancy 
dress  on  fair-days.  Presently  the  other  children  were  sorry  for 
this  drab  one,  so  each  of  them  clipped  a  little  bit  off  his  own 
clothing  and  gave  it  to  him.  These  were  sewn  together  and 
made  into  a  costume  for  him,  by  the  jolly  little  tailors  who  in  our 
days  have  quite  gone  out,  and  that  is  why  Harlequin  has  come 
down  to  us  in  patchwork.  He  was  a  lovely  boy  with  no  brains 
at  all  (not  that  this  matters),  while  the  Clown  was  all  brain. 

It  has  been  our  whim  to  make  Pantaloon  and  Columbine  our 
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chief  figures,  hut  we  have  had  to  go  for  them,  as  it  were,  to  the 
kitchen  ;  the  true  head  of  the  harlequinade  was  the  Clown. 
You  could  not  become  a  clown  hy  taking  thought,  you  had  to 
be  born  one.  It  was  just  a  chance.  If  the  Clown  had  wished 
to  walk  over  the  others  they  would  have  spread  themselves  on 
the  ground  so  that  he  should  be  able  to  do  it  without  incon- 
veniencing himself.  Any  money  they  had  they  got  from  him, 
and  it  was  usually  pennies.  If  they  displeased  him  he  caned 
them.  He  had  too  much  power  and  it  brutaliscd  him,  as  we 
shall  see,  tbut  in  fairness  it  should  be  told  that  he  owed  his 
supremacy  entirely  to  his  funniness.  The  family  worshipped 
funniness,  and  he  was  the  funniest. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  our  play  to  ycconstitutc  the  homes  of 
Harlequin  and  Clown,  but  it  could  be  done.  Harlequin,  as  a 
bachelor  with  no  means  but  with  a  secret  conviction  that  he  was 
a  gentleman,  had  a  sitting-;jnd-bcd  combined  at  the  top  of  a 
house  too  near  Jermyn  Street  for  his  purse.  He  made  up  by  not 
eating  very  much,  which  was  good  for  his  figure.  He  always 
carried  his  wand,  which  had  curious  magical  qualities — for  in- 
stance, it  could  make  him  invisible  ;  but  in  the  street  he  seldom 
asked  this  of  it,  having  indeed  a  friendly  desire  to  be  looked  at. 
He  had  delightful  manners  and  an  honest  heart.  The  Clown, 
who,  of" course*,  had  appearances  to  keep  up,  knew  the  value  of 
a  good  address,  and  undoubtedly  lived  in  the  Cromwell  Road. 
He  smoked  cigars  with  bands  round  them,  and  his  togs  were 
cut  in  Savile  Row. 

Clown  and  Pantaloon  were  a  garrulous  pair,  but  Columbine 
and  Harlequin  never  spoke.  1  don't  know  whether  they  were 
what  we  call  dumb.  Perhaps  if  they  had  tried  to  talk  with  their 
tongues  they  could  have  done  so,  but  they  never  thought  of  it. 
They  were  such  exquisite  dancers  that  they  did  all  their  talking 
with  their  legs.  There  is  nothing  that  may  be  said  which  they 
could  not  express  with  this  leg  or  that.  It  is  the  loveliest  of  all 
languages,  and  as  soft  as  the  fall  of  snow. 

When  the  curtain  rises  we  see  Columbine  alone  in  the  little 
house,  very  happy  and  gay,  for  she  has  110  notion  that  her  tragic 
hour  is  about  to  strike.  She  is  dressed  precisely  as  we  may  have 
seen  her  on  the  stage.  It  is  the  pink  skirt,  the  white  one  being 
usually  kept  for  Sunday,  which  is  also  washing-day  ;  and  we 
almost  wish  this  had  been  Sunday,  just  to  show  Columbine  in 
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white  at  the  tub,  washing  the  pink  without  letting  a  single  soap- 
sud  pop  on  to  the  white.  She  is  toasting  bread  rhythmically 
by  the  fire,  and  hides  the  toasting-fork  as  the  policeman  passes 
suspiciously  outside.  Presently  she  is  in  a  whirl  of  emotion 
because  she  has  heard  Harlequin's  knock.  She  rushes  to  the 
window  and  hides  (they  were  always  hiding),  she  blows  kisses, 
and  in  her  excitement  she  is  everywhere  and  nowhere  at  once, 
like  a  kitten  that  leaps  at  nothing  and  stops  half-way.  She  has 
the  short  quick  steps  of  a  bird  on  a  lawn.  Long  before  we 
have  time  to  describe  her  movements  she  has  bohbed  out  of 
sight  beneath  the  table  to  await  Harlequin  funnily,  for  we  must 
never  forget  that  they  arc  a  funny  family.  With  a  whirl  of  his 
wand  that  is  itself  a  danve,  Harlequin  makes  the  door  fly  open. 
He  enters,  says  the  stage  direction,  but  what  it  means  is  that 
somehow  he  is  now  in  the  room.  He  probably  knows  that 
Columbine  is  beneath  the  table,  at>  she  hides  so  often  and  there 
art1  so  few  places  in  the  room  to  hide  in,  but  he  searches  for  her 
elsewhere,  even  in  a  jug,  to  her  extreme  mirth,  for  of  course* 
she  is  peeping  at  him.  He  taps  the  wicker  basket  with  his 
wand  <md  the  lid  flies  open.  Still  no  Columbine  !  He  sits 
dejectedly  on  a  chair  by  the  table,  with  one  foot  toward  the  spot 
where  we  last  saw  her  head.  This  is  irresistible.  She  kisses 
the  foot.  She  is  out  from  beneath  the  table  now,  and  he  is 
pursuing  her  round  the  room.  They  are  as  wayward  as  leaves 
in  a  gale.  The  cunning  fellow  pretends  he  does  not  want  her, 
and  now  it  is  she  who  is  pursuing  him.  There  is  something 
entrancing  in  his  hand.  It  is  a  ring.  It  is  the  engagement- 
ring  at  last  !  She  falters,  she  blushes,  but  she  snatches  at  the 
ring.  He  tantalises  her,  holding  it  beyond  her  reach,  but  soon 
she  has  pulled  down  his  hand  and  the  ring  is  on  her  finger. 
They  are  dancing  ecstatically  when  Pantaloon  comes  in  and 
has  to  drop  his  stick  because  she  leaps  into  his  arms.  If  she 
were  not  so  flurried  she  would  see  that  the  aged  man  has  brought 
excitement  with  him  also. 

PANTALOON.  Ah,  Fairy  !  Fond  of  her  dad,  is  she  ? 
Sweetest  little  daughter  ever  an  old  'un  had.  (He  sees  HARLE- 
QUIN and  is  genial  to  him,  while  HARLEQUIN  pirouettes  a  How- 
el*  ye-do.)  You  here,  Boy  ;  welcome,  Boy.  (He  is  about  to 
remove  his  hat  in  the  ordinary  tvay>  but  HARLEQUIN,  to  save  his 
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prospective  father-in-law  any  little  trouble,  waves  his  wand  and 
the  hat  goes  to  rest  on  a  door-peg.  The  little  service  so  humbly 
tendered  pleases  PANTALOON,  and  he  surveys  HARLEQUIN  with 
kindly  condescension.}  Thank  you,  Boy.  You  are  a  good  fellow. 
Boy,  and  an  artist  too,  in  your  limited  way,  not  here  (tapping 
his  head],  not  in  a  brainy  way,  but  lower  down  (thoughtfully^ 
and  including  COLUMBINE  in  his  downward  survey).  That 's 
where  your  personality  lies — lower  down.  (At  the  noble  word 
personality  COLUMBINE  thankfully  crosses  herself,  and  then  indicates 
4±at  tea  is  ready.)  Tea,  Fairy  ?  I  have  such  glorious  news  ; 
but  I  will  have  a  dish  of  tea  first.  You  will  join  us,  Boy  ? 
Sit  down.  (They  sit  down  to  tea,  the  lovers  exchanging  shy, 
happy  glances,  but  soon  PANTALOON  rises  petulantly.)  Fairy, 
there  are  no  sausages  !  Tea  without  a  sausage.  T  am  bitterly 
disappointed.  And  on  a  day,  too,  when  I  have  great  news. 
It 's  almost  more  than  I  can"bear.  No  sausages  !  (He  is  old 
and  is  near  weeping,  but  COLUMBINE  indicates  with  her  person- 
ality that  if  he  does  not  forgive  her  she  must  droop  and  die,  and 
soon  again  he  is  a  magnanimous  father.)  Yes,  yes,  my  pet,  I 
forgive  you.  You  can't  abide  sausages  ;  nor  can  you,  Boy. 
(They  hide  their  shamed  heads.)  It 's  not  your  fault.  Some 
are  born,  with  the  instinct  for  a  sausage,  and  some  have  it  not. 
(More  brightly)  Would  you  like  me  to  be  funny  now,  my  dear, 
or  shall  we  have  tea  first  ?  (They  prefer  to  have  tea  first,  and 
the  courteous  old  man  sits  down  with  them.)  But  you  do  think 
me  funny,  don't  you,  Fairy  ?  Neither  of  you  can  look  at  me 
without  laughing,  can  you  ?  Try,  Boy  ;  try,  Fairy.  (They 
try,  but  fail.  He  is  moved.)  Thank  you  both,  thank  you 
kindly.  If  the  public  only  knew  how  anxiously  we  listen  for 
the  laugh  they  would  be  less  grudging  of  it.  (Hastily)  Not  that 
I  have  any  cause  of  complaint.  Every  night  I  get  the  laug,h 
from  my  generous  patrons,  the  public,  and  always  by  legitimate 
means.  When  I  think  what  a  favourite  I  am  I  cannot  keep 
my  seat.  (He  rises  proudly.)  I  am  acknowledged  by  all  in  the 
know  to  be  a  funny  old  man.  (He  moves  about  exultantly,  looking 
at  the  portraits  that  are  to  hand  him  down  to  posterity.)  That 
picture  of  me,  Boy,  was  painted  to  commemorate  my  being  the 
second  funniest  man  on  earth.  Of  cours<e  Joey  is  the  funniest, 
but  I  am  the  second  funniest.  (They  have  scarcely  listened ;  they 
have  been  exchanging  delicious  glances  with  face  and  foot.  But  at 
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mention  of  the  CLOWN  they  shudder  a  little,  and  their  hands  seek 
each  other  for  protection.)  This  portrait  I  had  took — done — 
in  honour  of  your  birth,  my  love.  I  call  it  *  The  Old  'Un  on 
First  Hearing  that  He  is  a  Father.'  (He  chuckles  long  before 
another  picture  which  represents  him  in  the  dress  of  ordinary 
people.)  This  is  me  in  fancy  dress  ;  it  is  how  I  went  to  a 
fancy-dress  ball.  Your  mother,  Fairy,  was  with  me,  in  a  long 
skirt  !  Very  droll  we  must  have  looked,  and  very  droll  we  felt. 
I  call  to  mind  we  walked  about  in  this  way  ;  the  way  the  public 
walks,  you  know.  (In  his  gaiety  he  imitates  the  walk  of  th* 
public,  and  roguish  COLUMBINE  imitates  them  also,  but  she  loses 
her  balance.)  Yes,  try  it.  Don't  flutter  so  much.  Ah,  it 
won't  do,  Fairy.  Your*  natural  way  of  walking  's  like  a  bird 
bobbing  about  on  a  lawn  after  worms.  Your  mother  was  the 
same,  and  when  she  got  low  in  spirits  I  just  blew  Her  about 
the  room  till  she  was  lively  again.  Blow  Fairy  about,  Boy. 
(HARLEQUIN  blows  her  divinely  about  the  room,  against  the  wall, 
on  to  seats  and  off  them,  and  for  some  sad  happy  moments  PANTA- 
LOON gazes  at  her,  feeling  that  his  wife  is  alive  again.  They  think 
it  is  the  auspicious  time  to  tell  him  of  their  love,  but  bashfulness 
falls  upon  them.  He  only  sees  that  their  faces  shine.)  Ah,  she 
is  happy,  my  Fairy,  but  I  have  news  that  will  make  her  happier  ! 
(Curiously)  Fairy,  you  look  as  if  you  had  something  you  wante,d 
to  tell  me.  Have  you  news  too  ?  (Tremblingly  she  extends  her 
hand  and  shows  him  the  ring  on  it.  For  a  moment  he  misunder- 
stands.) A  ring  !  Did  he  give  you  that  ?  (She  nods  raptur- 
ously.) Oho,  oho,  this  makes  me  so  happy.  I  '11  be  funnier 
than  ever,  if  possible.  (At  this  they  dance  gleefully,  but  his  next 
words  strike  them  cold.}  But,  the  rogue  !  He  said  he  wanted 
me  to  speak  to  you  about  it  first.  That  was  my  news.  Oh, 
tl;e  rogue  !  (They  are  scared,  and  sudden  fear  grips  him.) 
There  's  nothing  wrong,  is  there  ?  It  was  Joey  gave  you  that 
ring,  wasn't  it,  Fairy  ?  (She  shakes  her  head,  and  the  movement 
shakes  tears  from  her  eyes.)  If  it  wasn't  Joey,  who  was  it  ? 
(HARLEQUIN  steps  forward.)  You  !  You  are  not  fond  of 
Boy,  are  you,  Fairy  ?  (She  is  clinging  to  her  /over  now,  and 
PANTALOON  if  a  little  dazed.)  But,  my  girl,  Joey  wants  you. 
A  clown  wants  you. ,  When  a  clown  wants  you,  you  are  not 
going  to  fling  yourself  away  on  a  harlequin,  are  you  ?  (They 
go  on  their  knees  to  him,  and  he  is  touched,  but  also  frightened.) 
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Don't  try  to  get  round  me  ;  now  don't.  Joey  would  be  angry 
with  me.  He  can  be  hard  when  he  likes,  Joey  can.  (In  a 
whisper]  Perhaps  he  would  cane  me  !  You  wouldn't  like  to 
see  your  dad  caned.  Fairy.  (COLUMBINE'S  head  sinks  to  the  floor 
in  woe,  and  HARLEQUIN  eagerly  waves  his  wand.)  Ah,  Boy, 
you  couldn't  defy  him.  He  is  our  head.  You  can  do  wonder- 
ful things  with  that  wand,  but  you  can't  fight  Joey  with  it. 
(Sadly  enough  the  wand  is  lowered.)  You  see,  children,  it  won't 
do.  You  have  no  money,  Boy,  except  the  coppers  Joey  some- 
limes  giv^  you  in  an  envelope  of  a  Friday  night,  and  we  can't 
marry  without  money  (with  an  attempt  at  joviality)^  can't 
marry  without  money,  Boy.  (HARLEQUIN  with  a  rising  chest 
produces  money.}  Seven  shillings  antf  tenpence  !  You  have 
been  saving  up,  Boy.  Well  done  !  But  it 's  not  enough. 
(COLUMBINE  darts  to  the  mantelshelf  for  her  money-box  and  rattles 
it  triumphantly.  PANTALOON  looks  inside  it.)  A  half-crown 
and  two  sixpences  !  It  won't  do,  children.  I  had  a  pound 
and  a  piano-case  when  I  married,  and  yet  I  was  pinched.  (They 
sit  on  the  floor  with  their  fingers  to  their  eyes,  and  with  difficulty 
he  restrains  an  impulse  to  sit  beside  them.)  Poor  souls  !  poor 
true  love  !  (The  thought  of  Joey's  power  and  greatness  over- 
whelms t  him.)  Think  of  Joey's  individuality,  Fairy.  He 
banks  his  money,  my  love.  If  you  saw  the  boldness  of  Joey 
in  the  bank  when  he  hands  the  slip  across  the  counter  and 
counts  his  money,  my  pet,  instead  of  being  thankful  for  whatever 
they  give  him.  And  then  he  puts  out  his  tongue  at  them  !  The 
artist  in  him  makes  him  put  out  his  tongue  at  them.  For  he  is  a 
great  artist,  Joey.  He  is  a  greater  artist  than  I  am.  I  know  it 
and  I  admit  it.  He  has  a  touch  that  is  beyond  me.  (Imploringly] 
Did  you  say  you  would  marry  him,  my  love  ?  (She  does  not 
raise  her  head,  and  he  continues  with  a  new  break  in  his  voice.) 
It  is  not  his  caning  me  I  am  so  afraid  of,  but — but  I  'in  oldish 
now,  Fairy,  even  for  an  old  'un,  and  there  is  something  I  must 
tell  you.  1  have  tried  to  keep  it  from  myself,  but  I  know.  It 
is  this  :  I  am  afraid,  my  sweet,  I  am  not  so  funny  as  I  used  to 
be.  (She  encircles  his  knees  in  dissent.)  Yes,  it 's  true,  and 
Joey  knows  it.  On  Monday  I  had  to  fall  into  the  barrel  three 
times  before  1  got  the  laugh.  Joey  saw  !  If  Joey  were  to 
dismiss  me  1  could  never  get  another  shop.  I  would  be  like  a 
dog  without  a  master.  He  has  been  my  master  so  long.  I 
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have  put  by  nearly  enough  to  keep  me,  but  oh,  Fairy,  the  awful- 
ness  of  not  being  famous^  any  longer.  Living  on  without 
seeing  my  kind  friends  in  front.  To  think  of  my  just  being 
one  of  the  public,  of  my  being  pointed  at  in  the  streets  as  the 
old  'un  that  was  fired  out  of  the  company  because  he  missed  his 
laughs.  And  that 's  what  Joey  will  bring  to  pass  if  you  don't 
marry  him,  my  girl.  (//  is  an  appeal  for  mercy,  and  COLUMBINE 
is  his  loving  daughter.  Her  face  is  wan,  but  she  tries  to  smile. 
She  hugs  the  ring  to  her  breast,  and  then  gives  it  back  to  HARLE- 
QUIN. They  try  to  dance  a  last  embrace,  but  their  legs  are  leaden. 
He  kisses  her  cheeks  and  her  foot  and  goes  away  broken-hearted. 
The  brave  girl  puts  her  arm  round  her  father's  neck  and  hides  her 
wet  face.  He  could  not  look  at  it  though  it  were  exposed,  for  he 
has  more  to  tell.)  I  haven't  told  you  the  worst  yet,  my  love. 
I  didn't  dare  tell  you  the  worst  till  Boy  had  gone.  Fairy,  the 
marriage  is  to  be  to-day  !  Joey  has  arranged  it  all.  It 's  his 
humour,  and  we  dare  not  thwart  him.  He  is  coming  here  to 
take  you  to  the  wedding.  (In  a  tremble  she  draws  away  from 
him.)  I  haven't  been  a  bad  father  to  you,  have  I,  my  girl  ? 
When  we  were  waiting  for  you  before  you  were  born,  your 
mother  and  I,  we  used  to  wonder  what  you  would  be  like,  and  I — 
it  was  natural,  for  I  was  always  an  ambitious  man — I  hoped 
you  would  be  a  clown.  But  that  wasn't  to  be,  and  when  the 
doctor  came  to  me — I  was  walking  up  and  down  this  room  ih 
a  tremble,  for  my  darling  was  always  delicate — when  the  doctor 
came  to  me  and  said,  4  I  congratulate  you,  sir,  on  being  the 
father  of  a  tine  little  columbine,'  I  never  uttered  one  word  of 
reproach  to  him  or  to  you  or  to  her.  (There  is  a  certain 
grandeur  about  the  old  man  as  he  calls  attention  to  the  nobility  of 
his  conduct,  but  it  falls  from  him  on  the  approach  of  the  CLOWN. 
We  hear  "Joey  before  ive  see  him  :  he  is  singing  a  snatch  of  one  of 
his  triumphant  ditties,  less  for  his  own  pleasure  perhaps  than  to 
warn  the  policeman  to  be  on  the  alert.  He  has  probably  driven  to 
the  end  of  the  street,  and  then  ^valkcd.  A  tremor  rum  through 
COLUMUINK  at  sound  of  him>  but  PANTALOON  smiles,  a  foolish 
ecstatic  smile.  Joey  has  always  been  his  hero.)  Be  ready  to 
laugh,  my  girl.  Joey  will  be  angry  if  he  doesn't  get  the  laugh. 
(The  CLOWN  struts  in,  as  confident  of  welcome  as  if  he  were 
the  announcement  of  dinner.  He  wears  his  motley  like  an 
order.  A  silk  hat  and  an  eyeglass  indicate  his  superior 
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social  position.  A  sausage  protruding  from  a  pocket  shows 
that  he  can  unbend  at  times.  A  masterful  man  when  you 
dont  applaud  enough,  he  is  at  present  in  uproarious  spirits 
<is  if  he  had  just  looked  in  a  mirror.  At  first  he  affects  not 
to  see  his  host,  to  PANTALOON'S  great  entertainment.) 
CLOWN.  Miaw,  miaw  ! 

PANTALOON  (bent  with  merriment).     He  is  at  his  funniest, 
quite  at  his  funniest. 

(CLOWN  kicks  him  hard  but  good-naturedly,  and  PANTALOON 
falls  to  the  ground.) 
CLOWN.     Miaw  ! 

PANTALOON  (reverently).     What  an  artist  ! 
CLOWN  (pretends  to  see  COLUMBINE^-  the  first  time  in  hi*  life. 
In  a  masterpiece  of  funnincss  he  starts  lack,  like  one  dazzled  by  a 
naked  light).     Oh,  Jiminy   Crinkles  !     Oh,    1    say,   what  a 
beauty  ! 

PANTALOON.     There  's  nobody  like  him. 
CLOWN.     It 's  Fairy.     It  '&  my  little  Faijy. 

(Strange,  but  all  her  admiration  for  this  man  has  gone. 
He  represents  nothing  to  her  now  but  'wealth  and  social 
rank.     He  ogles  her,  and  she  shrinks  from  him  as  if  he  were 
something  nauseous.) 
PANTALOON  (warningly).     Fairy  ! 

CLOWN  (shoiuing  sharp  teeth).     Hey,  what 's  this,  old  7un  ? 
Don't  she  admire  me  ? 

PANTALOON.     Not  admire  you,  Joey  ?     That  \  a  good  'un. 
Joey  's  at  his  best  to-day. 

CLOWN.     Ain't  she  ready  to  come  to  her  wedding  ? 
PANTALOON.     She  's  ready,  Joey. 

CLOWN  (producing  a  cane,  and  lowering).     Have  you  told  her 
what  will  happen  to  you  if  she  ain't  ready  ? 

PANTALOON  (backing).      I  've  told  her,  Joey.     (Supplicating) 
Get  your  hat,  Fairy. 

CLOWN.     Why  ain't  she  dancing  wi'  joy  and  pride  ? 
PANTALOON.     She  is,  Joey,  she  is. 

(COLUMBINE  attempts  to  dance  with  joy  and  piidc,  and 
the  CLOWN  has  been  so  long  used  to  adulation  that  he  is 
deceived.) 

CLOWN  (amiable  again).     Parson's  waiting.     Oh,  what  a 
lark! 
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PANTALOON  (with  a  feeling  that  lark  is  not  perhaps  the  happiest 
word  for  the  occasion).  Gefr  your  things,  Fairy. 

CLOWN  (riding  on  a  chair).  Give  me  something  first,  my 
lovey-dovey.  I  shuts  my  eyes  and  opens  my  mouth,  and  waits 
for  what 's  my  doo.  (She  knows  what  he  means,  and  it  is  sacrilege 
to  her.  But  her  father's  arms  ate  extended  beseechingly.  She 
gives  the  now  abhorred  countenance  a  kiss,  and  runs  from  the  room. 
The  CLOWN  plays  with  the  kiss  as  if  it  were  a  sausage,  a  sight 
abhorrent  to  HARLEQUIN,  who  has  stolen  in  by  the  window.  Fain 
would  he  stiikc,  but  though  he  is  wearing  his  mask,  which  is  a  sign 
that  he  is  invisible,  he  fears  to  do  so.  As  if  conscious  of  the  unseat 
presence,  the  CLOWN'S  brow  darkens.}  Joey,  when  I  came  in  I 
saw  Boy  hanging  around  outside. 

PANTALOON  (ill  at  eas?).      Boy  r      Wliat  can  he  be  wanting  ? 

CLOWN.  I  know  what  he  is  wanting,  and  I  know  what  he 
will  get.  (He  blandishes  the  cane  threateningly.  At  the  same 
moment  the  wedding  bells  begin  to  p'cal.) 

PANTALOON.     Hark  ! 

CLOWN  (with  grotesque  accompaniment).  My  wedding  bells. 
Fairy's  wedding  bells.  There  they  go  again,  here  we  are 
again,  there  they  go  again,  here  we  are  again.  (COLUMBINE 
t  eturns.  She  has  tried  to  hide  the  tears  on  her  cheeks  behind  a 
muslin  veil.  There  is  a  melancholy  bouquet  in  her  hand.  She 
passionately  desires  to  be  like  the  respectable  public  on  her  marriage 
day.  HARLEQUIN  raises  his  mask  for  a  moment  that  she  may  see 
him,  and  they  look  long  at  each  other,  those  two,  who  are  never  to 
have  anything  lovely  to  look  at  again.  '  Wont  he  save  her  yet  ?  ' 
says  her  face,  but  '  /  am  afraid '  says  his.  Still  the  bells  are 
jangling.) 

PANTALOON.      My  girl. 

CLOWN.  Mine.  (He  kisses  hci ,  but  it  is  the  sausage  look  that 
is* hi  his  eyes.  PANTALOON,  bleeding  for  his  girl,  raises  his  staff' 
tr>  strike  him,  but  COLUMBINL  will  not  have  the  sacrifice.  She 
gives  her  arm  to  the  CLOWN.)  To  the  wedding.  To  the  wed- 
ding. Old  \m,  lead  on,  and  we  will  follow  thee  !  Oh,  what 
a  lark! 

(They  are  going  toward  the  door,  but  in  this  supreme 
moment  love  turns  timid  Boy  into  a  man.  He  waves  his 
mysterious  wand  over  them,  so  that  all  three  are  suddenly 
bereft  of  movement.  They  are  like  frozen  figures.  He 
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removes  his  mask  and  smiles  at  them  with  a  terrible  jace 
Fondly  and  leisurely  he  gathers  COLUMBINE  /"//  his  arms  ana 
carries  her  out  by  the  window.  The  CLOWN  and  PANTA- 
LOON remain  there ,  as  if  struck  in  the  act  of  taking  a  step 
forward.  The  wedding  bells  are  still  pealing. 

The  curtain  falls  for  a  mo?ncnt  only.     It  rises  on  the  same 
room  several  years  later. 

The  same  room  ;  as  one  tnay  say  of  a  suit  of  clothes,  out 
of  which  the  whilom  tenant  has  long  departed,  that  they  are 
the  'same  man.  A  room  cold  to  the  touch,  dilapidated,  frag- 
ments of  the  ceiling  fallen  and  left  where  they  fell,  wall-paper 
peeling  damply,  portraits  0/"  PANTALOON  taken  down  to  sell, 
unsaleable,  and  never  rehung.  Once  such  a  clean  room  that 
it*,ghost  to-day  might  be  COLUMBINE  chasing  a  speck  of  dust, 
it  is  noiv  unt ended.  Even  the  windows  are  grimy,  which 
tells  a  tale  of  PANTALOON'S  final  capitulation  ;  while  any 
heart  was  left  him  ^ue  may  be  sure  he  kept  the  windows  dean 
so  that  the  policeman  might  spy  upon  him.  Perhaps  the  police- 
man has  gone  from  the  street,  bored,  nothing  doing  there  now. 
It  is  evening  and  winter  time,  and  the  ancient  man  is 
moving  listlessly  about  his  room,  mechanically  blowing  life 
into  his  hands  as  if  he  had  forgotten  that  there  is  no  real 
reason  why  there  should  be  life  in  them.  The  clothes 
COLUMBINE  used  to  btush  with  such  care  are  slovenly,  the 
hair  she  so  often  smoothed  with  all  her  love  is  unkempt.  He 
is  smaller,  a  man  who  has  shrunk  into  himself  in  shame,  not 
so  much  shame  that  he  is  linear ed  for  as  that  he  is  forgotten. 
He  is  sitting  forlorn  by  the  fire  when  the  door  opens  t# 
kulmit  his  first  visitor  for  years.  It  is  the  CLOWN,  just 
sufficiently  stouter  to  look  more  resplendent.  The  drum,  so 
to  say,  is  laiger.  He  gloats  over  the  bowed  PANTALOON 
like  a  spiteful  boy.] 

CLOWN  (poking  PANTALOON  with  hh  cane}.     Who  can  this 
miserable  ancient  man  be  ? 

(Visited  at  last  by  some  one  who  kno'ws  him,  PANTALOON 
rises  in  a  surge  of  joy.) 

PANTALOON.      You  havecomc  back,  Joey, after  all  these  years  ! 

CLOWN.      Hands  off.      1   came  here,  -my  good   fellow,   to 
inquire  for  a  Mr.  Joseph. 
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PANTALOON  (shuddering).  §  Yes,  that 's  me  ;  that  \  all  that 's 
left  of  me;]  Mr.  Joseph  !  Me  that  used  to  be  Joey. 

CLOWN.     I  think  I  knew  you  once,  Mr.  Joseph  ? 

PANTALOON.  Joey,  you  're  hard  on  me.  It  wasn't  my  fault 
that  Boy  tricked  us  and  ran  off  wi'  her. 

CLOWN.  May  T  ask,  Mr.  Joseph,  were  you  ever  on  the 
boards  ? 

PANTALOON.     This  to  me  as  was  your  right  hand  ! 

CLOWN.  I  seem  to  call  to  mind  something  like  you  as  used 
to  play  the  swell. 

PANTALOON  (fiercely}.  It 's  a  lie  !  I  was  born  a  Pantaloon, 
and  a  Pantaloon  I  '11 -die. 

CLOWN.  Yes,  I  heard. you  was  dead,  Mr.  Joseph.  Every- 
body knows  it  except  yourself.  (He  gnaws  a  sausage). 

PANTALOON  (greedily].     Gie  me  a  bite,  Joey. 

CLOWN  (relentless).  I  only  bites  with  the  profession.  I 
never  bites  with  the  public. 

PANTALOON.     What  brought  you  here  ?     Just  to  rub  it  in  ? 

CLOWN.  Let 's  say  I  came  to  make  inquiries  after  the  happy 
pair. 

PANTALOON.  It 's  years  and  years,  Joey,  since  they  ran 
away,  and  I  've  never  seen  them  since. 

CLOWN.     Heard  of  them  ? 

PANTALOON.      Yes,  I  've  heard.     They  're  in  distant  parts. 

CLOWN.     Answer  their  letters  I 

PANTALOON  (darkening).     No. 

CLOWN.     They  will  be  doing  well,  Mr.  Joseph,  without  me  ? 

PANTALOON  (boastfully).  At  first  they  did  badly,  but  when 
the  managers  heard  Fairy  was  my  daughter  they  said  the 
daughter  o'  such  a  famous  old  'un  was  sure  to  draw  by  reason  of 
her.  father's  name.  And  they  print  the  name  of  her  father  in 
big  letters. 

CLOWN  (rapping  it  out).  It 's  you  that  lie  now.  I  know 
about  them.  They  go  starving  like  vagabonds  from  town  to 
town. 

PANTALOON.  Ay,  it 's  true.  They  write  that  they  Ve 
starving. 

CLOWN.  And  they  've  got  a  kid  to  add  to  their  misery.  All 
vagabonds,  father,  mother,  and  kid. 

PANTALOON.     Rub  it  in,  Joey. 
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CLOWN.     You  looks  as  if  you  would  soon  be  starving  too. 

PANTALOON  (not  without  dignity)!    I  'm  pinched. 

CLOWN.  Well,  well,  I  'm  a  kindly  soul,  and  what  brought 
me  here  was  to  make  you  an  offer. 

PANTALOON  (glistening).     A  shop  ? 

CLOWN.     For  old  times'  sake. 

PANTALOON  (with  indecent  eagerness).     To  be  old  'un  again  ? 

CLOWN.  No,  you  crock,  but  to  carry  a  sandwich-board  in 
the  street  wi'  my  new  old  'un's  name  on  it. 

(PANTALOON  raises  his  withered  arm,  but  he  lets  it  fall.} 

PANTALOON.      May  you  be  forgiven  for  that,  Joey. 

CLOWN.     Miaw  ! 

PANTALOON  (who  is  near  his  end).  Joey,  there  stands 
humbled  before  you  an  old  artist. 

CLOV,-:J.     Never  an  artist  ? 

PANTALOON  (firmly).     An  artist — at  present  disengaged. 

CLOWN.     Forgotten — clean  forgotten. 

PANTALOON  (bowing  his  head).  Yes,  that 's  it — forgotten. 
Once  famous — now  forgotten.  Joey,  they  don't  know  me  even 
at  the  sausage-shop.  I  am  just  one  of  the  public.  My  worst 
time  is  when  we  should  be  going  on  the  stage,  and  I  think  I  hear 
the  gallery  boys  calling  for  the  old  'un — *  Bravo,  old  'un  !  ' 
Then  I  sort  of  break  up.  I  sleep  bad  o'  nights.  I  think  sleep 
would  come  to  me  if  I  could  rub  my  back  on  the  scenery  again. 
(He  shudders.)  But  the  days  are  longer  than  the  nights.  I 
allus  see  how  I  am  to  get  through  to-day,  but  1  sit  thinking  and 
thinking  how  I  am  to  get  through  to-morrow. 

CLOWN.     Poor  old  crock  !     Well,  so  long. 

PANTALOON  (offering  him  the  poker).  Joey,  gic  me  one  rub 
before  you  go — for  old  times'  sake. 

CLOWN.  You  '11  never  be  rubbed  by  a  clown  again,  Mr. 
Joseph. 

PANTALOON.  Call  me  Joey  once — say  '  Good-bye,  old  'un  ' 
— for  old  times'  sake. 

CLOWN.  You  will  never  be  called  Joey  or  old  un'  by  a 
clown  again,  Mr.  Joseph. 

(With  a  noble  gesture  PANTALOON  bids  him  begone  and  the 
CLOWN  miaws  and  goes,  twisting  a  sausage  in  his  mouth  as 
if  it  were  a  cigar.  So  he  passes  from  our  sight,  funny  to  the 
last,  or  never  funny,  an  equally  tragic  figure. 
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PANTALOON  rummages  in  the  wicker  basket  among  his  gods 
and  strokes  them  lovingly,  a  painted  goose  y  his  famous  staff ]  a 
bladder  on  a  stick.  He  does  not  know  that  he  is  hugging  the 
bladder  to  his  cold  breast  as  he  again  crouches  by  the  fire. 

The  door  opens,  and  COLUMBINE  and  HARLEQUIN  peep  in, 
prepared  to  receive  a  blow  for  welcome.  Their  faces  are 
hollow  and  their  clothes  in  rags,  and,  saddest  of  all,  they 
cannot  dance  in.  They  walk  in  like  the  weary  public. 
COLUMBINE  looks  as  if  she  could  walk  as  far  as  her  father's 
feet,  but  never  any  farther.  With  them  is  the  child.  This 
is  the  great  surprise  :  HE  is  A  CLOWN.  They  sign  to  tfie 
child  to  intercede  for  them,  but  though  only  a  baby,  he  is  a 
clown,  and  he  must  do  it  in  his  own  way.  He  pats  his  nose, 
grins  deliciously  with  the  wrong  parts  of  his  face,  and  dives 
beneath  the  table.  PANTALOON  looks  round  atni*sees  his 
daughter  on  her  knees  before  Jiim.) 

PANTALOON.  You  !  Fairy  !  Come  back  !  (For  a  moment 
he  is  to  draw  her  to  him,  then  he  remembers.)  No,  I  '11  have  none 
of  you.  It  was  you  as  brought  me  to  this.  Begone,  I  say 
begone.  (They  are  backing  meekly  to  the  door.)  Stop  a  minute. 
Little  Fairy,  is  it  true — is  it  true  my  Fairy  has  a  kid  ?  (She 
nods,  with  glistening  eyes  that  say  *  Can  you  put  me  out  now  ?  * 
The  baby  peers  from  under  the  table,  and  rubs  PANTALOON'S  legs 
with  the  poker.  Poor  little  baby,  he  is  the  last  of  the  clowns,  and 
knows  not  what  is  in  store  for  him.  PANTALOON  trembles,  it  is  so 
long  since  he  has  been  rubbed,  fie  dai  e  not  look  down.]  Fairy, 
is  it  the  kid  ?  (She  nods  again  ;  the  mo?nent  has  co?ne.)  My 
Fairy's  kid  !  (Somehow  he  has  always  taken  for  granted  that 
his  grandchild  is  merely  a  columbine,  if  the  child  had  been  some- 
thing greater  they  would  all  have  got  a  shop  again  and  served  under 
Oh,  Fairy,  if  only  he  had  been  a  clown  ! 
(Now  you  see  how  it  is  going.  The  babe  emerges,  and  he  is 
a  clown. 

Just  for  a  moment  PANTALOON  cries.  Then  the  babe  is 
tantalising  him  with  a  sausage.  PANTALOON  revolves 
round  him  like  a  happy  teetotum.  Who  so  gay  now  as 
COLUMBINE  and  HARLEQUIN,  dancing  merrily  as  if  it  were 
again  the  morning  ?  Oh,  ^vhat  a  lark  is  life  I  Ring  down 
the  curtain  quic&lyy  Mr.  Prompter,  before  we  see  them  all 
swept  into  the  dust-heap.) 
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MR.  GARSON,  who  is  a  financier,  and  his  young  wife,  the  lovely 
Lady  Lilian,  are  in  their  mansion  near  Park  Lane,  but  they  are 
not  at  home  this  evening  to  the  public  eye  j  they.are  in  the 
midst  of  a  brawl  which,  it  may  be  hoped,  does  not  show  them  at 
their  best.  There  is  such  a  stirring  time  before  them,  and  only 
half  an  hour  for  it,  that  vvje  must  not  keep  them  waiting.  Indeed 
they  have  so  much  to  do  that  we  challenge  them  to  do  it. 

LADY  LILIAN  (a  frozen  flower)*  Why  don't  you  strike  me, 
Richard  ?  I  am  a  woman,  and  there  is  no  one  within  call. 

GARSON.  A  woman  !  You  useless  thing,  that  is  just  what 
you  are  not. 

(It  is  evidently  his  honest  if  mistaken  opinion,  and  he  pushes 
her  from  him  so  roughly  that  she  lies  on  the  couch  as  she  fell, 
in  a  touching  but  perhaps  rather  impertinent  little^  heap.} 

LILIAN  (who,  though  a  dear  woman  to  some,  has  a  genius  for 
putting  her  finger  on  the  raw  of  those  she  does  not  favour).  How 
strong  you  are,  husband  mine  !  No  wonder  I  love  you  ! 
Now  as  I  have  told  you  why  I  love  you,  won't  you  tell  me  why 
you  love  me  ? 

(He  fumes  inarticulately  ivhile  she  takes  off  her  hat  and  coat, 
perhaps  in  search  of  that  homey  feeling.) 

How  you  have  ruffled  me  !  (She  considers  her  frock.)  You 
kjiow,  I  can't  make  up  my  mind  whether  green  is  really  my 
colour.  What  do  you  think  ?  Which  colour  do  you  like  best 
to  knock  me  about  in,  Richard  ? 

GARSON  (with  his  fists  clenched  though  they  are  not  upraised). 
You  take  care  ! 

LILIAN  (as  he  stamps  the  floor).  Do  you  mind  telling  me  what 
all  this  scene  has  been  about  ? 

GARSON.  You  have  me  there.  But  how  does  it  matter 
what  it  is  that  sets  a  'pair  like  you  and  me  saying  what  we  think 
of  each  other  ? 
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LILIAN.  True.  But  we  knew  what  we  thought  of  each 
.other  before.  j 

GARSON.     We   did.       And    1 7ve   said   to    that   father   of 

LILIAN.  By  the  way,  I  never  heard  how  much  you  paid 
Pops  for  me  ? 

GARSON.     One  way  or  another,  a  good  twenty  thousand. 

LILIAN.     I  can't  help  feeling  proud. 

GARSON.  If  I  could  have  got  you  for  half  I  wouldn't  have 
had  you. 

•  LILIAN!  How  like  you  to  say  that,  Richard  !  Still,  there 
are  other  pretties  for  whom  you  could  have  had  the  satisfaction 
of  paying  more.  There  must  have  been  some — dear  reason 
— why  you  flung  the  handkerchief  tor  me  ? 

GARSJQN.  Your  rotten  old  families,  all  so  poor  and  so 
well  turned  out.  The  come-on  look  in  the  melting  eyes  of  you, 
and  the  disdain  of  you.  I  suppose  they  went  to  my  head.  You 
were  the  worst,  so  I  chose  you. 

LILIAN  (clapping  her  hands).     I  won  ! 

GARSON.  Oh,  you  didn't  need  to  come  to  me  unless  you 
liked. 

LILIAN  (shivering).  I  admit  that.  It  was  your  money  that 
brought  me. 

GARSON.     Quite  so. 

LILIAN  (with  a  sincerity  that  makes  us  hopeful  of  her).  I  'm 
sorry,  Richard,  for  both  of  us.' 

GARSON.     Pooh  ! 

LILIAN.  You  must  at  least  allow  that  I  never  pretended  it 
was  anything  but  your  wealth  that  drew  me. 

GARSON.      I  never  wanted  it  to  be  anything  else. 

LILIAN.  How  like  you  again  !  Perhaps  that  is  even  some 
little  excuse — though  not  very  much — for  me. 

GARSON  (sneering).     Soft  sawder  ! 

LILIAN.  I  dare  say.  (Surveying  the  man  with  curiosity)  Why 
don't  we  end  it  ? 

GARSON  (bellowing).  Do  you  know  whom  you  are  talking 
to  ?  With  my  name  in  the  City 

LILIAN.  Of  course.  But  if  you  won't,  Richard,  has  it 
never  struck  you  that  some  day  I 

GARSON  (grinning).     Never  ! 
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LILIAN.     You  have  a  mighty  faith  in  me. 

GARSON.     Mighty. 

LILIAN.     May  I  ask  why  ? 

(He  comes  to  her  and  taps  her  bodice.] 

GARSON.  In  this  expensive  little  breast  you  know  why.  (In 
case  there  should  be  any  misunderstanding  he  slaps  his  pocket.} 

LILIAN.     I  see. 

GARSON.     Tragic  lot  yours,  isn't  it  ? 

LILIAN.     More  tragic  than  you  understand. 

GARSON.  Bought  when  you  were  too  young  to  fcnow  whjt 
you  were  doing  ! 

LILIAN.     Not  so  young  but  that  I  should  have  known. 

GARSON.  Such  a  rar§  exquisite  creature,  too,  as  you  know 
yourself  to  be. 

LILIAN  (with  abnegation).  As  I  know  I  am  not.  *  But  as  I 
long  to  be.  As  I  think  I  could  b«. 

GARSON.  As  you  think  you  could  be,  had  you  married  a 
better  man. 

LILIAN.  Mock  me,  you  have  some  right,  but  it  may  be  truer 
than  you  think. 

GARSON.      It  is  what  they  tell  you,  I  don't  doubt. 

LILIAN.     Who  tell  me  ? 

GARSON.     The  live-on-papa  cubs. 

LILIAN  (shrugging  her  shoulders).  If  I  were  to  let  them  tell 
me  what  they  would  like  to  say- 

GARSON  (possibly  with  some  penetration).  You  do,  my  pet, 
and  when  they  have  finished  you  tell  them  they  mustn't  say  it  ; 
and  your  lip  trembles,  and  one  sad  tear  sits  on  your  sweet  eyes, 
the  same  little  tear  that  comes  when  you  have  overdrawn  your 
bank  account. 

LILIAN.     How  you  read  me  ! 

GARSON.  I  think  so.  I  think  I  know  the  stuff  you  are 
made  of.  I  wouldn't  try  heroics,  Lilian  5  you  can't  live  up  to 
them. 

LILIAN.     I  haven't  the  courage,  I  suppose  ? 

GARSON.  You  have  the  pluck  that  let  the  French  Jack-a- 
dandies  go  tripping  to  the  guillotine  ;  and  perhaps  my  breed 
hasn't.  But  when  it  comes  to  living  you  got  to  live  on  us, 
my  girl. 

LILIAN  (rising  and  facing  him).     Oh,  if — if 

U2 
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GARSON.  If — if  you  were  to  show  me  !  I  am  not  nervous. 
In  the  end  you  will  always  be  true  to  Number  One.  I  have 
thought  you  out. 

LILIAN  (on  fire).     If  I  did  ? 

GARSON.     If  you  did — if  you  tried  to  play  any  game  on  me — 
(He  takes  grip  of  her  by  the  wrist.) 

LILIAN  (in  her  earlier  manner).  Would  it  be  the  knife, 
Richard,  or  Desdemona's  pillow  ? 

GARSON.  If  you  brought  any  shame  on  me,  before  I  put  you 
tp  the  door  I  would — I  would  break  you  ! 

LILIAN.     If  I  did  it  I  wouldn't  be  here  to  break. 

GARSON.     By  the  powers,  it  would  be  as  well  for  you. 

LILIAN.  Unless  you  wish  to  do  th$  breaking  now,  please  let 
go  my  wrist* 

(lie  throws  it  from  himy  and  their  colloquy  ends  with  these 
terrible  words :)  t 

GARSON.     Dinner  at  half-past,  1  suppose  ? 

LILIAN.       I  SUppOSe  SO. 

(JVhen  she  is  alone  we  see  some  great  resolution  struggling 
into  life  in  her  and  adorning  her.  It  means  among  other 
things,  we  may  conclude  y  that  she  does  not  purpose  joining  him 
at  dinner.  She  writes  a  brief  letter y  puts  her  wedding-ring 
in  the  envelope  and  deposits  the  explosive  in  the  nearest 
drawer  of  his  desk.  On  top  of  it  she  throws  all  the  jewellery 
she  is  wearing  and  closes  fhe  drawer.  She  puts  on  her  hat 
and  coaty  and  after  a  last  look  in  a  glass  at  the  face  she  is 
leaving  behind  her — the  only  face  of  her  that  GARSON  knows 
— she  leaves  his  house. 

Two  hundred  yards  aivay  is  a  mewsy  where  odd  brainy 
people — afterwards  sorry  for  themselves — have  here  ar.d 
there  made  romantic  homes,  all  tiny  but  not  all  over  the 
garages  that  have  supplanted  stables.  This  one  where  HUGH 
PATON  lodges  is  a  complete  house  y  and  we  find  him  in  a  snug 
room,  though  it  is  only  reached  by  a  brief  ladder  which  he  fre- 
quently jumps.  At  present  the  room  is  in  disorder >  the  fire 
extinguished  by  the  masses  of  paper  he  has  dumped  on  ity  and 
he  himself  is  tousled  and  in  disarray.  He  has  not  quite 
finished  an  extensive  packing,  and  has  reached  the  point  of 
wondering  whether  he  should  reopen  that  bulging  bag  to  put 
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those  old  foot  ball  boots  in  it,  or  leave  them  for  the  good  of  the 
house.  He  is  whistling  gaily,  with  broken  intervals  in  which 
his  pipe  is  in  his  mouthy  and  he  has  a  very  honest  face. 
^$To  him  enters  with  a  rush  the  little  daughter  of  the  house, 
whose  heart  he  has  won  by  lifting  his  hat  to  her  in  the  mews. 
She  has  walked  with  more  dignity  ever  since,  and  she  is 
twelve.) 

SUSIE.  You  will  be  stamping  at  me,  sir,  but  there  is  a  lady, 
and  though  I  told  her  you  were  just  putting  on  your, muffler  to 
start  for  Egypt,  up  she  would  come. 

( Up  she  does  come,  and  she  is  LILIAN.  When  SUSIE  sees  how 
these  two  look  at  eafh  other  she  knows  all,  and  indeed  more^ 
and  out  of  respect  for  Love  she  goes  down  the  ladder  on  her 
tiptoes.) 

HUGH  (surprised,  but  with  outstretched  arms).  You  !  Oh, 
my  dear  ! 

(She  will  not  let  him  embrace  her  yet.) 

LILIAN  (the  soft-eyed,  the  tremulous).  No,  Hugh.  Please 
listen  to  me  first.  You  see  I  have  changed  my  mind,  and  come 
after  all.  Yes,  I  am  here  to  go  with  you,  if  you  will  have  me 
still.  But  oh,  my  Hugh,  let  there  be  no  mistake.  Don't  have 
me,  dear,  if  you  would  rather — rather  not. 

(He  clasps  her  to  him,  and  of  course  she  was  sure  he  would.} 
It  isn't  really  a  shock  to  you,  is  it }     Hugh,  you  don't  despise  me 
in  your  heart  for  coming  ? 
HUGH.      Dear,  my  dear  ! 

LILIAN  (merely  playing  with  the  idea).     You  are  so  fond  of 

Egypt — perhaps  it  would  be  lovelier  for  you  to  go  back  to  it  alone. 

(We  are  sorry  she  says  this^  for  she  has  put  it  into  our  own 

heads.      They  are  about  the  same  age,  but  as  they  sit  there 

on  one  of  his  trunks  he  looks  younger.) 

HUGH  (who  is  far  from  agreeing  with  us).  Egypt,  without 
you  ?  Horrible  ! 

LILIAN.  Was  it  seeming  horrible  before  I  came  up  the 
ladder? 

HUGH  (abashed).     Inconceivable  if  it  wasn't. 
LILIAN.     You  were  able  to  smoke. 

HUGH.  Mechanically.  (He  remembers  guiltily  that  he  was 
even  whistling.)  Lilian,  that  man  packing  wasn't  me.  I  only 


620  HALF  AN  HOUR 

began  to  be  again  when  you  lit  up  the  doorway.     Tell  me,  what 
made  you  change  your  mind  so  suddenly  ? 

LILIAN.  Not  suddenly.  I  longed  to  go  to  you,  but  I  was 
his  wife.  Hugh,  did  you  hear  me  say  I  was  his  wife  ?  What 
a  lovely  way  of  putting  it  ! 

HUGH.     My  wife  now  and  always. 

LILIAN.     The  things  he  said  to-night  ! 

HUGH.     There,  there,  that  is  all  over.     You  wrote  the  letter  ? 

LILIAN.     Yes,  and  left  it  for  him. 

HUGH.  You  said  in  it  that  it  was  to  me  you  were  coming  ? 
I  asked  that  of  you  because  I  want  it  all  to  be  above-board.  I 
am  not  afraid  of  him. 

LILIAN.  Yes,  I  said  in  it  that  I  v/as  going  away  with  you, 
and  I  put  his  wedding-ring  inside  it.  I  have  burned  all  my 
boats.  ^vDh,  Hugh,  if  it  had  turned  out  that  you  would  rather 
not  !  • 

HUGH.     A  nice  sort  of  gent  I  'd  be. 

LILIAN.  He  thinks  me  a  rotten,  shallow  creature.  No,  don't 
interrupt.  Perhaps  I  was  so  with  him,  dear.  What  was  bad 
in  each  of  us  seemed  to  call  to  the  other. 

HUGH.     If  yours  ever  calls  to  me  I  won't  recognise  the  voice. 

LILIAN.  He  said  that  in  any  test  I  would  always  go  where 
my  bread  was  best  buttered. 

HUGH.  He  will  see  his  mistake  when  he  finds  you  have  come 
to  me.  (He  starts  up)  I  s-^v  !  We  mustn't  be  late.  Not 
another  word  if  you  love  me.  Try  to  make  these  catches  snap, 
while  I  sit  on  the  trunk.  What  are  you  smiling  at  ? 

LILIAN.  I  have  just  remembered,  Hugh,  that  there  were 
people  coming  to  dinner  to-night  ! 

HUGH  (rising  triumphant  from  his]struggle  with  the  trunk).  I 
have  just  remembered  something  more  important.  (With 
accusing  finger)  Woman,  where  is  your  trousseau  ? 

LILIAN.  I  have  only  what  you  see,  my  dear.  Here  is  all  the 
riches  I  bring  you — four  and  sixpence.  Please  take  care  of  my 
dowry  for  me,  Hugh  ! 

HUGH.     You  poor  one  !     But  what  fun  to  buy  you  a  trous- 
seau at  Brindisi — if  not  before. 
(He  rings.) 

LILIAN  (catching  his  gaiety).  Are  you  proposing  to  send  out 
a  servant  to  get  a  trousseau  for  me  ? 


HALF  AN  HOUR  621 

HUGH.  What  a  capital  idea  !  (As  the  little  maid  arrives) 
Susie,  skip  across  to  the  nearest  draper's  and  buy  me  a  trousseau. 

SUSIE.     A  what,  sir  ? 

HUGH.  I  can  only  give  you  ten  minutes — lots  of  time — sure 
to  have  them  in  stock — need  of  the  age — all  ready  in  Christmas 
hampers.  (Looking  LILIAN  over)  Size  five  and  a  half  by  one  and 
a  quarter — hurry,  old  'un,  fly. 

SUSIE.     Whatever  do  he  mean  ? 

LILIAN.      He  only  means  that  he  wants  a  taxi. 

SUSIE.  Oh,  that  !  Mother  's  gone  out,  and  you  know  what 
father  is,  sir,  but  I  '11  get  it  myself. 

HUGH.  No,  you  don't,  Susie,  not  in  the-  rain.  Back  in  a 
jiffy,  Lilian. 

(He  is  gone,  and  they  hear  his  boisterous  leap  of  the  ladder.) 

SUSIE.  He  is  just  bubbling  over,  and  all  because  lit  Is  going 
off  to  make  dams. 

LILIAN  (asking  too  much).  Has  he  been  bubbling  over  for 
long,  Susie  ? 

SUSIE  (innocently  giving  it).  For  days  and  days.  I  used  to 
think  of  him  out  in  Kgypt  in  a  very  dirty  state  till  I  saw  a  picture 
of  him,  all  in  laundry  white,  and  riding  on  a.  camel. 

LILIAN.     The  camel  goes  on  its  knees  to  him,  Susie. 

SUSIE  (heartily).  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  (She  is  on  her  own 
knees  giving  those  finishing  touches  to  the  baggage  which  she  knows 
can  only  co?ne  from  a  woman's  hands.)  There  was  a  thing  about 
him  in  the  paper,  and  it  said  '  "I 'he  ball  is  at  his  feet.' 

LILIAN.      And  it  is.     A  great  career. 

SUSIE  (looking  sometimes  six  and  sometimes  sixty).  For  him. 
But  I  have  just  to  make  ready  for  another  lodger.  That  is  all 
the  great  career  there  is  for  the  likes  of  me.  (It'istfully)  I  'in 
thinking  there  is  a  great  career  for  you. 

LILIAN  (smiling).     How,  Susie  ? 

SUSIE.  Him.  (She  rises.)  I  wonder  would  you  let  me  see 
it.  I  have  never  seen  them  except  in  shop  windows. 

LILIAN.     What  ? 

SUSIE.  Fine  you  know.  The  thing  that  is  on  the  third 
finger  of  your  left  hand. 

LILIAN  (showing  a  bare  finger).     Nothing,  you  see. 

SUSIE  (sharp).     Yo'u  haven't  landed  him  yet  ? 
(She  is  so  disappointed  that  LILIAN  is  kind.) 
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LILIAN.     All  is  lovely,  Susie. 

SUSIE  (who  must  have  it  plainer  than  that).     You  Ve  got  him  ? 

LILIAN.     I  've  got  him. 

SUSIE.     Lucky  you  ! 

LILIAN.  Yes,  lucky  me.  You  mustn't  grudge  him  to  me, 
Susie.  I  haven't  always  been  lucky  with  men. 

SUSIE.  Men — oh,  men  !  Most  men  deserves  all  they  gets. 
(She  screws  up  her  eyes  and  opens  them  to  explain.}  I  was  just 
seeing  you  and  him  on  your  camels. 

(Th?re  is  a  knocking  on  the  outer  door.) 

LILIAN.     There  he  is. 

SUSIE.  I  haven't  got  back  his  key.  (She  knows  the  familiar 
sounds  of  the  mews.)  It 's  not  him.  There  is  something 
wrong. 

LILIAV.     Quick,  Susie. 

(The  child  is  gone  for  r\  moment,  and  LILIAN  is  conscious  of 
some  disturbance  in  the  passage  below.) 

SUSIE  (reappearing^  terrified).     Oh,  miss  ! 

LILIAN.     Tell  me  ! 

SUSIE.     They  are  carrying  him  into  his  bedroom. 

LILIAN.     Not  Mr.  Paton  ?     Speak  ! 

SUSIE.,     It 's  him  !     He  was  run  over. 

(She  disappears  again,  but  the  tramp  of  feet  is  heard 
through  the  open  door.  A  grave  man  comes  up  the  ladder. 
He  is  wearing  an  overcoat  and  muffler  and  he  closes  the 
door.) 

DR.  BRODIE.      Poor  lady  !      1  suppose  you 

LILIAN.     Tell  me  ! 

DR.  BRODIE.  He  was  run  over  by  a  motor  bus.  It  is  very 
serious. 

LILIAN.     Tell  me  ! 

DR.  BRODIE.      I  must  tell  you.      He  is  dead. 

LILIAN.     No,  he  isn't. 

DR.  BRODIE.      He  died  as  they  picked  him  up. 

LILIAN.     It  isn't  true. 

DR.  BRODIE.  A  Mr.  Paton,  they  tell  me.  I  don't  know 
him.  I  am  a  doctor  and  I  happened  to  be  passing.  He  only 
spoke  one  word. 

LILIAN.     My  name  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.     The  word  was  Egypt, 
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LILIAN.  He  is  going  there.  He  had  gone  out  for  a  taxi.  So 
you  see  it  can't  be  true. 

DR.  BRODIE.  It  is  true,  alas.  (He  gets  her  into  a  chair.] 
Mrs.  Paton,  I  want  to  help  you  in  any  way  possible.  There 
seems  to  be  no  one  in  the  house  but  a  very  useless  man,  and  a 
child.  If  you  can  give  me  the  address  of  any  male  relative 

LILIAN  (starting  up).     You  mustn't  bring  any  one  here. 

DR.  BRODIE.  Just  to  help  you  with — I  don't  quite — 
Excuse  me,  are  you  Mrs.  Paton  ?  (The  pitiful  look  she  gives 
him  makes  him  avert  his  troubled  eyes.)  I  am  sure  you  will 
understand  that  I  have  no  wish  to  intrude.  But  sonrte  one  must 
communicate  with  the  relatives.  And  of  course  an  inquiry 

LILIAN.      You  mean,  I  have  no  right  to  be  here  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.  I  don't'know  whether  you  have  a  right  or  not. 
But  you  must  know.  (As  she  shrinks  from  him)  P^on  me, 
I  won't  disturb  you  any  longer. 

LILIAN.      Don't  go.     What  am  I  to  do  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.  If  it  is  well  for  him  to  have  it  publicly  known 
that  you  were  here  you  will  of  course  remain  ;  but  if  it  would 
not  be  well  for  him,  my  advice  to  you — as  you  ask  for  it,  un- 
happy lady,  is  to  go  at  once. 

LILIAN  (throwing  out  her  arms).     Where  am  I  to  go  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.  I  know  nothing  of  the  circumstances.  I  am 
only  telling  you  what  I  think  might  be  best  for  him. 

LILIAN  (dry-eyed).  Is  there  to  be  no  thought  of  what  would 
be  best  for  me  ? 

DR.  BRODIE  (gently).     Might  it  not  be  best  for  you  also  ? 

LILIAN.     I  have  nowhere  to  go — nowhere. 

(Perhaps  he  does  not  quite  believe  her,  but  if  his  manner 
hardens  it  is  only  to  gain  his  point.) 

DR.  BRODIE.     Better  that  I  should  know  nothing. 

LILIAN.      I  am  not  what  you  think  me. 

DR.  BRODIE.     No  one  is.      But  prove  it,  madam,  by  going. 

LILIAN.  What  is  to  become  of  me  ?  (He  shakes  his  head.) 
1  loved  him — I  risked  everything  for  him — I  am  lost. 

DR.  BRODIE.  Those  who  risk  all  and  lose  have  to  fece  the 
consequences. 

LILIAN.     I  was  going  with  him. 

(He  might  say*  *  You  can  go  with  him  still,  unfortunate  one, 
if  you  choose*  but  of  course  he  does  not.     Instead  he  opens 
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the  door  respectfully.     She  bows,  gives  him  a  pitiful  smile 
of  thanks  and  goes  away. 

Let  us  return  to  CARSON'S  house  and  see  how  his  little 
Dinner  is  faring. 

As  MR.  GARS  ON  enters  the  room  in  evening  dress,  his  bad 
temper  removed  with  his  clothes  ^  he  meets  his  butler.) 
GARSON.      Have  I  time  to  write  a  note.  Withers  ? 
WITHERS.     It  is  two  minutes  short  of  the  half-hour,  sir. 
GARSON  (going  to  his  desk).      Her  ladyship  not  down  yet  ? 
WITHERS.      I  believe  not,  sir. 

GARSON.     She  isn't  usually  late.     I  didn't  hear  her  in  her 
room. 

WITHERS.     Shall  I  send  up  to  inquire,  sir  ? 

Oh  no,  she  will  be  down  directly,  no  doubt. 
(tie  sits  at  a  desk  and  unlocks  a  drawer  with  his  keys.  It 
is  the  fatal  drawer.  Stretching  out  his  hand  for  some 
papers  he  knows  to  be  there ,  it  encounters  something  metallic^ 
which  he  draws  out.  Without  rising  he  feels  for  further 
jewellery y  but  there  is  evidently  no  more.  He  has  recognised 
his  find  but  has  no  suspicions,  and  is  sitting  there  chuckling 
over  it  when  WITHERS  announces  two  guests,  MR.  and  MRS. 
REDDING,  both  exuding  opulence.} 

REDDING.     You  seem  to  be  having  a  little  joke  all  to  yourself, 
Garson. 

GARSON.     Ah,  welcome  both. 
MRS.  REDDING.     But  the  joke  ? 

(For  reply  their  host  holds  up  the  jewels.) 

REDDING.      My  eye  !      No  joke  for  the  party  that  footed  the 
bill. 

GARSON.     I  put  my  hand  into  that  drawer  for  some  papers, 
and  it  found  these  instead. 

REDDING.     All  I  can  say  is  '  Halves.' 

MRS.  REDDING.     Silly  man,  they  are  Lady  Lilian's.      I  know 
them  quite  well. 

GARSON.     The  joke,  Redding,  is  that  I  now  see  why  my  wife 
is  late  for  dinner. 

MRS.  REDDING.      It  is  we  who  are  early  ;   but  tell  us. 
GARSON.     She  must  have  shoved  them  in  there — (with  a 
certain  pride)  her  set  arc  more  careless  than  ours — and  then 
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forgotten  where  she  put  them.     I  bet  she  is  searching  high  and 
low  for  them  at  this  mome/it. 

MRS.  REDDING  (who  would like  to  say  that  her  set  can  be  fashion- 
ably  careless  also}.  The  poor  dear  !  But  suppose  some  servant, 
the  awful  man  who  winds  the  clocks 

GARSON.  Oh,  they  were  safe  enough.  She  had  happened 
to  find  the  drawer  unlocked  but  she  had  the  sense  to  shut  it,  and 
all  these  drawers  lock  when  they  shut.  (He  shuts  the  drawer 
and  it  clicks,  perhaps  an  effort  to  tell  its  master  something.)  I 
have  the  only  key.  (He  puts  the  jewels  into  his  pocket  and 
greets  another  guest.} 

WITHERS.      Dr.  Brodie. 

GARSON.      Very  pleased  to  see  you,  Brodie,  in  my  little  place. 

DR.  URODIK.  Thank  you,  Garson.  (He  presumes  that  MRS. 
REDDING  is  his  hostess}  Lady  Lilian,  I  am 

GARSON.     No,  no,  that  isn't  I/uly  Lilian. 

MRS.  REDDING  (archly}.     Would  that  it  were,  Dr.  Brodie  ! 

REDDING  (equally  ready}.     ( )h,  come  ! 

GARSON.  Dr.  Brodie — Mrs.  Redding.  You  have  met  at 
the  club,  Redding. 

REDDING.      To  be  sure. 

GARSON.  I  forgot  you  don't  know  my  wife,  Brodie.  She 
will  be  down  in  a  moment.  I  must  apologise  for  her  bf  ing  kite. 

MRS.  REDDING.  Doift  fuss,  Mr,  Garson.  Dr.  Brodfe 
knows  what  women  are. 

DR.  BRODIF.  Not  T,  Mrs.  "Aedding.  But  I  was  afraid  T 
should  be  late  myself. 

REDDING.     Something  professional  r 

DR.  BRODIE.  Accident  in  the  street.  Man  knocked  over 
by  a  motor  bus — killed. 

GARSON.  Rough  luck.  I  can't  think  what  is  keeping  Lady 
Lilian. 

REDDING.     Some  one  you  knew,  doctor  ? 

DR.  BRODTE.  No,  but  he  seems  to  have  done  good  work  in 
India.  Paton  is  the  name. 

GARSON.  Paton  ?  There  was  a  Paton  we  met  once  at 
dinner  who — no,  Egypt  was  his  place. 

DR.  BRODIE.      It  was  Egypt  she  said.      Probably  your  man. 

MRS.  REDDING.     Was  he  married  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.     No,  not  married,     (fie  sighs.)     Poor  devil  ! 
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REDDING.     Surely  better  in  the  circumstances  that  he  wasn't 
married. 

DR.  BRODIE.     Oh,  much  better. 

MRS.  REDDING.     You  said  4  poor  devil.1 

DR.  BRODIE.      Did  I  ?     I  was  thinking  of  something  else. 

MRS.  REDDING.     Of  the  lady  ? 

DR.  BRODIE  (not  delighting  in  her).      Did  I  say  there  was  a 
lady  ? 

MRS.  REDDING  (smartly).     You  are  saying  it  now. 

REDDING.     Got  you,  my  friend  ! 

1  DR.  BRODIE.     Hm  !    (His  desire  is  to  drop  the  subject.)    Beast 
of  a  night,  Garson. 

GARS  ON.       Wet  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.      Drizzle.     The  most  dismal  sort  of  London 
night.    H~ 

MRS.  REDDING.     And  the  poor  devil  is  out  in  it  ? 
DR.  BRODIE.     She  is  out  in  it,  right  enough. 

(LADY  LILIAN  is  not,  however ,  out  in  it.  She  now  sweeps 
in  from  upstairs  in  a  delicious  evening  confection.  She  must 
have  dressed  in  record  timey  for  no  doubt  she  lost  a  moment 
trying  to  open  that  drawer.  She  must  even  have  raced  her 
brainy  which  may  be  conceived  by  the  fanciful  as  descending 
the  stairs  in  pursuit  of  her.) 
GARSON.  You  are  terribly  late,  Lilian. 

(She  knows  at  once  that  nothing  has  been  discovered  as  yet^ 
and  her  wits  make  up  on  'her.) 

LILIAN.      Dear  Mrs.  Redding,  1  am  so  ashamed.     Forgive 
me,  kind  Mr.  Redding. 

REDDING  (a  courtier  when  approached  infantilely).      All  I  can 
say,  Lady  Lilian,  is  that  you  were  worth  waiting  for. 

(Then  she  sees  the  doctor,  and  the  recognition  is  mutual.) 
GARSON.     Brodie,  my  wife  at  last.      I  forgot,  Lilian,  whether 
I  mentioned  that  Dr.  Brodie  had  kindly  promised  to  take  pot- 
luck  with  us. 

LILIAN.     No,  but  I  am  so  pleased,  Dr.  Brodie — any  friend  of 
my  husband. 

DR.  BRODIE.     Thank  you,  Lady  Lilian. 

MRS.  REDDING.     He  has  been  telling  us  such  zi  shocking  story. 

REDDING.      It  will  spoil  my  dinner. 

GARSON.     Not  quite,  I  hope,  Redding. 
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REDDING.     No,  not  quite. 

(They  have  both  a  gift  for  this  sort  of  talk,  and  have  sunny 
times  together.") 

MRS.  REDDING.  A  man  killed  in  the  street.  Tell  her, 
Dr.  Brodie. 

DR.  BRODIE.     It  wouldn't  interest  Lady  Lilian. 

GARSON.  Yes,  by  the  way  it  would.  You  will  remember 
him,  Lil. 

LILIAN.     Some  one  I  know  ? 

GARSON.  Paton  is  the  name.  I  think  it  was  at  the  Rossiters' 
we  met  him. 

LILIAN.     A  barrister  ? 

GARSON.     No,  an  engineer — abroad — in  a  small  way. 

LILIAN.     A  dark  man,  wasn't  he  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.  No,  fair.  Evidently  if  you  ever  tr*ew  him, 
Lady  Lilian,  you  have  forgotten  Jiim. 

LILIAN.      One  meets  so  many. 

DR.   BRODIE.       JuSt  SO. 

MRS.  REDDING.  There  was  a  woman  in  it,  Lady  Lilian. 
Do  get  him  to  tell  us. 

LILIAN  (boldly}.     Why  not  ? 

DR.  RRODIE.  Very  well.  I  assure  you  I  pitied  her  when  I 
thought  she  was  his  wife,  and  still  more  when  I  found  she 
wasn't. 

GARSON.     That  sort  of  woman  ! 

LILIAN.     What  sort  of  woman,  Richard  ? 

GARSON  (with  delicacy}.     Oh,  come  ! 

DR.  BRODIE.     She  kept  crying,  what  could  she  do. 

GARSON.     She  knew  what  she  could  do  ! 

LILIAN.     What  could  she  do,  Richard  ? 

%    GARSON.      Pooh  !     They  don't  all  get  run  over  by  motor 
buses,  my  dear. 

DR.  BRODIE.  I  thought  she  might  find  a  job — women  do 
nowadays — and  live  on,  true  to  the  dead.  After  all,  it  was 
the  test  of  her. 

LILIAN.      I  suppose  it  was. 

GARSON.  What  a  sentimental  fellow  you  are,  Brodie  ! 
That  kind  can  look  after  themselves  all  right.  I  say,  Redding, 
suppose  she  is  a  married  woman  and  has  bolted  back  to  un- 
suspecting No.  i  ! 
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REDDING.     Lordy  ! 

DR.   BRODIE.     When  she  left  the  house  at  my  request  I 
couldn't  have  thought  so  despicably  of  her  as  that. 

LILIAN      Is  it  more  abject  than  my  husband's — other  end 
for  her  ? 

DR.  BRODIE.     I  should  say,  yes. 

REDDING.      It 's  quite  possible,  you  know,  Garson.      Makes  a 
pretty  chump  of  the  husband,  though. 

GARSON.     No  doubt.     And  yet  there  is  humour  in  it.      You 
don't  see,  Brodie,  that  it  has  its  humorous  side  ? 

"DR.  BRODIE.     Oh  yes,  I  do,  Garson.     But  as  I  walked  here 
I  was  picturing  her  in  dire  desolation. 

LILIAN.      Don't  you  think  she  may  be  in  dire  desolation  still  ? 
DR.  BRODIE.     Thinking  it  over,  Lady  Lilian,  I  have  come 
to  the  ofrrJusion  that  your  husband  is  right,  and  that  I  was  a 
sentimental  fellow,  wasting  mv  sympathy  on  that  lady. 
GARSON  (who  is  not  unsusceptible  to  praise).     Exactly. 

(Dinner  is  announced,  and  he  is  indicating  to  BRODIE  to  take 
In  LADY  LILIAN,  when  MRS.  REDDING,  the  only  one  who  has 
remembered  the  jewellery ',  touches  her  throat  and  wrists 
significantly.  He  gives  her  and  her  husband  a  private 
wink.) 

Hullo,  Lil,  where  are  those  emeralds  ?      Didn't  you  get  'em 
out  of  me  specially  for  that  frock  ? 

(Only  one  of  the  company,  a  new  acquaintance  y  notices  his 
hostess  go  rigid  for  a  moment.  So  her  husband  has  found 
the  jewels  !  Something  inside  her  that  is  clamouring  for 
utterance  is  about  to  betray  her,  when  she  sees  a  glance  pass 
from  her  husband  to  the  drawer.  She  is  uncertain  how 
much  has  been  found  out,  but  she  cannot  believe  that  if  this 
man  knows  everything  he  could  have  had  the  self-control 
to  play  cat  to  her  for  so  long.} 

LILIAN  (taking  a  risk).      I  took  them  off  down  here  and  left 
them  for  safety  in  one  of  your  drawers. 
GARSON.     Which  drawer  ? 
LILIAN  (crossing  to  it).     This  one. 

GARSON  (making  a  sigti  with  his  fingers  behind  his  back  to  the 
Reddings.)     Best  put  them  on  ;   I  like  you  in  'em. 

(He  tosses  her  his  keys,  and  as  she  opens  the  drawer  he  has 
another  gleeful  moment  with  his  accomplices.  BRODIE, 
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whose  attention  is  confined  to  her,  understands  that  somehow 
a  crisis  has  been  reached,  and  oddly  enough  he  does  not  want 
her  to  be  caught.} 

LILIAN  (turning  round,  aghast).     They  are  gone  ! 
GARSON  (histrionically).     Gone  ? 
LILIAN.     Richard,  what  is  to  be  done  ?     My  emeralds  ! 

GARSON.     Gone  !     The  police 

LILIAN.     Yes,  yes  ! 

MRS.  REDDING.  Mr.  Garson,  how  can  you  keep  it  up  ? 
Don't  you  see  she  is  nearly  fainting,  and  so  should  I  be. 
Emeralds  ! 

GARSON  (with  the  conqueror's  good  nature).  Come,  come, 
Lil,  calm  yourself.  This  should  be  a  lesson  to  you,  though. 
But  it 's  all  right — just  a  trick  I  was  playing  on  you.  I  found 
them  in  the  drawer. 

REDDING  (admiringly).  Neve*;  was  such  a  masterpiece  at  a 
trick  as  Garson  ! 

GARSON  (producing  the  jewels  from  his  pocket  like  a  wizard). 
Here  they  are  ! 

(He  gallantly  places  them  on  her  person,  and  even  gives  her 
a  peck,  which  brings  him  very  near  to  something  she  is  hold- 
ing in  her  hand  beneath  her  handkerchief.  GARSON  takes  in 
MRS.  REDDING,  and  REDDING  has  to  go  without  a  lady. 
Before  LILIAN  and  BRODIE  follow  them  she  throws  a  letter 
into  the  fire>  and  as  the  little  spitfire  turns  to  ashes  she  puts 
on  her  finger  a  wedding-ring  that  she  has  taken  out  of  it. 
She  reels  for  a  moment,  then  looks  to  BRODIE  for  his  com- 
mentary. He  has  none,  but  as  a  medical  man  he  feels  her 
pulse.) 
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MR.  and  MRS.  TOVEY,  a  pleasant  couple  of  the  agreeable  age, 
are  in  their  Chelsea  drawing-room,  the  envied  bit  of  which  is 
the  long  low  twisted  window  at  the  back  overlooking  the  river. 
They  never  draw  the  curtains  on  this  view  when  (as  to-night) 
visitors  are  expected,  for  it  is  one  of  the  fairest  in  London, 
especially  by  night ;  but  they  often  ask  you  to  step  on  to  the 
leads,  from  which  every  moving  coal-barge  with  a  light  on  it  is 
floating  magic.  The  T  oveys,  knowing  themselves  to  be  alone, 
arc  discussing  to-night's  dinner  at  their  ease,  when  up  Steals  the 
rogue  of  a  curtain.  '  The  audience,  madam,'  we  say,  and  go, 
as  primly  as  if  we  were  the  parlour-maid.  Perhaps  they  have 
not  heard  us,  for  the  talk  continues  as  if  they  were  still  un- 
observed. 

TOVEY  (approvingly).     A  capital  little  menu. 

MRS.  TOVEY  (though  she  thinks  so  herself).  Of  course  it  is  a 
short  dinner,  Jack,  to  offer  to  such  a  celebrity.  *  (With  a  sigh) 
I  must  say  it  would  have  been  rather  nice  of  you  if  you  coifld 
have  remembered  whether  when  Captain  Rattray  was  a  boy 
he  liked  lamb. 

TOVEY.  My  dear,  just  because  Rattray  has  had  this  little 
flutter  in  China  waters  I,  who  haven't  seen  him  for  twenty 
years,  am  expected  to  remember  whether  when  we  were  inky 
beasts  at  school  he  liked  lamb.  All  I  do  remember  is  that  he 
was  timid  and  that  I  punched  the  heads  of  the  boys  who  bullied 
him. 

MRS.  TOVEY.  Yes,  I  have  noticed  that  is  the  one  thing  all 
men  remember  about  a  school  friend. 

TOVEY.     Any  further  orders,  madam  ? 

MRS.  TOVEY  (with  gentle  resignation).  Well,  it  would  be 
rather  sweet  of  you  if  you  didn't  try  to  be  funny  to-night.  I  am 
so  anxious  to  make  this  dinner  a  success. 

TOVEY  (ever  explanatory  on  this  subject).  My  own,  I  don't 
try  to  be  funny  ;  I  am  funny. 
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MRS.  TOVEY.  Yes,  I  know  you  can't  help  it,  and  I  don't 
mind  when  we  are  alone.  But  in  doinpany  some  of  your  jokes 
— that  one  about  the  murderess,  for  instance 

TOVEY.  Best  of  women  ;  but  even  though  you  are  that,  do 
endeavour  to  be  fair.  She  was  amused  by  it  herself. 

MRS.  TOVEY.  Ah,  but  suppose  some  one  present  had  be- 
lieved it  ! 

TOVEY  (nobly).  Very  well.  I  '11  try  to  be  dull,  dear.  (She 
has  risen  quickly.)  Whither  away  ? 

MRS.  TOVEY.     I  thought  I  heard  the  bell. 

TOVEY.  Can't  be  anybody  yet ;  there  's  half  an  hour  to 
dinner  time. 

MRS.  TOVEY.      It  is  some  one.     And  neither  of  us  dressed  ! 
(She  rushes  off. 

*   The  maid  ushers  in  CAPTAIN  RATTRAY,  a  naval  officer  ^ 
in  levee  dress.)  < 

TOVEY.     Howmre  you,  Rattray  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     How  do  you  do,  Tovey  ? 

(For  a  moment  only  are  they  stiff  and  self-conscious.) 

TOVEY.     Bobbin,  that  was  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  Inky  Paws,  that  used  to  be  !  (They  take  candid 
stock  of  each  other.) 

TOVEY.      A  little  grey  at  the  roots. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Chest  slipped  down  a  bit. 

TOVEY.     To  think  of  old  Bobbin  blossoming  into  a  nut  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  warned  you  I  was  going  on  to  a  levee  and 
would  have  to  come  in  these. 

TOVEY.  We  wanted  you  in  these  ;  in  fact  it  was  these  we 
wanted  even  more  than  you.  Remember  the  pillow  fights, 
Bobbin  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (warmly).  Rather  !  Do  you  remember  you 
were  a  bit  puny  and  how  I  used  to  fight  the  brutes  who  ill-used 
you  ? 

TOVEY  (coldly).     I  don't  remember  that. 

CAPTAIN  R.  And  now  I  hear  little  Inky  Paws  has  had  the 
pluck  to  take  unto  him  a  squaw. 

TOVEY.     More  than  you  have  had. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (reproducing  the  face  with  which  he  went  to  his  first 
dance).  They  scare  me  as  much  as  ever,  Jack. 

TOVKY.     That  reminds  me  :  do  you  like  lamb  ? 
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CAPTAIN  R.     I  could  eat  lamb  by  the  solid  hour. 

TOVEY.  Then  you  '11  like  my  wife.  By  the  way,  that 
explains  why  you  come  to  a  dinner-party  half  an  hour  before  the 
time. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (giving  himself  up  for  lost).     I  was  asked  for  eight. 

TOVEY.     Sure  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (on  oath).     I  have  your  wife's  letter  with  me. 

TOVEY.  Then  you  are  forgiven.  Her  mistake.  She  is 
dressing  wildly  now,  and  if  you  will  excuse  me 

CAPTAIN  R.     Don't  mind  me. 

(TOVEY  is  going.) 
Stop,  Jack.     Who  are  the  other  guests  ? 

TOVEY  (pondering).     Let  me  see. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (skating  fiim).  Never  mind  the  men,  tell  me 
about  the  women  5  they  are  the  fearsome  ones. 

TOVEY.  Well,  we  have  all  kinds  for  you,  not  knowing  your 
taste.  For  instance,  there  is  one  dear  lady  who  has  no  sense  of 
humour. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (with  certain  memories).     I  am  sure  there  is. 

TOVEY.  If  you  want  to  know  which  one  she  is,  try  them 
with  a  funny  story.  Then  there  is  one  who  has  almost  too 
much  sense  of  humour.  If  there  is  anything  ridiculous 
about  you,  Bobbin,  as  I  dare  say  there  is,  she  will  s'pot  it  at 
once. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Oh,  help  ;   don't  put  me  beside  that  one. 

TOVEY.     You  would  prefer  tfte  politician  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     The  what  ? 

TOVEY.  No  platform  complete  without  them  nowadays. 
If  she  drops  her  handkerchief  and  you  pick  it  up  for  her  there 
will  be  a  riot.  By  the  way,  she  drops  her  things  all  over  the 
pljice.  You  will  know  her  by  that. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Ancient  friend,  do  dress  quickly. 

TOVEY.  You  will  be  all  right.  Stick  to  the  Very  woman. 
She  is  one  of  the  good  old-fashioned,  obedient  clinging  kind  that 
our  fathers  knew. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (disbelieving).     Did  you  say  obedient,  Jack  ? 

TOVEY.  Sounds  like  a  dream,  doesn't  it  ?  Speaking  of 
fathers,  there  is  a  mother  coming.  You  know,  the  sort  of 
woman  who  is  a  mother  and  nothing  else. 

CAPTAIN  R.     I  like  those  simple  souls. 
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TOVEY.  The  coquette  isn't  what  you  would  call  a  simple 
soul. 

CAPTAIN  R.     A  coquette,  too  ? 

TOVEY.     The  most  audacious  flirt  of  my  acquaintance. 

(CAPTAIN  RATTRAY  is  a  little  complacent.} 
Why  that  swagger  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  wasn't  swaggering,  but  I  get  on  rather  well 
with  that  kind.  Once  at  an  India  station However. 

TOVEY.  I  think  that  completes  the  list.  (Disregarding  a 
recent  promise)  Stop,  though,  there  is  one  more — a  murderess. 

CAPTAIN  R.     None  of  your  blarney,  Jack. 

TOVEY.  Don't  think  I  am  joking.  (Confidentially]  Fact  is, 
since  you  were  last  on  leave  the  order  of  the  day  for  dinners 
has  become  a  celebrity  at  any  cost. 

CAp»rA*N  R.      Draw  the  line. 

TOVEY.  We  don't  nowadays  ;  life  is  too  strenuous.  You 
will  see  what  deference  we  pay  her.  Why,  man  alive,  if 
it  had  not  been  for  you  the  likes  of  us  couldn't  have  got  her. 
She  had  a  much  more  exalted  engagement,  and  broke  it  to 
meet  you. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Tosh  ! 

TOVEY.     But  listen  ;   the  bell  again  !     Here  's  another  who 
has  been  asked  too  early. 
1    CAPTAIN  R.      Let  us  hope  it  is  a  man. 

TOVEY.  I  hear  the  swish  of  skirts.  Bobbin,  with  perfect 
confidence,  I  leave  you  to  do  'die  honours. 

CAPTAIN  R.     As  you  love  me,  no  ! 

TOVEY.      I  must  scoot. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (intercepting  him).  You  are  placing  me  in  a 
horrible  position  !  No  humour — too  much  humour — public 
speaker  who  spills  her  things,  but  I  mustn't  lift  them  up  for  her. 
A  Very  woman  of  the  clinging  kind — a  mother  and  nothing 
else — a  coquette — and  a  murderess  who  broke  an  engagement 
to  meet  me.  How  am  I  to  know  which  this  one  is  ? 

TOVEY  (as  he  glides  past  him).  Be  a  sportsman,  my  gallant 
tar,  and  find  out. 

(CAPTAIN  RATTRAY  is  meditating  an  escape  on  to  the  leads 
when  the  maid  shows  in  LEONORA.  LEONORA  is  an  un- 
speakable darling ;  and  this  is  all  the  guidance  that  can  be 
given  to  the  lady  playing  her.  She  grasps  the  situation  and 
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bows    charmingly.      CAPTAIN    RATTRAY'S    awkwardness 

makes  a  good  impression  on  her.} 
LEONORA.     I  suppose  Mrs.  Tovey  hasn't  yet  - 
CAPTAIN  R.     Perhaps  I  ought  to  explain  - 

(They  have  spoken  simultaneously.) 
CAPTAIN  R.      I  beg  your  pardon. 
LEONORA.     You  were  saying  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.       NOj  you. 


LEONORA.     Please  —  if  I  did  not  know  this  room  - 

CAPTAIN  R.     The  fact  is  that  Mr.  Tovey  - 

(They  are  at  it  again  ;   this  nonsense  puts  them  on  easier 
terms.) 

CAPTAIN  R.  1  fancy  you  must  be  in  the  same  predicament 
as  myself.  I  have  arrived  to  dinner  half  an  hour  too  soon. 

LEONORA.     I  was  asked  for  eight  o'clock. 

CAPTAIN  R.  And  I.  Hut  it  vwas  a  mistake.  Dinner  ib  at 
eight-thirty. 

LEONORA.     Oh  dear  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  Mr.  Tovey  has  just  told  me.  He  isn't  sure 
whether  the  same  mistake  has  been  made  with  the  others  or  not. 

LEONORA.  I  see.  Mow  horrid  of  us  (sitting  that  he  may 
do  so  alsoy  one  of  the  most  excellent  things  in  woman). 

CAPTAIN  R.      But  it  isn't  our  fault. 

LKONORA.     That  is  true.     Still,  how  horrid  of  us. 

(//  strikes  him  that  she  musf  be  that  inconsequential  delight 
to  memory  dear,  the  Very  woman.} 

CAPTAIN  R.  (enlightened).      Ha  ! 

LEONORA  (arrested).     What  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  You  know,  that  is  just  what  my  mother  would 
have  said  in  the  same  circumstances.  Perhaps  T  should  say  that 
my  name  is  Rattray. 

LEONORA.  T  was  sure  of  it.  If  I  may  say  so,  we  are  all 
proud  of  Captain  Rattray. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (rushing  her  off'  the  gangway).  Oh,  please  don't. 
I  did  nothing.  (Smiling)  I  flatter  myself  1  know  something 
about  you  also. 

LEONORA  (curious).     You  do  ?     About  me  ?     What  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (with  the  modest  self-satisfaction  that  comes  to  the 
discriminating).  I  have  found  it  out  since  you  came  into  the 
room. 
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LEONORA.     But  how  uncanny.     I  'm  listening. 

CAPTAIN  R.      I  have  found  out  that  you  are  a  Very  woman. 

LEONORA.     What  is  that  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (comprehensively).     Ah  ! 

LEONORA.      Do  tell  me. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (reflecting).      I  suppose  it  is  a  man's  phrase. 

LEONORA.     That  is  why  I  want  to  know  what  it  means  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (in  deep  waters).  A  Very  woman  is — is — well, 
she  is  a  clinging  woman.  All  sailors  like  clinging  women. 

LEONORA.     Do  they  ?     What  do  they  like  them  to  cling  to  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  As  to  that — (his  snotties  would  enjoy  seeing  him 
now) — I  am  afraid  I  seem  very  stupid.  You  see,  for  more  than 
a  year  I  have  scarcely  spoken  to  a  woman. 

LEONORA  (sympathetic).  Constant  practice  is  everything  in 
speaking.11  I  could  always  speak  fairly  fluently  in  committees 
and  so  on.  But  in  the  Albert  Hall 

CAPTAIN  R.  (in  consternation).     You  don't  mean — politics  ? 

LEONORA.     Oh  yes,  why  not  ?     Is  anything  wrong  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (depressed).     Nothing. 

(Her  handkerchief  falls.     He  is  about  to  pick  it  up  when  he 
remembers  that  politicians  don't  like  this.) 
May  I  ^ 

LEONORA.  Not  if  it  is  too  much  trouble.  (She  picks  it  up 
herself.) 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  am  awfully  sorry.  The  fact  is,  you  gave  me 
a  little  shock  just  now. 

LEONORA.  I  did  ?  How  ?  Perhaps  I  am  not  the  woman 
you  thought  me  after  all  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     No,  you  are  not. 

(He  is  so  lugubrious  that  she  laughs.) 

LEONORA.     You  had  better  give  me  up,  Captain  Rattray. . 

CAPTAIN  R.     Not  I. 

(She  raises  her  eyebrows  at  his  audacity.) 

LEONORA  (changing  the  subject).  Mrs.  Tovey  has  a  dear  house, 
don't  you  think  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (looking  about  him  for  the  first  time).  Yes,  very. 
Some  pretty  things  here. 

LEONORA.  Aren't  there  ?  But  the  real  treasures,  of  course, 
are  the  two  lovelies  on  the  top  floor  of  the  house. 

CAPTAIN  R  (mildly  surprised).     Oh  ? 
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LEONORA  (explanatory).  In  the  room  where  the  night-lights 
are. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (who  has  forgotten  domesticity).     Night-lights  ? 

LEONORA.     Haven't  you  been  up  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     On  the  top  floor  ?     No. 

LEONORA.  I  thought  you  were  an  old  school  friend  of  Mr. 
Tovey  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     I  am. 

LEONORA.  And  he  didn't  rush  you  to  the  top  of  the  house  ? 
To  the  two  rooms  where  the  large  fire-guards  are  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     No  5   what  are  the  fire-guards  for  ? 

LEONORA.     To  prevent  them  falling  into  the  fire,  of  course. 

CAPTAIN  R.      Whom  ?     Jack  and  his  wife  ? 

LEONORA.      Oh,  I  shall  never  understand  men  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  can't  quite — what  is  it  that  Jack  Tcm!y  keeps 
at  the  top  floor  of  the  house  ? 

LEONORA  (reproachfully).  Oh,  Uaptain  Rattray,  his  pretty 
things. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (dense).  Yes,  I  sec — I  didn't  even  know  that 
he  was  a  collector.  But  what  a  rum  place  to  keep  them. 

(He  sees  she  is  shocked.) 
Excuse  me,  I  have  been  such  a  long  time  at  sea. 

LEONORA  (shocked).  Captain  Rattray,  were  you  never  kept 
on  the  top  floor  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  Only  when  I  was  *i  chicken.  (Daylight  reaches 
him.)  You  don't  mean  to  say  th*at  Inky  Paws — Jack  Tovey — 
that  he ? 

LEONORA  (nodding  delightedly).     Yes,  two  !     A  boy  and  a  gi  r] . 

CAPTAIN  R.  A  boy  and  a  girl  ?  (He  is  in  touch  with  her  nt 
last.)  That  is  the  best  joke  1  have  heard  since  I  came  back. 

,  LEONORA.       Joke  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Well,  isn't  it  ? 

LEONORA  (wounded).  Mrs.  Tovey 's  babies  are  a  joke,  arc 
they  ?  I  can  tell  you  another  joke,  Captain  Rattfay. 
(Haughtily)  I  also  am  a — collector. 

CAPTAIN  R.       YOU  ? 

LEONORA.     It  is  funny,  isn't  it  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  (contritely).  Do  forgive  me.  Somehow  I — 
didn't  think  of  you  as-a  mother. 

LEONORA  (to  whom  this  is  still  more  dreadful).     You  didn't 
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think — Captain  Rattray,  I  could  forgive  you  a  good  deal,  but 
I  will  never  forgive  you  that.  (She  is  about  to  step  out  on  to  the 
leads.) 

CAPTAIN  R.  (desperate).     I  could  eat  my  hat. 

LEONORA  (freezingly).     Not  before  me,  please. 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  say,  I  wasn't  speaking  against  mothers.  I 
think  there  is  nothing  like  them. 

LEONORA  (perhaps  a  little  unfairly).  You  said  I  didn't  deserve 
to  be  one. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (stung).     I  did  not. 

LEONORA.  You  needn't  bark.  (She  melts  easily.)  Surely 
you  might  have  guessed. 

CAPTAIN  R.  It  was  dense  of  me.  ,1  can  see  it  now  clearly 
enough. 

LEON'OR'A.     Oh  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.      It  is  written  dl  over  you. 

LEONORA  (rather  tart).      I  don't  think  it  is  so  obvious  as  that. 

CAPTAIN  R.  No,  indeed — that  is,  whatever  you  prefer.  I 
say,  do  let  me  down  softly. 

LEONORA  (smiling  divinely).     That  was  almost  like  I lany  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  (grumpily).     Was  it  ? 

LEONORA  (softly).     He  is  my  son. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (relieved).  A  gorgeous  fellow,  1  '11  be  bound. 
(Cunningly)  Tell  me  about  him. 

LEONORA  (tremulously).     You  wouldn't  really  care  to  know. 

CAPTAIN  R.      I   would  indeed.       It  may  seem    strange  to 


you 

LEONORA.     Oh,  no. 

CAPTAIN  R.        How  old  is  lie  ? 

LEONORA.     Fourteen  and  two  months 

CAPTAIN  R.     What  a  ripper. 

LEONORA.      He  is  at  school. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Well  done. 

LEONORA.     He  is  in  the  O.T.C. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Of  course  he  is. 

LEONORA.  1  had  a  letter  from  him  to-day — he  says (// 

is  evidently  in  the  bodice  of  her  gown.) 

CAPTAIN  R.     Nothing  wrong,  I  hope  ? 

LEONORA  (in  a  flood  of  emotion).  He — he — he  wants  me  to 
send  him  a  razor. 
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CAPTAIN  R.  (wildly  sympathetic).     The  ass — the  ungrateful 
booby — the 

LEONORA  (flaming  up).     How  can  you  !     You Oh, 

you  man. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (hurriedly).      It  is  myself  I  mean,  not  him.      Be- 
sides, you  were  almost  crying,  as  if  he  had  hurt  you. 

LEONORA.      Harry  hurt  me  !      Don't  you  see  how  splendid 
it  is  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Rather  !     I  say,  do  let  me  send  Harry  his  first 
razor. 

LEONORA  (pleased).     Oh,  no. 

CAPTAIN  R.     After  all,  I  must  know  more  about  razors  than 
you  do.     Other  subjects— but  razors  ? 

LEONORA   (in   HARRY'S' interest).      That  must  be  true,  of 
course. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Leave  it  to  me. 

LEONORA.     Something  suitable.      He  is   five  feet  five  and 
rather  fair. 

CAPTAIN  R.      I  '11  get  that  kind. 

LEONORA.      And — and  please — rather  a  blunt  one. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (admiring  her).      I  believe  you  would  try  it  on 
yourself  if  that  would  be  any  help  to  Harry. 

LEONORA.      Of  course  I  would. 

CAPTAIN  R.     May  I  ask,  how  many  children  have  you  t 

LEONORA  (nervously,  to  do  her  justice).     Would  you  think  six 
a  large  number  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Six  ? 

(He  is  a  little  shaken  and  loses  favour  in  her  eyes.) 

LEONORA  (with  one  look  putting  the  dastard  in  his  place).      Oh, 
you  would  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (recklessly).     Not  at  all.      (Suddenly  seeing  which 
of  the  women  this  is)  Ha  ! 

LEONORA.      What  is  it  now  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (the  solution  found).     A  mother  and  nothing  else  ! 

LEONORA.      I  beg  your  pardon. 

CAPTAIN  R.      It  is  a — a  quotation.     Mr.  Tovey  told  me  there 
is  a  lady  dining  here  to-night  who  is  a  mother  and  nothing  else. 

LEONORA.     What  an  odd  way  of  putting  it.      I  wonder  who 
she  can  be  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.      [  wonder  ! 
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LEONORA.     I  never  met  a  woman  of  whom  that  could  be 
said. 

CAPTAIN  R.     I  have. 

LEONORA.     Nice  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Distinctly. 

(She  accidentally  drops  her  bag  and  he  picks  it  up  at  once.) 

LEONORA.     Quicker  than  last  time. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (who  could  kick  himself  for  being  so  long  in  getting 
at  it).  I  didn't  know  you  then.  (He  keeps  the  bag  in  his  hand.) 

LEONORA.     Yes,  it  is  a  nice  bag. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (thoughtfully).     Ha  ! 

LEONORA.     I  won  it  last  Christmas. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Won  it  ? 

LEONORA.  Yes,  it  was  one  of  tlic  prizes  at  a  fancy-dress 
dance/  •• 

(He  is  aghast.     Is  she  the  mother  and  nothing  else  after  all  ?) 

CAPTAIN  R.     Were  you  in  fancy  dress  ? 

LEONORA.     Yes.     I  went  as  a  Bacchante. 

CAPTAIN  R.     You  did  ! 

LEONORA.     I  thought  it  would  suit  me.     Don't  you  think  so  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  dare  say.  (He  gives  her  back  the  bag  and  draws 
his  hand  across  his  brow.) 

LEONORA  (feeling  that  he  disapproves).  Don't  you  like 
dancing  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Oh  yes — but — yes,  immensely. 

LEONORA.     I  adore  it.     But  your  woman  wouldn't  dance  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     My  woman  ? 

LEONORA.     The  one  who  is  a  mother  and  nothing  else. 

CAPTAIN  R.      I  had  forgotten  her.     No,  not  as  a  Bacchante, 

she — and  for  a  moment  I  thought  that  you (As  he  looks  at 

her  a  not  entirely  welcome  idea  strikes  him.)     Would  you  mind 
my  telling  you  a  funny  story  ? 

LEONORA  (surprised).     I  should  love  it. 

"CAPTAIN  R.  (placing  a  chair  for  her  in  the  manner  of  the  con- 
jurer). I  ought  to  explain  first  that  I  am  telling  it  you  with  a 
purpose. 

LEONORA.     How  odd,  a  funny  story  with  a  purpose  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.  (with  foreboding).  The  fact  is,  the  way  you  take 
it  will  tell  me  something  about  you. 

LEONORA  (astounded).     It  will  ? 
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CAPTAIN  R.     If  you  would  rather  I  didn't 

LEONORA.       Do  gO  OH. 

CAPTAIN  R.  Well,  it  was  at  a  dinner-party  the  other  night. 
Perhaps  you  know  the  story. 

LEONORA.     I  don't  recognise  it  so  far. 

CAPTAIN  R.  A  lady  dining  there  had  talked  mostly  to  the 
man  who  took  her  in  ;  she  had  scarcely  looked  at  the  man  on 
her  other  side  who  was  quite  young,  but  extremely  bald.  To- 
ward the  end  of  dinner,  however,  he  stooped  to  pick  up  his 
napkin 

LEONORA.     The  bald  man  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     Yes. 

LEONORA  (excitedly].  I  feel  sure  we  are  coming  to  the  thing 
that  is  to  tell  you  so  much  about  me. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (a  little  excited  himself).     Well,  we  arej 

LEONORA.      How  you  are  watclyng  me  ! 

CAPTAIN  R.      I  can't  help  it.     She  turned  as  he  stooped,  and 
seeing  nothing  but  his  bald  head — it  was  rather  yellow,  too — 
she  thought  it  was  fruit  being  handed  round  by  a  servant,  and  she 
said  :   '  No,  no  melon,  thank  you.' 
(He  looks  anxiously  at  her.) 

LEONORA.     And  didn't  she  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.      Didn't  she  what  ? 

LEONORA.      Didn't  she  have  any  melon  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (heavily).      I  don't  know.      I  believe  not. 

LEONORA.     Well  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.     That 's  all. 

LEONORA.  Oh  !  (Politely)  What  a  good  story.  (Suddenly 
suspicious)  But  it  can't  tell  you  anything  about  me  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.      Indeed  it  does. 

JT.EONORA.     Tell  me. 

CAPTAIN  R.  Never.  But  I  '11  tell  you  something  else  now. 
Before  Mr.  Tovey  hurried  away  to  dress  he  told  me  something 
about  each  of  the  ladies  who  is  coming  to  dinner,  but  not  tii'eir 
names,  and  all  this  time  I  have  been  trying  to  find  out  which  of 
them  you  are. 

LEONORA.     The  creature  !     And  which  one  am  1  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  have  just  found  out.  I  went  wrong  several 
times. 

LEONORA.     Do  tell  me. 
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CAPTAIN  R.     Not  I. 

LEONORA.  At  least  tell  me  who  the  others  arc.  I  may  know 
them. 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  won't  tell  you  the  ones  I  mistook  for  you,  but 
I  '11  tell  you  the  ones  I  knew  from  the  first  you  couldn't  he. 

LEONORA.     Yes,  do. 

CAPTAIN  R.     One  is  a  lady  with  too  much  sense  of  humour. 

LEONORA.     Let  me  think. 

CAPTAIN  R.      I  'm  glad  you  're  not  that  one. 

LEONORA.     I  wonder  if  I  am  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (with  conviction}.     No,  I  know  you  are  not. 

LEONORA.  It  is  that  horrid  melon  that  has  put  you  against 
me. 

CAPTAIN  R.  I  am  not  at  all  against  you.  Then  there  is 
anothcf  l&dy  who  is  a  coquette. 

LEONORA  (with  considerate  interest}.  Tell  me  every  word 
the  man  said  about  her. 

CAPTAIN  R.  He  said  :  '  She  is  the  most  audacious  flirt  of 
my  acquaintance.'  Can  you  place  her  ? 

LEONORA.     No.     Are  there  any  more  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  That  was  all.  Ah,  well,  he  mentioned  one 
other,  but  that  was  only  his  fun. 

LEONORA.     Still  tell  me. 

CAPTAIN  R.      He  said  there  was  a  murderess  coming. 
(She  remembers  a  certain  story  of  Master  Jack's.} 

LEONORA.     Oh  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.      Absurd  ! 

LEONORA.      I  don't  see  why  it  should  be  so  absurd. 

CAPTAIN  R.  You  don't  tell  me  you  would  come  here  if  you 
knew  a  murderess  had  been  invited  ? 

LEONORA.      1  did  know  she  had  been  invited. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Ah,  of  course  there  is  some  explanation. 

LEONORA  (brightly}.  Yes,  it  is  really  all  right.  I  thought 
at  hrst  that  you  were  to  be  fussy  about  it. 

CAPTAIN  R.  Fussy  !  Would  you  mind  telling  me  about 
this  woman  ? 

LEONORA.  She  was  in  a  railway  carriage  with  her  little  girl. 
A  man  came  into  the  carriage,  and  he  put  down  the  window. 
She  was  quite  polite.  She  said,  *  Would  you  mind  keeping  the 
window  up,  because  my  little  girl  has  a  cold  ? '  He  said,  '  I  'm 
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sorry,  but  I  feel  stifled  unless  I  have  a  window  open.'  (She 
looks  to  see  if  Captain  Rattray  is  taking  in  the  enormity  of  this 
man's  behaviour.) 

CAPTAIN  R.  (attentively}.     Yes  ? 

LEONORA.  She  was  splendidly  patient.  She  said,  *  But  my 
nttle  girl  has  a  cold.  Please  to  shut  the  window.'  He  refused. 
Then  there  was  nothing  else  for  her  to  do,  was  there  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (rather  breathless).     What  did  she  do  ? 

LEONORA.     She  opened  the  door  and  pushed  him  out. 

CAPTAIN  R.     You  don't  mean  he  was  killed  ? 

LEONORA.     Yes,  he  fell  on  the  line  and  killed  himself. 

CAPTAIN  R.     Before  her  eyes  ? 

LEONORA.  The  train^was  going  rather  fast,  but  she  had  just 
time  to  see  him  go  bump. 

CAPTAIN  R.     What  a  dreadful And  then  ? 

LEONORA  (finishing  her  story).  «Then  she  put  up  the  window. 
Nothing  so  very  dreadful,  you  see. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (dazed).      Is  this  England  ? 

LEONORA  (huffily).     Oh,  if  you  are  to  take  it  in  that  way. 

CAPTAIN  R.     This  man 

LEONORA.      Of  course  you  take  the  man's  side. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (exasperated).  You  talk  as  if  you  didn't  blame 
her. 

LEONORA  (patiently).  Haven't  I  told  you  that  her  little  girl 
had  a  cold. 

CAPTAIN  R.      Damn  her  little  girl  ! 

LEONORA  (imperious).  Leave  me.  Go  and  dine  somewhere 
else.  Eat  your  hat. 

CAPTAIN  R.     But  I — but 

LEONORA  (again  making  for  the  leads).  And  I  came  here 
specially  to  meet  you.  I  broke  another  engagement  to  meet  you. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (doddering).  What  ?  I  was  told  she  did  that. 
Don't  tell  me  you  are  this  woman  ! 

LEONORA.  Yes,  I  am  the  woman — and  I  wish  you  had  been 
the  man  !  (She  sinks  down  by  the  window,  but  whether  she  is 
sobbing  or  laughing  it  would  need  a  woman  to  say,  such  as  MRS. 
TOVEY,  who  now  returns  in  evening  dress.) 

MRS.  TOVEY  (finding  herself  plunged  in  drama.)  Dearest, 
whatever  is  the  matter  ? 

(LEONORA  still  hides  her  countenance.) 
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Captain  Rattray  ?     I  am  so  delighted.     But  I  don't  under- 
stand. 

LEONORA  (through  her  fingers}.  He  has  been  calling  me  the 
most  awful  names. 

MRS.  TOVEY.      Do  you  know  each  other  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (sternly}.     I  wish  we  didn't,  Mrs.  Tovey. 

LEONORA  (shrinking}.     He  wants  to  mast-head  me  ! 

MRS.  TOVEY.     Really,  Captain  Rattray.     (But  she  suspects 
those  heaving  shoulders  <?/ LEONORA.) 
(MR.  TOVEY  comes.} 

TOVEY.  So  sorry  to  be  late,  Leonora.  Well,  what  do  you 
think  of  the  great  man,  Laura  ?  Doesn't  come  up  to  expecta- 
tion, does  he  ?  But  they  never  do.  t  Hullo,  anything  wrong  ? 

LEONORA  (appealing}.  Jack,  he  says  I  pushed  a  man  out  of  a 
railway  carriage. 

CAPTAIN  R.     /  said  it  !     " 

LEONORA.     There  he  goes  again  ! 

TOVEY.     But  how  did  you  get  to  know  about  that,  Rattray  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  You  told  me  of  the  woman,  and  she  has 
admitted  that  it  was  she. 

TOVEY.     I  'm  lost  ! 

MRS.  TOVEY.     Jack,  you  are  incorrigible  ! 

LEONORA.     Tell  him,  Jack. 

TOVEY.  Bobbin,  it 's  all  right.  Leonora  never  actually  did 
it.  It 's  j ust  the  sort  of  thing^that  we  often  say  of  her  she  would 
do.  So  silly  about  her  brats,  you  know. 

(The  Captain  is  unspeakably  relieved.) 

LEONORA  (reproachful).  How  could  you  think  such  a  thing 
of  me  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (with  equal  justice).     Why  did  you  deceive  me  ? 

LEONORA  (sweetly).     To  pay  you  back  for  the  melon. 

CAPTAIN  R.  (as  it  becomes  clearer).  I  'm  glad.  But,  i  say, 
I  am  so  sorry  I  made  you  cry. 

MRS.  TOVEY  (merciless  to  the  real  delinquent).  You  didn't 
make  her  cry,  Captain  Rattray. 

LEONORA.  At  any  rate  my  eyes  are  red — oh,  dear,  and  so 
many  people  coming. 

MRS.  TOVEY.  Many  people  ?  Whatever  makes  you  think 
that  ? 

LEONORA.     Captain  Rattray  said  so* 
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CAPTAIN  R.     You  told  me  of  seven  ladies.  Jack. 

(MRS.  TOVEY  bestows  on  her  husband  the  sad  look  of  wives.) 

MRS.  TOVEY.     Jack,  why  doesn't  the  law  let  me  give  you  up  ! 

TOVEY.     The  fact  is,  Bobbin — you  see,  Leonora — I — ah — 

the  fact  is 

(The  dinner  announcement  comes  opportunely.) 

LEONORA  (only  half  enlightened).  But — but — the  others  ? 
Aren't  we  to  wait  for  them  ? 

CAPTAIN  R.  (still  entirely  benighted).  Yes,  the  other  guests — 
all  those  ladies  ? 

TOVEY.  You  thick-headed  sailor-man,  give  my  wife  your 
arm  and  come  into  dinner.  There  are  no  other  ladies.  This 
lady — is  all  those  ladies. 

LEONORA  (as  she  goes  into  dinner  with  him).  You  wretch, 
Jack! 

CAPTAIN  R.  (who  needs  a  moment  longer  to  grasp  it).  All  the 
seven  ?  But  how  can — I  see  it,  I  see  it.  Airs.  Tovey,  she  is 
all  the  seven  ! 

MRS.  TOVEY.  She  is  indeed — and  some  more.  (She  takes 
his  arm.) 

CAPTAIN  R.     Just  one  other  word  ;   is  she  a  widow  ? 

MRS.  TOVEY.       Yes. 
CAPTAIN  R.       Good  ! 
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IT  is  a  winter  evening,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brand  and  their 
daughter  with  one  guest  are  sitting  round  the  fire  in  their  small 
country  house  near  London.  He  is  a  prosperous  man  of  about 
sixty  who  goes  by  car  to  his  work  in  the  city  daily,  and  is 
generally  liked.  Mrs.  Brand,  somewhat  younger,  is  knitting 
and  is  as  quiet  as  her  husband  is  cheery  ;  she  has  perhaps  used 
up  her  emotions  long  ago.  They  are  both  devoted  to  their 
daughter,  Carry,  an  engaging  girl  of  twenty,  whj>  is  very 
animated  at  present  ;  she  has  onlv  been  '  engaged  '  since  five 
o'clock.  The  visitor  is  a  gentle,  elderly  clergyman,  Mr.  Carroll, 
much  loved  by  his  parishioners  because  he  never  looks  trouble 
in  the  face.  They  have  been  dining  together  in  honour  of 
the  engagement,  and  Mr.  Carroll  is  sipping  a  mild  glass  of 
whisky  and  water. 

STEPHEN  (in  his  best  jocular  manner).  Well,  well,  all  I 
can  say,  Carroll,  is,  Be  thankful  that  you  never  had  a 
daughter.  Just  when  one  is  getting  used  to  them,  they  give 
notice. 

CARROLL  (in  the  same  spirit).     Ah  me  ! 

CARRY  (all  impetuosity).     Mother,  they  are  laughing  at  me. 

MRS.  BRAND  (all placidity).  I  wouldn't  torment  her,  Stephen. 
An  engagement  ring  is  quite  enough  excitement  for  one  evening; 
and  she  isn't  strong. 

'STEPHEN  (immediately  solicitous).  There,  there,  Carry  ;  but 
you  are  strong  now,  aren't  you  ? 

CARRY  (displaying  her  musclesy  or  the  want  of  them).  I*am 
frightfully  strong  now. 

CARROLL.  You  haven't  been  bothered  by  those  headache^ 
lately,  Carry  ? 

CARRY.     Not  for  ever  so  long. 

STEPHEN.  Ah,  wt!  mustn't  boast.  Less  than  a  month  ago, 
wasn't  it,  Agnes,  that  one  kept  her  in  bed  all  day  ? 
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MRS.  BRAND.     Yes,  less  than  a  month. 

(CARRY  puts  her  hand  in  her  mother's,  who  presses  it  softly 
to  her  breast.} 

CARRY  (cajoling).     You  are  fond  of  Dick,  aren't  you,  father  ? 

STEPHEN.  He  is  great.  (She  fondles  his  face.)  Not  that  he 
is  worthy  of  my  Carry— no  man  could  be  quite  that— ch, 
Agnes  ? 

(MRS.  BRAND  does  not  answer.) 
Agnes  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.  No,  of  course  we  think  that.  (She  rises.)  It 
is  past  our  bed-time.  Carry. 

CARROLL.     And  I  must  be  stepping  across  to  the  rectory. 

STEPHEN.     Stay  a  bit,  Carroll. 

MRS.  BRAND.  Do,  if  you  will  Excuse  our  leaving  you. 
Stephen  $i'ts  late,  you  know. 

STEPHEN.  I  am  a  bad  Deeper,  and  I  use  this  room  now 
(indicating  a  door  on  the  right))  so  as  not  to  disturb  the  house. 
I  '11  be  glad  of  your  company,  Carroll.  It 's  a  gloomy  house 
when  one  is  alone. 

CARRY.      It  is  the  darlingest  house. 

STEPHEN.     But  it  is  gloomy.     It  isn't  well  lit. 

CARRY  (mischievously).     Just  think,  Mr.  Carroll,  father  is 
afraid  of  the  dark. 
•    CARROLL.     Eh,  what  ? 

STEPHEN.     That  is  her  fun. 

MRS.  BRAND  (not  liking  the  Subject).  Come,  Carry,  say  good- 
night. 

CARRY  (to  CARROLL).  But  he  is  !  He  sleeps  with  the  lamp 
burning. 

STEPHEN.     How  do  you  know  that  ? 

CARRY.     I  have  seen  it. 

STEPHEN.     You  have  been  downstairs  in  the  night  time  ? 
(CARRY  looks  to  her  mother.) 

*:.IRS.  BRAND  (as  quietly  as  ever).     Yes,  it  was  once  I  couldn't 
sleep,  and  I  sent  her  down  for  a  book.     (To  CARROLL)  Carry 
„  sleeps  in  my  room. 

STEPH  EN  (hardly  aware  yet  that  she  is  grown  up).  It  gives  me 
the  creeps  to  think  of  Carry  wandering  about  the  house  in  the 
night.  * 

MRS.  BRAND.      It  was  only  the  once. 
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STEPHEN.     I  should  think  so. 

CARRY  (to  CARROLL).     Crood-night,  my  dears. 

(She  has  a  loving  moment  with  her  father,  kissing  him  im- 
pulsively on  different  parts  of  his  head,  which  she  carefully 
selects.) 

STEPHEN.     Excuse   me,   Carroll  j    she   is    my   only  child 
(Affectionately  to  his  wife)   Good-night,   Agnes.      (He    kisses 
her,  but  she  does   not   respond.)      We  shall  still    have  each 
other,  Agnes. 

MRS.  BRAND.       YeS. 

(She  and  CARRY  go  out  by  the  door  at  the  back,  CARRY 
flitting  like  a  butterfly.) 

CARROLL  (looking  after,  them).  A  very  happy  picture — very 
— very.  By  the  way,  what  did  Carry  mean  by  saying;  yqu  were 
afraid  of  the  dark  ? 

STEPHEN  (looking  at  him  as  if  fibout  to  answer,  then  turning 
away  from  the  subject).  Make  yourself  comfortable,  Carroll  ; 
fill  up  again. 

CARROLL  (resuming  his  seat).  No,  thank  you — I  Ve  not 
finished  yet,  and  besides  I  never  exceed  the  one  glass.  (Remin- 
iscent) Ah,  Brand,  do  you  renumber  when  you  came  to  live 
here  how  I  wouldn't  take  even  the  one  glass  in  this  house  ? 

STEPHEN  (genially).  You  thought  that  in  keeping  it  here  for 
'my  friends  I  was  doing  an  unwise  thing  ;  putting  temptation 
in  my  own  way. 

CARROLL.      I  didn't  know  how  strong  you  were. 

STEPHEN  (thankfully).  I  haven't  touched  it  once  in  these 
three  years,  Carroll.  I  haven't  the  smallest  desire  to  do  so. 

CARROLL  (sipping).     A  splendid  victory. 

STEPHEN  (holding  up  the  decanter).  Luddy  me,  to  look  at  the 
thing,  and  think  it  had  me  for  the  best  part  of  my  life  !  Ugh  ! 
Well,  if  you  're  sure  you  won't  have  any  more  I  '11  lock  it  away. 
I  always  do  that  in  case  the  servants — I  wouldn't  like  to  think 
I  left  it  in  their  way. 

CARROLL  (finishing  his  glass).  Quite  right.  I  do  the  s*uue 
thing  myself. 

(STEPHEN  locks  up  the  decanter  in  a  cupboard  and  returns 
the  key  to  his  pocket.) 

STEPHEN  (grimly).  I  can  remember  a  time  when,  wherever 
this  key  had  been  hidden,  I  would  have  found  it  ! 
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CARROLL  (to  avoid  unpleasant  subjects).  I  wouldn't  rake  up 
the  past.  Brand  ;  it 's  all  dead  and  done  with  long  ago. 

STEPHEN  (also  settling  down  by  the  fire).  Yes,  yes.  Dead 
and  done  with.  It  was  a  big  thing  I  did,  Carroll. 

CARROLL.     A  great  self-conquest. 

STEPHEN.     Not  many  men  have  done  it. 

CARROLL.     Very  few. 

STEPHEN.     Wonderful,  isn't  it,  that  the  thing  has  left  no 
mark  on  me  ? 
t  CARROIX.     Very  wonderful. 

STEPHEN.     It  hasn't,  you  know. 

CARROLL.     Not  that  I  can  see. 

STEPHEN  (quite  prepared  to  take  offence  if  it  is  given).  I  've 
got  off  almost  too  cheaply — eh  ? 

CARROLL.     True  repentance 

STEPHEN.  That 's  it.  True  repentance.  (Half  triumph- 
antly) Very  few  of  my  friends  ever  knew  what  a  slave  I  was  to  it. 
You  see  what  my  home  life  is.  I  haven't  even  suffered  in 
business.  Why,  even  when  I  was  a  clerk 

CARROLL.  Was  it  going  on  even  then  ?  Of  course  I  didn't 
know  you  at  that  time. 

STEPHEN  (lowering  his  voice).  Carroll,  it  was  then  that  it 
began.  I  had  no  predilection  for  it.  No,  none.  I  ordered 
my  glass  because  the  others  did — a  piece  of  swagger — but  at 
first  it  was  nauseous  to  me,  and  I  remember  wondering  whether 
they  really  liked  it. 

CARROLL.     Evil  companions. 

STEPHEN.  They  weren't  so  bad,  and  they  never  exceeded  as 
I  did,  but  as  it  got  grip  of  me  I  dropped  them,  I  became  secretive. 
I  could  keep  from  it  almost  easily  for  stretches  of  time,  and  then 
— then — it  was  as  if  something  came  over  me  that  there  was  no 
resisting.  That  is  the  best  description  I  can  give  of  it — some- 
thiftg  came  over  me.  Yet  I  was  forging  ahead  at  the  office. 
It  is  a  strange  thing  to  say,  but  those  bouts  seemed  to  do  me  no 
harm — they  were  like  a  fillip  to  me. 

CARROLL  (uncomfortable).     I  don't  like  you  to  say  that,  Brand. 

STEPHEN.  I  know  it 's  not  according  to  the  preachers,  but 
it  is  how  I  felt. 

CARROLL  (sonorously).  Your  conscience,  *  the  still  small 
voice  of  conscience.' 
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STEPHEN  (somehow  confidential  to-night).  Do  you  know,  I 
don't  think  conscience  worried  me  as  much  as  it  disturbs 
people  in  the  books.  Not  nearly  so  much  as  fear.  I  have 
held  my  breath  at  the  narrowness  of  some  of  my  escapes.  But 
I  got  off  so  often  that  I  grew  to  have  a  mighty  faith  in  my  luck. 
I  backed  it 

CARROLL.  Not  luck,  no,  no.  (Happily)  You  were  being 
reserved  for  a  great  end. 

STEPHEN.     I  see  that  now.     But  at  the  time Then 

when  I  was  in  the  thirties — I  met  Agnes. 

CARROLL  (beaming).  Ah,  that  is  what  I  want  to  hear  of,  and 
how  your  love  for  her  made  you  a  new  man. 

STEPHEN  (emphatic).  9  My  love  was  there  all  right,  but, 
Carroll,  I  was  still  the  same  man. 

CARROLL.  Not  you,  Brand.  No,  no  !  And  if  Vver  after- 
wards you  yielded — at  least  you  fold  her  ? 

STEPHEN.  By  no  means.  I  gave  it  up  for  a  time — I  tried. 
But  we  hadn't  been  long  married  before  I  was  as  bad  as  ever. 
For  two  years  or  more  I  contrived  to  keep  it  from  her.  The 
cunning  of  me  !  My  real  reason  for  taking  a  house  in  the 
country  was  that  I  could  stay  a  night  in  town  now  and  again — 
a  night  with  /V,  Carroll. 

CARROLL.      Please,  please  ! 

STEPHEN  (considering).  Yet  in  all  other  matters  I  was*  a 
truthful  man,  scrupulously  honest  in  business,  and  there  was  a 
high  moral  tone  about  me.  That  seems  strange,  but  it 's 
true. 

CARROLL  (fidgeting).  Don't  dwell  on  that.  Tell  me  of  the 
awakening. 

STEPHEN.     At  last  she  found  out.     It  was  one  night 

(He  shudders.)     We  won't  go  into  that. 

CARROLL  (hastily).     Much  better  not 

STEPHEN.  I  told  her  everything  then.  And  I  said  I 
couldn't  alter  myself. 

CARROLL.     Come,  come  !     But  she ? 

STEPHEN.  She  was  fine.  She  insisted  that  we  should  figTit 
it  together. 

CARROLL  (relieved).     And  so  it  was  love  that  did  it  after  all  ! 

STEPHEN  (rather  puzzled).  No,  Carroll,  it  wasn't.  I  made 
big  efforts,  but  they  failed.  It 's  odd  to  think  that  I  succeeded 
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long  after  she  had  abandoned  all  attempts  to  help  me.     For  in 
the  end  I  did  it  alone.  ' 

CARROLL.  Masterful  !  What  was  it  that  gave  you  strength ? 
Ah,  I  know. 

STEPHEN.  No,  you  don't.  What  I  feel  is  that  I  must  just 
have  tried  harder  than  before,  and  finding  myself  winning  I  got 
fresh  courage. 

CARROLL.     I  like  to  hear  that. 

STEPHEN.  At  first  I  didn't  dare  to  tell  Agnes.  I  couldn't 
be  sure  of  myself.  And  when  at  last  I  did  tell  her  she  doubted 
me.  But*time  convinced  her.  I  haven't  touched  it  these 
three  years.  I  haven't  wanted  to. 

CARROLL.     She  must  be  proud  of  you,  Brand,  as  I  am. 

STEPHEN.     Yes,  she  is. 

CARROL'!..     As  you  must  be  of  yourself. 

STEPHEN.  I  don't  pretenrf  not  to  know  that  I  have  done  a 
big  thing.  (Mystified  nevertheless)  Yet,  you  know,  it  wasn't  so 
difficult  as  you  might  think.  In  the  end  it  was  almost  easy. 

CARROLL.     What  an  encouragement  to  others  ! 

STEPHEN.     Yes,  that 's  so. 

CARROLL.     Of  course  Carry  knows  nothing  about  this  ? 

STEPHEN.     Not  a  breath. 

CARROLL.  Tell  me  now,  what  did  she  mean  by  saying  you 
were  afraid  of  the  dark  ? 

STEPHEN.     Oh,  that  !     It  was  only  her  fun. 

CARROLL.     Of  course,  of  course. 

(But  there  is  something  on  BRAND'S  mind.) 

STEPHEN.  Carroll,  do  you  ever  sit  up  late  at  the  rectory 
alone  ? 

CARROLL.     Often. 

STEPHEN  (not  so  casual  as  he  affects  to  be).  Odd  the  way  the 
shadows  go  creeping  about  the  walls  and  floors  of  old  houses, 
isn't  it  ? 

CARROLL.     You  mean  shadows  from  the  fire  ? 

STEPHEN.  Of  course.  (Sharply)  What  else  could  I  mean  ? 
^Losing  hold  of  himself)  There  is  something  devilish  about  them, 
Carroll  ! 

CARROLL.     In  what  way  ?  ( 

STEPHEN.  They  know  me.  They  have  some  connection 
with  me,  I  don't  know  what  it  is. 
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CARROLL  (soothingly).  You  have  been  working  too  hard. 
What  connection  could  they  have  with  you  ? 

STEPHEN.  I  don't  know — (husky)  I  don't  want  to  know. 
But  they  know.  Perhaps  I  '11  know  some  night,  Carroll  ! 

CARROLL.  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  What  is  the  matter 
with  you,  Brand  ?  (He  wishes  he  had  gone  home.)  Have  you 
spoken  of  this  to  any  one  ? 

STEPHEN.     Only  to  Agnes. 

CARROLL.     I  mean,  to  a  doctor. 

STEPHEN  (irritably).     No,  I  'm  quite  well. 

CARROLL.     You  are  not.     A  long  holiday 

STEPHEN.  All  baby  talk.  I  'm  past  that  now.  In  the 
daytime  it  doesn't  worry  me  at  all.  I  'm  doing  my  work  as 
well  as  ever. 

CARROLL.  That  is  good,  very  good.  You  '11  sAoA  be  all 
right.  Turn  your  back  on  the  thing,  Brand,  and  it  will  cease 
to  exist. 

STEPHEN  (turning  his  back  on  CARROLL).  You  are  no  help  to 
me,  my  friend. 

CARROLL  (weakly).     What  do  you  want  me  to  say  ? 

STEPHEN.  It  is  no  use  your  saying  only  what  I  want  you  to 
say  ;  it  has  gone  beyond  that.  That  is  why  you  are  no  help 
to  me. 

CARROLL.      Brand,  I (He  finds  no  inspiration.) 

STEPHEN  (roughly).  See  here,  man,  can  it  have  anything  to 
do — with  the  past  ?  (Scared)  1  hey  are  so  familiar  with  me — 
as  if  they  were  old  friends  come  back. 

CARROLL  (clinging  to  this).     Nerves,  merely  nerves. 

STEPHEN  (eager).  Yes,  yes — that  is  what  I  wanted  you  to 

say,  that  is  just Ah,  Carroll,  you  merely  say  it  because  it 

i&  what  I  wanted  you  to  say. 

CARROLL.  Not  at  all,  I — I (He  stretches  out  a  weak 

kindly  hand.) 

STEPHEN.  I  won't  keep  you  any  longer.  I  '11  come  ^vith 
you  and  lock  up. 

CARROLL  (at  the  door,  anxious  to  get  into  the  more  salubrious 
night).  Of  course  if  I  could — but  it  Is  getting  late  ;  I  '11  see 
you  to-morrow.  It  t's  nothing,  I  assure  you  ;  it  will  pass  away, 
pass  away.  You  look  tired  and  dead  sleepy,  Brand. 

STEPHEN.     Yes,  I  am. 


658  OLD  FRIENDS 

CARROLL.     A  good  night's  rest  is  my  prescription.     You  will 
laugh  at  this  in  the  morning,  laugh  at  it. 
STEPHEN.     Morning  is  all  right. 

CARROLL  (cheerily).      The  man  who  won  that  great  fight 
isn't  going  to  be  worried  by  shadows  ! 

STEPHEN  (eager).     After  what  I  have  done,  it  wouldn't  be 
fair  on  me,  would  it  ? 

CARROLL.  Ignore  them.  Let  the  dead  bury  their  dead. 
STEPHEN.  Yes-— but  do  they  ?  Carroll,  in  those  old  days 
when  I  sq  often  escaped  the  consequences,  I  had  sometimes  a 
dread  that  I  was  only  being  saved  for  some  worse  punishment  : 
I  have  never  paid,  you  know  ;  don't  you  pi  each  that  every- 
thing has  to  be  paid  for  ? 

CARROLL  (clutching  his  hat).     Take  the  word  of  a  clergyman 
that  you  have  nothing  to  fear. 

STEPHEN  (less  perturbed).  c  Thank  you,  Carroll.     I  think  I 
feel  a  bit  better. 

CARROLL.     How  balmy  is  the  night  !     A  good  omen. 

(After  seeing  him  out  BRAND  returns  and  stands  staring  at 
the  fire.  He  opens  a  book^  and  puts  it  away.  He  lights  a 
lamp  and  carries  it  into  the  bedroom,  shutting  the  door. 
TJie  room  is  noiu  only  di?nly  lit  by  the  fire.  He  reappears 
without  the  lamp,  looking  like  one  who  has  just  been  beginning 
to  undress  and  has  changed  his  mind.  He  leaves  the  door 
ajar,  and  we  see  a  little  light  coming  from  the  bedroom ^ 
which  shows  that  he  has  left  the  lamp  burning  there.  He 
hesitates,  then  sits  in  his  chair  by  the  fire.  He  is  tired  out. 
Soon  he  is  asleep.  A  coal  in  the  fire  falls,  and  aflame  shoots 
up.  Moving  shadows  are  cast  against  the  walls.  They 
flicker  and  fall.  The  door  at  the  back  opens  covertly,  and 
CARRY  is  seen  in  her  night-gown,  carrying  a  lighted  tapir. 
The  back  of  the  chair  would  prevent  her  seeing  STEPHEN, 
but  it  never  strikes  her  to  look  for  him  there.  She  makes 
sure  that  she  is  not  being  followed,  otherwise  her  attention 
is  fixed  on  the  bedroom  door.  She  lingers  at  this  door. 
Then  she  pushes  it  open  inch  by  inch  and  enters  noiselessly. 
In  a  second  she  is  out  again,  startled,  bewildered,  sees 
STEPHEN  asleep  in  the  chair  and  blows  out  the  taper,  intent 
on  stealing  away.  In  her  hurry  she  has  left  the  bedroom 
door  half  open,  and  this  lights  the  sitting-room  to  an  extent, 
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She  hesitates,  and  beats  her  hands  together^  then  like  one 
who  must  go  on  with*  what  she  has  to  do  she  comes  softly  to 
STEPHEN,  cautiously  takes  his  keys  from  his  pocket — she 
knows  which  pocket  to  find  them  in — then  steals  hurriedly 
to  the  cupboard  in  which  he  had  locked  the  decanter,  and  she 
is  on  her  knees  opening  the  door  when  STEPHEN  wakes  up.  He 
sits  staring  at  her,  and  as  it  comes  to  him  what  the  situa- 
tion means  he  rises  and  cries  out.  CARRY  starts  to  her  feet^ 
frightened,  and  then  is  immediately  cunning  in  self-defence.} 

CARRY   (brightly}.     Oh,   father,  how  you  startled   me.     I 
thought  you  were  in  bed. 

STEPHEN.     What  are  you  doing,  Carry  r 

CARRY.      Mother  couldn't  sleep.      I  came  down  to  look  for 
the  smelling-salts  for  her.     She  left  them  on  the  table. 

STEPHEN.     I  '11  take  them  to  her. 

CARRY  (afraid).     No.     (Cunning  again)  I  promised  not  to 
disturb  you. 

STEPHEN.     Carry  ! 

CARRY    (terrified  fast   any   noise    brings   down    her   mother). 
Don't  !     You  '11  wake  her.     (She  has  exposed  herself.) 

STEPHEN.     My  child  ! 

CARRY  (beating  her  hands).     Oh  ! 

STEPHEN.     What  were  you  doing  there  r 

CARRY  (shrinking).     Father,  don't  look  at  me  so. 

STEPHEN.     What  did  you  come  down  for  ? 

CARRY.      I  don't  know  ;    I  couldn't  help  it. 

STEPHEN.     What  is  that  in  your  hand  ? 

CARRY.      In  my  hand  ?     Nothing. 

STEPHEN.     What  is  it,  Carry  ? 

(She  has  to  show  the  keys  ;  he  takes  them.) 

CARRY.      Father  ! 

STEPHEN.      I  see  ! 

CARRY.     I  couldn't  help  it.     What  are  you  to  do  to  me  ? 
(He  takes  her  in  his  arms.) 

STEPHEN.      Carry,  you  '11  tell  me  the  truth,  won't  you  i 

CARRY  (a  child  again).     Yes. 

STEPHEN.      Has  this  ever  happened  before  ? 

CARRY.     No. 

STEPHEN.     That  night  you — said  you  came  down  for  a  book 
for  your  mother  ? 
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CARRY.     That  once— only  that  once. 

STEPHEN.     Your  headaches — wak  that  what  they  meant  ? 

CARRY.       No. 

STEPHEN  (stroking  her  hair).  My  little  Carry,  you  used  to 
come  into  my  room,  didn't  you — while  I  was  asleep — and  get 
that  key  ? 

CARRY.     Don't — don't  ! 

STEPHEN.  No  dear,  I  won't.  Your  mother — if  she  were 
to  know  ! 

CARRY  (simply).     Mother  knows. 

'STEPHEN.     What  ? 

CARRY.  That  is  why  I  sleep  in  her  room.  Father,  I  didn't 
mean  to  come  to-night.  But  all  at  once — it — it  came  over  me. 

STEPHEN  (listening  to  his  o^vn  phrases).      Came  over  you  ! 

CARRY,  t  I  held  my  breath  till  she  was  asleep,  and  then — 
then — I  don't  know  how  I  cam  be  your  daughter. 

(He  shudders.) 
Here  is  mother. 

(MRS.  BRAND  /"//  a  wrapper  appears  with  a  candle,  which 
lights  the  room  a  little  more.) 

STEPHEN.     Agnes,  Agnes  ! 

MRS.  BRAND  (quietly).     So  you  know  now,  Stephen. 

STEPHEN.      I  know  now. 

(She  puts  down  the  candle.) 
Why  did  you  keep  it  from  me  ? 

CARRY.     Mother  said  it  would  be  so  awful  to  you  to  know. 

STEPHEN.     Not  more  awful  than  to  you,  Agnes. 

CARRY.     She  said  you  have  always  been  so  good  all  your  life. 

STEPHEN.     You  said  that,  Agnes  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.       Yes. 

STEPHEN  (overcome).  To  have  kept  it  from  me — and  to  have 
given  her  such  a  reason — the  love  of  woman  ! 

MRS.  BRAND  (still  quietly).  t  The  love  of  woman  !  '  You 
think? it  was  my  love  for  you  that  made  me  spare  you  ? 

STEPHEN.     What  else  ? 

*MRS.  BRAND.  When  after  1  married  you  I  found  out  what 
you  were,  I — yes,  the  love  of  woman  still  made  me  forgive  you, 
pity  you,  try  to  help  you.  But  from  the  day  when  I  discovered 
what  legacy  you  had  given  my  child — the  love  of  woman 
changed  into  something  harsher. 
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CARRY  tyewildet  ed}.     Legacy  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.  She  doesn't  know  what  I  mean.  The  only 
reason  T  haven't  told  her  is  that  1  believed  she  might  be  able  to 
fight  it  better  if  she  thought  the  blame  was  hers. 

STEPHEN.  She  must  know  now.  Carry,  what  your  mother 
means — and  it  is  all  true — is  that  for  many  years  I  was  as  you 
are,  but  a  hundred  times  worse. 

CARRY  (unable  to  grasp  it}.     You,  father — not  you — oh  no. 

STEPHEN.  Yes.  And  what  your  mother  means  is  that  you 
get  it  from  me  ;  can  that  be  possible  ! 

MRS.  BRAND.     That  is  the  only  way  I  can  reasoif  it  out. 

CARRY  (clinging  to  MRS.  BRAND).     Mother  ! 

MRS.  BRAND.  You  are  not  to  blame,  my  own  ;  he  never 
gave  you  a  chance.  I  h&ve  no  pity  left  for  you,  Stephen  ;  it  has 
all  gone  to  her. 

STEPHEN.     Let  her  have  everji  drop  of  it! 

CARRY.     Father,  do  you  think  there  is  any  hope  ? 

STEPHEN  (cheered}.  Hope  ?  Of  course  there  is.  Carry, 
1  fought  it  long  ago,  and  beat  it. 

CARRY  (wondering).  *    Are  you  sure  ? 

STEPHEN.  Your  mother  knows.  Many  times  I  failed,  but 
at  last  I  won.  And  listen  to  this,  in  the  end  I  found  it  almost 
easy. 

CARRY  (wondering  still  more}.     Easy  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.  So  easy  that  you  were  sometimes  puzzled, 
Stephen,  just  as  you  see  it  puzzles  Carry  now. 

STEPHEN.     Yes  ;   I  suppose  it  was  my  doggedness. 

MRS.  BRAND.     Oh,  Stephen  ! 

CARRY.     I  don't  see  how  it  can  have  been  easy. 

MRS.  BRAND.      It  was  easy.  Carry,  because  he  didn't  do  it. 

STEPHEN.     Agnes  ! 

MRS.  BRAND.      He  thinks  he  did. 

STEPHEN.     Haven't  I  given  it  up  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.  Not  as  I  have  thought  the  thing  out,  Stephen. 
I  don't  think  you  gave  it  up — I  think  it  gave  up  you.  I  was 
looking  on  ;  I  saw.  It  wearied  of  you,  and  left  you.  But  Jt 
has  come  back  now — for  her.  Easy  enough  to  find  a  way  back 
to  the  house — for  such  an  old  friend  of  yours.  I  may  be  wrong, 
but  that  is  what  1  make  of  it. 

CARRY.     There  is  Dick — there  is  Dick. 
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STEPHEN.  Dick,  yes.  Isn't  it  a  shame,  Agnes,  to  keep  this 
from  him  ?  * 

MRS.  BRAND.  A  shame  ?  Of  course  it  is  a  shame.  But  it 
is  her  best  chance,  and  I  won't  let  it  go. 

CARRY.     Mother,  I  want  Dick  to  know. 

MRS.  BRAND.  If  all  isn't  well,  dear,  in  a  year's  time  he  shall 
be  told.  That  is  why  I  said  that  the  engagement  must  last  a 
year.  As  for  hope,  my  own,  of  course  there  is  hope.  It  is 
just  an  ailment  you  have  caught. 

CARRY.  Please  always  watch  me.  But  do  you  think  it  will 
be. any  use1?  I  feel  I  shall  be  watching  you,  and  sometimes 
you  will  tire,  but  will  I  ever  tire  ? 

MRS.  BRAND.  You  will  tire  before  I  do.  Stephen,  you 
will  help  us,  won't  you  ?  ' 

STEPKEI*.     I  '11  try. 

CARRY  (stroking  his  arm)     fPoor  Carry,  but  poor  father  too. 
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Two  middle-aged  ladies  are  drinking  tea  in  the  parlour  of  a 
cottage  by  the  sea.  It  is  far  from  London,  and  a  hundred  yards 
from  the  cry  of  children,  of  whom  middle-aged  ladies  have  often 
had  enough.  Were  the  room  Mrs.  Page's  we  shoifld  make'a 
journey  through  it  in  search  of  character,  but  she  is  only  a  bird 
of  passage  ;  nothing  of  herself  here  that  has  not  strayed  from 
her  bedroom  except  som£  cushions  and  rugs  :  touches  of  char- 
acter after  all  maybe,  for  they  suggest  that  Mrs.  Page  >ikes  to 
sit  soft. 

The  exterior  of  the  cottage  is  probably  picturesque,  with  a 
thatched  roof,  but  we  shall  never  know  for  certain,  it  being 
against  the  rules  of  the  game  to-day  to  step  outside  and  look.  The 
bowed  window  of  the  parlour  is  of  the  engaging  kind  that  still 
brings  some  carriage  folk  to  a  sudden  stop  in  villages,  not  neces- 
sarily to  sample  the  sweets  of  yester-year  exposed  within  in 
bottles  ;  its  panes  are  leaded  ;  but  Mrs.  Quickly  will  ptit  some- 
thing more  modern  in  their  place  if  ever  her  ship  comes  homfc. 
They  will  then  be  used  as  the  roof  of  the  hencoop,  and  ultimately 
some  lovely  lady,  given,  like  the  cftickens,  to  'picking  up  things,' 
may  survey  the  world  through  them  from  a  window  in  Mayfair. 
The  parlour  is,  by  accident,  like  some  woman's  face  that  scores 
by  being  out  of  drawing.  At  present  the  window  is  her  smile, 
but  one  cannot  fix  features  to  the  haphazard  floor,  nor  to  the 
irregular  walls,  which  nevertheless  are  part  of  the  invitation  to 
come  and  stay  here.  There  are  two  absurd  steps  leading  up  to 
Mrs.  Page's  bedroom,  and  perhaps  they  are  what  give  the  room 
its  retrousste  touch.  There  is  a  smell  of  seaweed  5  twice  a*day 
Neptune  comes  gallantly  to  the  window  and  hands  Mrs.  Page 
the  smell  of  seaweed.  He  knows  probably  that  she  does  not 
like  to  have  to  go  far  for  her  seaweed.  Perhaps  he  also  suspects 
her  to  be  something  of  a  spark,  and  looks  forward  to  his  evening 
visits,  of  which  we  know  nothing. 

This  is  a  mere  suggestion  that  there  may  be  more  in  Mrs. 
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Page  (when  the  moon  is  up,  say)  than  meets  the  eye,  but  we  see 
at  present  only  what  does  meet  the?  eye  as  she  gossips  with  her 
landlady  at  the  tea-table.  Is  she  good-looking  ?  is  the  universal 
shriek  ;  the  one  question  on  the  one  subject  that  really  thrills 
humanity.  But  the  question  seems  beside  the  point  about  this 
particular  lady,  who  has  so  obviously  ceased  to  have  any  interest 
in  the  answer.  To  us  who  have  a  few  moments  to  sum  her  up 
while  she  is  still  at  the  tea-table  (just  time  enough  for  sharp  ones 
to  form  a  wrong  impression),  she  is  an  indolent,  sloppy  thing, 
this  Mrs.  Page  of  London,  decidedly  too  plump,  and  averse  to 
plilling  the  strings  that  might  contract  her  ;  as  Mrs.  Quickly 
may  have  said,  she  has  let  her  figure  go  and  snapped  herlftngers 
at  it  as  it  went.  Her  hair  is  braided  back  at  a  minimum  of 
labour  (and  the  brush  has  been  left  on* the  parlour  mantelpiece). 
She  wfcaKj  at  tea-time  a  loose  and  dowdy  dressing-gown  and 
large  flat  slippers.  Such  a  «lazy  woman  (shall  we  venture  ?) 
that  if  she  were  a  beggar  and  you  offered  her  alms,  she  would 
ask  you  to  put  them  in  her  pocket  for  her. 

Yet  we  notice,  as  contrary  to  her  type,  that  she  is  not  only 
dowdy  but  self-consciously  enamoured  of  her  dowdincss,  has  a 
kiss  for  it  so  to  speak.  This  is  odd,  and  perhaps  we  had  better 
have  another  look  at  her.  The  thing  waggling  gaily  beneath 
the  table  is  one  of  her  feet,  from  which  the  sprawling  slipper  has 
dropped,  to  remain  where  it  fell.  It  is  an  uncommonly  pretty 
foot,  and  one  instantly  wonders  what  might  not  the  rest  of  her 
be  like  if  it  also  escaped  from  its  moorings. 

The  foot  returns  into  custody,  without  its  owner  having  to 
stoop,  and  Mrs.  Page  crosses  with  cheerful  languor  to  a  chair  by 
the  fire.  She  has  a  drawling  walk  that  fits  her  gown.  There  is 
no  footstool  within  reach,  and  she  pulls  another  chair  to  her  with 
her  feet  and  rests  them  on  it  contentedly.  The  slippers  almost 
hide  her  from  our  view. 

&AME  QUICKLY.     You  Mrs.  Cosy  Comfort  ! 

MRS.  PAGE  (whose  voice  is  as  lazy  as  her  walk}.  That  is  what 
'I  am.  Perhaps  a  still  better  name  for  me  would  be  Mrs. 
Treacly  Contentment.  Dame,  you  like  me,  don't  you  ? 
Come  here,  and  tell  me  why.  t 

DAME.  What  do  I  like  you  for,  Mrs.  Page  ?  Well,  for  one 
thing,  it  is  very  kind  of  you  to  let  me  sit  here  drinking  tea  and 
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gossiping  With  you,  for  all  the  world  as  if  I  were  your  equal. 
And  for  another,  you  always  pay  your  book  the  day  I  bring  it  to 
you,  and  that  is  enough  to  make  any  poor  woman  like  her  lodger. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Oh,  as  a  lodger  I  know  I  'm  well  enough,  and 
I  love  our  gossips  over  the  teapot,  but  that  is  not  exactly  what  I 
meant.  Let  me  put  it  in  this  way  :  If  you  tell  me  what  you 
most  envy  in  me,  I  shall  tell  you  what  I  most  envy  in  you. 

DAME  (with  no  need  to  reflect}.  Well,  most  of  all,  ma'am,  I 
think  I  envy  you  your  contentment  with  middle-age. 

MRS.  PAGE  (purring).  I  am  middle-aged,  so  why  should  I 
complain  of  it  ? 

DAME  (who  feels  that  only  yesterday  she  was  driving  the  youim 
to  desperation).  You  even  say  it  as  if  it  were  a  pretty  word. 

MRS.  PAGE.     But  isnVit  ? 

DAME.     Not  when  you  are  up  to  the  knees  in  it,  as •!  Am. 

MRS.  PAGE.  And  as  I  am.  But  I  dote  on  it.  It  is  such  a 
comfy,  sloppy,  pull-the-curtains,  carpet-slipper  sort  of  word. 
When  I  awake  in  the  morning,  Dame,  and  am  about  to  leap 
out  of  bed  like  the  girl  I  once  was,  I  suddenly  remember,  and  I 
cry  g  Hurrah,  I  'm  middle-aged.' 

DAME.  You  just  dumbfoundcr  me  when  you  tell  me  things 
like  that.  (Here  is  something  she  has  long  wanted  to  ask.)  You 
can't  be  more  than  forty,  if  I  may  make  so  bold  ?  * 

MRS.  PAGE.  I  am  forty  and  a  bittock,  as  the  Scotch  say. 
That  means  forty,  and  a  good  wee  bit  more. 

DAME.     There  !     And  you  can  say  it  without  blinking. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Why  not  ?  Do  you  think  I  should  call  myself 
a  3<>to-45,  like  a  motor  car  ?  Now  what  I  think  I  envy  you 
for  most  is  for  being  a  grandmamma. 

DAME  (smiling  tolerantly  at  some  picture  the  words  ha'ue  called 
up).  That 's  a  cheap  honour. 

MRS.  PAGE  (summing  up  probably  her  whole  conception  of  the 
duties  of  a  grandmother).  I  should  love  to  be  a  grandmamma, 
and  toss  little  toddlekins  in  the  air. 

DAME  (who  knows  that  there  is  more  in  it  than  that).  I  dare 
say  you  will  be  some  day. 

(The  eyes  of  both  turn  to  a  photograph  on  the  mantelpiece. 
It  represents  a  pretty  woman  in  the  dress  of  Rosalind.  The 
DAME  fingers  it  for  the  hundredth  time,  and  MRS.  PAGE 
regards  her  tranquilly.) 
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DAME.  No  one  can  deny  but  your  daughter  is  a  pretty  piece. 
How  old  will  she  be  now  ?  9 

MRS.  PAGE.     Dame, 1  don't  know  very  much  about  the  stage, 
but  I  do  know  that  you  should  never,  never  ask  an  actress's  age. 
DAMK.     Surely  when  they  are  as  young  and  famous  as  this 
puss  is. 

MRS.  PAGE.  She  is  getting  on,  you  know.  Shall  we  say 
twenty-three  ? 

DAME.  Well,  well,  it 's  true  you  might  be  a  grandmother  by 
now.  I  wonder  she  doesn't  marry.  Where  is  she  now  ? 

'•MRS.  PA'GE.     At  Monte  Carlo,  the  papers  say.      It  is  a  place 
where  people  gamble. 

DAME  (shaking  her  head).  Gamble  ?  Dear,  dear,  that 's 
terrible.  (But  she  knows  of  a  woman  who  once  won  a  dinner 
service 'without  anything  untoward  happening  afterwards.)  And 
yet  I  would  like  just  once  tt»  put  on  my  shilling  with  the  best 
of  them.  If  I  were  you  I  would  try  a  month  of  that  place 
with  her. 

MRS.  PAGE,  Not  I,  I  am  just  Mij.  Cosy  Comfort.  At 
Monte  Carlo  I  should  be  a  fish  out  of  water,  Dame,  as  much  as 
Beatrice  would  be  if  she  were  to  try  a  month  down  here  with  me. 
DAME  (less  in  disparagement  of  local  society  than  of  that  sullen 
bore  the  sea,  and  blissfully  unaware  that  it  intrudes  even  at  Monte 
Carlo).  Yes,  I  'in  thinking  she  would  find  this  a  dull  hole.' 
(In  the  spirit  of  adventure  that  has  carried  the  English  far)  And 
yet,  play-ac tress  though  she  lie,  I  would  like  to  see  her,  God 
forgive  me. 

(She  is  trimming  the  lamp  when  there  is  a  foiock  at  the  door. 
She  is  pleasantly  flustered,  and  indicates  with  a  gesture  that 
something  is  constantly  happening  in  this  go-ahead  village.) 
DAME.     It  has  a  visitor's  sound. 

(The  lodger  is  so  impressed  that  she  takes  her  feet  off  the 
chair.     Thus  may  MRS.  QUICKLY'S  ancestors  have  stared 
at  each  other  in  this  very  cottage  a  hundred  years  ago  when 
they  thought  they  heard  Napoleon  tapping.) 
«  MRS.  PAGE  (keeping  her  head).     If  it  is  the  doctor's  lady,  she 
wants  to  arrange  with  me  about  the  cutting  out  for  the  mothers' 
meeting.  f 

DAME  (who  has  long  ceased  to  benefit  from  these  gatherings). 
Drat  the  mothers'  meetings. 
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MRS.  PAC]?E.  Oh  no,  I  dote  on  them.  (She  is  splendidly 
active  ;  in  short,  the  spirited  woman  has  got  up.}  Still,  I  want  my 
evening  snooze  now,  so  just  tell  her  I  am  lying  down. 

DAME  (thankful  to  be  in  a  plot).      I  will. 

-   MRS.  PAGE.     Yes,  but  let  me  lie  down  first,  so  that  it  won't 
be  a  fib. 

DAME.  There,  there.  That 's  such  a  middle-aged  thing 
to  say. 

(In  the  most  middle-aged  way  MRS.  PAGE  spreads  herself  on 
a  couch.  They  have  been  speaking  in  a  whisper,  and  as  the 
DAME  goes  to  the  door  we  have  just  time  to  take-  note  that 
MRS.  PAGE  whispered  most  beautifully  :  a  softer  whisper 
than  the  DAME'S,  but  so  clear  that  it  ?night  be  heard  across 
afield.  This  is  the  most  tell-tale  thing  ^ve  have  discovered 
about  her  as  yet. 

Before  MRS.  QUICKLY  hu%  reached  the  door  it  opens  to 
admit  an  impatient  young  man  in  knickerbockers  and  a 
Norfolk  jacket,  all  aglow  with  raindrops.  Public  school 
(and  the  particular  one)  is  written  on  his  foreheady  and 
almost  nothing  else  ;  he  has  scarcely  yet  begun  to  surmise  that 
anything  else  may  be  required.  He  is  modest  and  clear-eyed, 
and  would  ring  for  his  tub  in  Paradise  ;  reputably  athletic 
also^  with  an  instant  smile  always  in  reserve  for" the  an- 
1  agonist  who  accidentally  shins  him.  Whatever  you,  as  his 
host,  ask  him  to  do,  he  says  he  would  like  to  awfully  if  you 
don't  mind  his  being  a  priceless  duffer  at  it ;  his  vocabulary 
is  scanty,  and  in  his  engaging  mouth  '  priceless  '  sums  up  (ill 
that  is  to  be  known  of  good  or  ill  in  out  varied  existence  ;  at 
a  pinch  it  would  suffice  him  for  most  of  his  simple  wants,  just 
as  one  may  traverse  the  Continent  with  Combien  r  His 
brain  is  quite  as  good  as  another9 s,  but  as  yet  he  has  referred 
scarcely  anything  to  it.  He  respects  learning  in  the  aged,  but 
shrinks  uncomfortably  from  it  in  contemporaries,  as  persons 
who  have  somehoiu  failed.  To  him  the  proper  way  to*look 
upon  ability  is  as  something  we  must  all  come  to  in  the  end. 
He  has  a  nice  taste  in  the  arts^  that  has  come  to  him  by  M* 
way  oj  socks,  spats  and  slips,  and  oj  these  he  has  <i  large  and 
happy  collection*  which  he  laughs  tit  jollily  in  public  (for  his 
sense  of  humour  is  sufficient},  but  in  the  privacy  of  his  chamber 
he  sometimes  spreads  them  out  like  troutlet  on  the  river* s  bank 
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and  lias  his  quiet  thrills  of  exultation.  Having  lately  left 
Oxford,  he  is  facing  the  world  confidently  with  nothing  to 
impress  it  except  these  and  his  Fives  Choice  (having  beaten 
Hon.  Billy  Minhorn  in  the  final).  He  has  not  yet  decided 
whether  to  drop  into  business  or  diplomacy  or  the  baf. 
(There  will  be  a  lot  of  fag  about  this)  ;  and  all  unknown  to 
him^  there  is  a  grim  piece  of  waste  land  waiting  for  him  in 
Canada,  which  he  will  make  a  hash  of,  or  it  will  make  a  man 
of  him.  Billy  will  be  there  too.) 

CHARLES  (on  the  threshold).  I  beg  your  pardon  awfully,  but 
I'knocked  three  times. 

DAME  (liking  the  manner  of  him,  and  indeed  it  is  the  nicest 
manner  in  the  world).  What 's  your  pleasure  ? 

CHARLES.  You  see  how  jolly  wet  my  things  are.  (These  boys 
get  on  \lelightful  terms  of  intimacy  at  once.)  I  am  on  <i  walking 
tour — not  that  I  have  walked  much — (they  never  boast ;  he  has 
really  walked  well  and  far) — and  I  got  caught  in  that  shower. 
I  thought  when  I  saw  a  house  that  you  might  be  kind  enough 
to  let  me  take  my  jacket  off  and  warm  my  paws,  until  1  can 
catch  a  train. 

DAME  (unable  to  whisper  to  MRS.  PAGE  *  He  is  good-looking '). 
I  'm  sorry,  sir,  but  I  have  let  the  kitchen  fire  out. 

CHAR'LES  (peeping  over  her  shoulder).     This  fire ? 

'  DAME.     This  is  my  lodger's  room. 

CHARLES.      Ah,  I  see.     Still,  I  dare  say  that  if  he  knew 

(He  has  edged  farther  into  the  room,  and  becomes  aware  that  there 
is  a  lady  with  eyes  closed  on  the  sofa.)  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I 
didn't  know  there  was  any  one  here. 

(But  the  lady  on  the  sofa  replies  not,  and  to  the  DAME  this 
is  his  dismissal.) 

DAME.  The  station  is  just  round  the  corner,  and  there  i*.a 
waiting-room  there. 

CHARLES.  A  station  waiting-room  fire ;  I  know  them. 
Is  she  asleep  ? 

DAME.     Yes. 

*    CHARLES  (who  nearly  always  gets  round  them  when  he  pouts). 
Then  can't  I  stay  r      I  won't  disturb  her. 
DAME  (obdurate).      1  'm  sorry. 

CHARLES  (cheerily — he  will  probably  do  well  on  that  fruit- farm). 
Heigho  !  Well,  here  is  for  the  station  waiting-room. 
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(And*  he  is  about  to  go  when  MRS.  PAGE  signs  to  the  DAME 
that  he  may  stay.  We  have  given  the  talk  between  the 
DAME  and  CHARLES  in  order  to  get  it  over,  but  our  sterner 
eye  is  all  the  time  on  MRS.  PAGE.  Her  eyes  remain  closed  as 
if  in  sleep  and  she  is  lying  on  the  sofa,  yet  for  the  first  time 
since  the  curtain  rose  she  has  come  to  life.  As  if  she  knew 
we  were  watching  her  she  is  again  inert,  but  there  ^uas  a 
twitch  of  the  mouth  a  moment  ago  that  let  a  sunbeam  loose 
upon  her  face.  It  is  gone  already,  popped  out  of  the  box  and 
returned  to  it  with  the  speed  of  thought.  Noticeable  as  is 
MRS.  PAGE'S  mischievous  smile,  far  more  noticeable  is  far 
control  of  it.  A  sudden  thought  occurs  to  us  that  the  face 
we  had  thought  stolid  is  made  of  elastic.} 
DAME  (cleverly).  After  all,  if  you  're  willing  just  to  sit 

quietly  by  the  fire  and  take  a  book 

CHARLES.  Rather.  Any  book.  Thank  you  immensely. 
(And  in  his  delightful  way  of  mating  himself  at  home  he  whips  off 
his  knapsack  and  steps  inside  the  fender.  '  He  is  saucy,  thank 
goodness,9  is  what  the  DAME'S  glance  at  MRS.  PAGE  convevs.  That 
lady's  eyelids  flicker  as  if  she  had  discovered  a  way  of  watching 
CHARLES  while  she  slumbers.  Anon  his  eye  alights  on  the 
photograph  that  has  already  been  the  subject  of  conversation,  and 
he  is  instantly  exclamatory.) 

DAME  (warningly).     Now,  you  promised  not  to  speak. 
CHARLES.     But  that  photograph.     How  funny  you  should 
have  it ! 

DAME  (severely).     Hsh  !      It 's  not  mine. 
CHARLES  (with  his  first  glance  of  interest  at  the  sleeper).    Hers  ? 
(The  eyelids  have  ceased  to  flicker.      It  is  placid  MRS.  PAGE 
again.     Never  was  such  an  inelastic  face.) 
DAME.     Yes  ;   only  don't  talk. 

CHARLES.  But  this  is  priceless  (gazing  at  the  photograph).  I 
must  talk.  (He  gives  his  reason.)  I  know  her  (a  reason  that 
would  be  complimentary  to  any  young  lady).  It  is  Miss  Beatrice 
Page. 

DAME  (who  knows  the  creature  man].  You  mean  you  'v«e 
seen  her  ? 

CHARLES  (youthfully).  1  know  her  quite  well.  I  have  had 
lunch  with  her  twice.  She  is  at  Monte  Carlo  just  now. 
(Swelling)  I  was  one  of  those  that  saw  her  off. 
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DAME.  Yes,  that 's  the  place.  Read  what  is  written  across 
her  velvet  chest.  « 

CHARLES  (deciphering  the  writing  on  the  photograph).  *  To 
darling  Mumsy  with  heaps  of  kisses.'  (His  eyes  gleam.  Is  he 
in  the  middle  of  an  astonishing  adventure  ?)  You  don't  teJi 

me Is  that ? 

DAME  (as  coolly  as  though  she  were  passing  the  butter).  Yes, 
that 's  her  mother.  And  a  sore  trial  it  must  have  been  to  her 
when  her  girl  took  to  such  a  trade. 

CHARLES  (waving  aside  such  nonsense).  But  I  say,  she  never 
spoke  to  nie  about  a  mother. 

DAME.     The  more  shame  to  her. 

CHARLES  (deeply  versed  in  the  traffic  of  the  stage).  I  mean 
she  is  famed  as  being  almost  the  only  actress  who  doesn't  have 
a  mother., 

DAME  (bewildered).     What  ? 

CHARLES  (seeing  the  uselessness  of  laying  pear  Is  before  this  lady). 
Let  me  have  a  look  at  her. 

DAME.  It  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  (But  an  unexpected  nod 
from  the  sleeper  indicates  that  it  may  be  permitted.)  Oh,  well, 
I  see  no  harm  in  it  if  you  go  softly. 

(He  tiptoes  to  the  sofa,  but  perhaps  MRS.  PAGE  is  a  light 
slkeper,  for  she  stirs  a  littley  just  sufficiently  to  become  more 
compact  y  while  the  slippers  rise  into  startling  prominences 
Some  humorous  dreamy  as  it  might  be,  slightly  extends  her 
mouth  and  turns  the  ovtd  of  her  face  into  a  round.  Her 
head  has  sunk  into  her  neck.  Simultaneously,  as  if  her 
circulation  were  suddenly  held  up,  a  shadow  passes  over  her 
complexion.  This  is  a  bad  copy  of  the  MRS.  PAGE  we  have 
seen  hitherto,  and  will  give  CHARLES  a  poor  impression 
of  her.} 

CHARLES  (peering  over  the  slippers).     Yes,  yes,  yes. 
DAME.     Is  she  like  the  daughter,  think  you  ? 
CHARLES  (judicially).     In  a  way,  very.     Hair 's  not  so  pretty. 
She  is  not  such  a  fine  colour.     Heavier  build,  and  I  should  say 
rot  so  tall.     None  of  Miss  Page's  distinction,  nothing  svelte 
about  her.     As  for  the  feet  (he  might  almost  have  said  the  pali- 
sade)— the  feet (He  shudders  a  little  y  and  so  do  the  feet.) 

DAME.  She  is  getting  on,  you  see.  She  is  forty  and  a 
bittock. 
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CHARLES.     A  whattock  ? 

DAME  (who  has  never  studied  the  Doric].  It  may  be  a 
whattock. 

CHARLES  (gallantly).  But  there  's  something  nice  about  her. 
i  could  have  told  she  was  her  mother  anywhere.  (With  which 
handsome  compliment  he  returns  to  the  fire \  and  MRS.  PAGE,  no 
doubt  much  gratified*  throws  a  kiss  after  him.  She  also  signs  to  the 
DAME  a  mischievous  desire  to  be  left  alone  ivith  this  blade.) 

DAME  (discreetly}.  Well,  I  '11  leave  you,  but,  mind,  you  are 
not  to  disturb  her. 

(She  goes,  with  the  pleasant  feeling  that  there  are  two  clever 
women  in  the  house  ;  and  with  ^vide-open  eyes  MRS.  PAGE 
watches  CHARLES  dealing  amorously  with  the  photograph. 
Soon  he  returns  to  her  side,  and  her  eyes  are  closed,  but 
she  does  not  trouble  to  repent  the  trifling  *iv*th  her 
appearance.  She  probably  knows  the  strength  of  first 
impressions.) 

CHARLES   (murmuring  the  ^vord  as  if  it  ivcre  sweet  music]. 
Mumsy.      (With  conviction}  You  lucky  mother. 
MRS.  PAGE  (in  a  dream}.      Is  that  you,  Beatrice  ? 

(This  makes  him  scurry  aivay,  but  he  is  soon  back  again,  and 
the  soundness  of  her  slumber  annoys  him.) 

CHARLES  (in  a  reproachful  whisper).  Woman,  wake'  up  and 
talk  to  me  about  your  daughter. 

(The  selfish  thing  sleeps  ony  and  somewhat  gingerly  he  pulls 
away  the  cushion  from  beneath  her  head.  Nice  treatment 
for  a  lady.  MRS.  PAGE  starts  up,  and  at  first  is  not  quite 
sure  where  she  is,  you  know.) 

MRS.  PAGE.     Why — what 

CHARLES  (contritely).  1  am  very  sorry.  I  'm  afraid  1  dis- 
turbed you. 

MRS.  PAGE  (blankly).      I  don't  know  you,  do  I  ? 
CHARLES  (who  has  his  inspirations).      No,  madam,  but  it  is 
my  misfortune. 

MRS.  PAGE  (making  sure  that  she  is  still  in  the  DAME'S  cottage). 
Who  are  you  ?  and  what  arc  you  doing  here  ?  * 

CHARLES  (for  truth  is  best).  My  name  is  Roche.  I  am 
nobody  in  particular.  ,  I  'm  just  the  usual  thing  ;  Eton,  Oxford, 
and  so  to  bed — as  Pepys  would  say.  I  am  on  a  walking  tour, 
on  my  way  to  the  station,  but  there  is  no  train  till  seven,  and 

Y 
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your  landlady  let  me  in  out  of  the  rain  on  the  promise  that  I 
wouldn't  disturb  you.  t 

MRS.  PAGE  (taking  it  all  in  with  a  woman's  quickness}.      I  see. 
(Suddenly)  But  you  have  disturbed  me. 

CHARLES.     I  'in  sorry. 

MRS.  PAGE  (with  a  covert  eye  on  him).  It  wasn't  really  your 
fault.  This  cushion  slipped  from  under  me,  and  I  woke  up. 

CHARLES  (manfully).     No,  I — I  pulled  it  away. 

MRS.  PAGE  (indignant).  You  did  !  (She  advances  upon  him 
like  a  stately  ship.)  Will  you  please  to  tell  me  why  ? 

'  CHARLES  (feebly).  I  didn't  mean  to  pull  so  hard.  (Then  he 
gallantly  leaps  into  the  breach.)  Madam,  I  felt  it  was  impossible 
for  me  to  leave  this  house  without  first  waking  you  to  tell  you 
of  the  feelings  of  solemn  respect  with  which  I  regard  you. 

MRS!  pkGE.     Rfally  ! 

CHARLES.  I  suppose  I  Consider  you  the  cleverest  woman 
in  the  world. 

MRS.  PAGE.     On  so  short  an  acquaintance  ? 

CHARLES  (lucidly).  I  mean,  to  havechad  the  priceless  clever- 
ness to  have  her 

MRS.  PAGE.  Have  her  ?  (d  light  breaks  on  her.)  My 
daughter  ? 

CHAR'LES.  Yes,  I  know  her.  (As  who  should  say,  Isn't  it  a 
jolly  world  ?) 

MRS.  PAGE.     You  know  Beatrice  personally  ? 

CHARLES  (not  surprised  that  it  takes  her  a  little  time  to  get  used 
to  the  idea).  I  assure  you  I  have  that  honour.  (In  one  mouth- 
ful) I  think  she  is  the  most  beautiful  and  the  cleverest  woman  I 
have  ever  known. 

MRS.  PAGE.     I  thought  I  was  the  cleverest. 

CHARLES.  Yes,  indeed  ;  for  I  think  it  even  cleverer  to  h^ve 
had  her  than  to  be  her. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Dear  me.  I  must  wait  till  I  get  a  chair  before 
thinking  this  out.  (A  chair  means  two  chairs  to  her,  as  we  have 
seen,  but  she  gives  the  one  on  which  her  feet  wish  to  rest  to  CHARLES,) 
You  can  have  this  half,  Mr. — ah — Mr. ? 

CHARLES.     Roche. 

MRS.  PAGE  (resting  from  her  labours  of  (he  last  minute).  You 
are  so  flattering,  Mr.  Roche,  I  think  you  must  be  an  actor 
yourself. 
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CHARLES  (succinctly).  No,  1  'm  nothing.  My  father  says 
I  'in  just  an  expense.  But;  when  I  saw  Beatrice's  photograph 
there  (the  nice  boy  pauses  a  moment  because  this  is  the  first  time 
he  has  said  the  name  to  her  mother  ;  he  is  taking  off  his  hat  to  it) 
*?dth  the  inscription  on  it 

MRS.  PAGE.     That  foolish  inscription. 

CHARLES  (arrested).     Do  you  think  so  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.  I  mean  foolish,  because  she  has  quite  spoilt  the 
picture  by  writing  across  the  chest.  That  beautiful  gown 
ruined. 

CHARLES  (fondly  tolerant).  They  all  do  it,  even  across  their 
trousers  5  the  men,  I  mean. 

MRS.  PAGE  (interested).     Do  they  ?     I  wonder  why. 

CHARLES  (remembering  noiv  that  other  callings  don't  do  it). 
It  does  seem  odd.  (But  after  all  the  others  are  probatjy -missing 
something.) 

MRS.  PAGE  (shaking  her  wise  head).  I  know  very  little  about 
them,  but  I  am  afraid  they  are  an  odd  race. 

CHARLES  (who  has  doted  on  many  of  them,  though  he  has  not 
known  them).  But  very  attractive,  don't  you  think  ?  The 
ladies,  I  mean. 

MRS.  PAGE  (luxuriously).  1  mix  so  little  with  them.  I  am 
not  a  Bohemian,  you  sec.  Did  1  tell  you  that  I  have  never  even 
seen  Beatrice  act  ? 

CHARLES.  You  haven't  ?  How  very  strange.  Not  even 
her  Rosalind  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (stretching  herself).     No.      Is  it  cruel  to  her  ? 

CHARLES  (giving  her  one).  Cruel  to  yourself.  (But  this  is 
no  policy  for  an  admirer  of  MISS  PAGE.)  She  gave  me  her  photo- 
graph as  Rosalind.  (Hurriedly)  Not  a  postcard. 

^MRS.  PAGE  (who  is  very  likely  sneering).  With  writing  across 
the  chest,  I  '11  be  bound. 

CHARLES  (stoutly).     Do  you  think  I  value  it  the  less  for  that  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (unblushing).  Oh  no,  the  more.  You  liave 
it  framed  on  your  mantelshelf,  haven't  you,  so  that  when  the 
other  young  bloods  who  are  just  an  expense  drop  in  they  may 
read  the  pretty  words  and  say, fc  Roche,  old  man,  you  are  going  it.' 

CHARLES.     Do  you  really  think  that  I 

MRS.  PAGE.  Pooh,  that  was  what  Beatrice  expected  when 
she  gave  it  you. 
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CHARLES.  Silence  !  (She  raises  her  eyebrows,  and  he  is 
stricken.)  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  should  have  remembered  that 
you  are  her  mother. 

MRS.  PAGE  (smiling  on  him).  I  beg  yours.  T  should  like  to 
know,  Mr.  Roche,  where  you  do  keep  that  foolish  photograph. 

CHARLES  (with  a  swelling).  Why,  here.  (He  produces  it  in 
a  case  from  an  honoured  pocket.)  Won't  you  look  at  it  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (with  proper  solemnity).     Yes.     It  is  one  I  like. 

CHARLES  (cocking  his  head).     It  just  misses  her  at  her  best. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Her  best  ?  You  mean  her  way  of  screwing 
hlr  nose  ?" 

CHARLKS  (who  wm  never  sent  up  for  good  for  lucidity — or 
perhaps  he  was).  That  comes  into  it.  I  mean — I  mean  her 
naivete.  ' 

MRS1.  PAGE.  Ah  yes,  her  naivete.  1  have  often  seen  her 
practising  it  before  a  glass,  i 

CHARLES  (with  a  disarming  smile).  Excuse  me  ;  you  haven't, 
you  know. 

MRS.  PAGE  (disarmed).  Haven't  1  ?  t  Well,  well,  I  dare  say 
she  is  a  wonder,  but,  mind  you,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  it  is 
for  her  nose  that  she  gets  her  salary.  May  I  read  what  is 
written  on  the  chest  ?  (She  reads.)  The  baggage  !  (Shaking 
her  heaU  at  him).  But  this  young  lady  on  the  other  side,  who 
is  she,  Lothario  ? 

CHARLES  (boyish  and  stumbling).  That  is  my  sister.  She  died 
three  years  ago.  We  were  rather — chums — and  she  gave  me 
that  case  to  put  her  picture  in.  So  I  did. 

(He  jerks  it  out,  glaring  at  her  to  see  if  she  is  despising  him. 
But  MRS.  PAGE,  though  she  cannot  be  sentimental  for  lo?ig> 
can  be  very  good  at  it  while  it  lasts.) 

MRS.  PAGE  (quite  moved).  Good  brother.  And  it  is  a  dear  %:e. 
But  you  should  not  have  put  my  Beatrice  opposite  it,  Mr.  Roche  : 
your  sister  would  not  have  liked  that.  It  was  thoughtless  of  you. 

CHARLES.  My  sister  would  have  liked  it  very  much. 
(Floundering)  When  she  gave  me  the  case  she  said  to  me — you 
know  what  girls  are — she  said,  *  If  you  get  to  love  a  woman, 
put  her  picture  opposite  mine,  and  then  when  the  case  is  closed 
I  shall  be  kissing  her.' 

(His  face  implores  her  not  to  think  him  a  silly.  She  is  really 
more  troubled  than  we  might  have  expected.) 
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MRS.  PAG'E  (rising).     Mr.  Roche,  I  never  dreamt 

CHARLES.     And  that  is  why  I  keep  the  two  pictures  together. 

MRS.  PAGE.     You  shouldn't. 

CHARLES.  Why  shouldn't  I  ?  Don't  you  dare  to  say  any- 
thing to  me  against  my  Beatrice. 

MRS.  PAGE  (with  the  smile  of  ocean  on  her  face).  Your 
Beatrice.  You  poor  boy. 

CHARLES.  Of  course  I  haven't  any  right  to  call  her  that. 
I  haven't  spoken  of  it  to  her  yet.  I  'm  such  a  nobody,  you  see. 
(Very  nice  and  candid  of 'him ,  but  we  ?nay  remember  that  his  love 
has  not  set  him  trying  to  make  a  somebody  out  of  the  nobody.  A*re 
you  perfectly  certain,  CHARLES,  that  to  be  seen  with  the  celebrated 
PAGE  is  not  a/most  more  delightful  to  you  than  to  be  with  her  ? 
Her  mother  at  all  events  'gives  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  or  so 
we  interpret  her  sudden  action.  She  tears  the, photograph  in  two. 
lie  protests  indignantly.} 

MRS.  PAGE.  Mr.  Roche,  be  merry  and  gay  with  Beatrice 
as  you  will,  but  don't  take  her  seriously.  (She  gives  him  back 
the  case.)  I  think  you  said  you  had  to  catch  a  train. 

CHARLES  (surveying  his  torn  treasure,  lie  is  very  near  to 
tears,  but  decides  rather  recklessly  to  be  a  strong  man).  Not  yet  ; 
I  must  speak  of  liu*  to  you  now. 

MRS.  PAGE  (a  strong  woman  without  having  to  decide).  I 
forbid  you. 

CHARLES  (who,  if  he  knevj  himself,  might  sec  that  a  good  deal  of 
gloomy  entertainment  could  be  got  by  desisting  here  and  stalking 
London  as  the  persecuted  of  his  lady's  mamma).  I  have  the  right. 
There  is  no  decent  man  who  hasn't  the  right  to  tell  a  woman 
that  he  loves  her  daughter. 

MRS.  PAGE  (determined  to  keep  him  to  earth  though  she  has  to 
hold  him  down).  She  doesn't  love  you,  my  friend. 

CHARLES  (though  a  hopeless  passion  would  be  another  rather 
jolly  thing).  How  do  you  know  ?  You  have  already  said 

MRS.  PAGE  (rather  desperate).  I  wish  you  had  never  come 
here. 

CHARLES  (manfully).  Why  are  you  so  set  against  me  ?  I 
think  if  I  was  a  woman  I  should  like  at  any  rate  to  take  a  good 
straight  look  into  the  t^yes  of  a  man  who  said  he  was  fond  of  her 
daughter.  You  might  have  to  say  c  No '  to  him,  but — often 
you  must  have  had  thoughts  of  the  kind  of  man  who  would  one 


678  ROSALIND 

day  take  her  from  you,  and  though  I  may  not  be  the  kind,  I 
assure  you,  I — I  am  just  as  fond  ofher  as  if  I  were.  (Not  bad 
for  CHARLES.  Sent  up  for  good  this  time.) 

MRS.  PAGE  (beating  her  hands  together  in  distress).  You  are 
torturing  me,  Charles. 

CHARLES.  But  why  ?  Did  I  tell  you  my  name  was 
Charles  ?  (With  a  happy  thought)  She  has  spoken  of  me  to  you  ! 
What  did  she  say  ? 

(If  he  were  thinking  less  of  himself  and  a  little  of  the  woman 
before  him  he  would  see  that  she  has  turned  into  an  exquisite 
supplicant.) 

MRS.  PAGE.  Oh,  boy — you  boy  !  Don't  say  anything 
more.  Go  away  now. 

CHARLES.      I  don't  understand. 

MRS.  pJvGE.  I  never  had  an  idea  that  you  cared  in  that  way. 
I  thought  we  were  only  jolly  friends. 

CHARLES.     We  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (with  a  wry  lip  for  the  word  that  has  escaped  her). 
Charles,  if  you  must  know,  can't  yov  help  me  out  a  little  ? 
Don't  you  see  at  last  ? 

(She  has  come  to  him  with  undulations  as  lovely  as  a 
swallow's  fight,  mocking,  begging ,  not  at  all  the  woman  we 
have  been  watching  ;  she  has  I>CL  omc  suddenly  a  disdainful, 
melting  armful.  Rut  CJLXKI  ES  does  not  see.) 

CHARLES  (the  obtuse).      I — jl 

MRS.  PAGE.  Very  well.  But  indeed  I  am  sorry  to  have  to 
break  your  pretty  toy.  (Drooping  still  farther  on  her  stem.) 
Beatrice,  Mr.  Roche,  has  not  had  a  mother  this  many  a  year. 
Do  you  see  now  ? 

CHARLES.     No. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Well,  well.  (Abjectly)  Beatrice,  Mr.  Roc&e, 
is  forty  and  a  bittock. 

CHARLES.     I — you — but — oh  no. 

MRS.  PAGE  (for  better,  for  ^vorse).  Yes,  I  am  Beatrice.  (He 
looks  to  the  photograph  to  rise  up  and  give  her  the  lie.)  The 
writing  on  the  photograph  ?  A  jest.  I  can  explain  that. 

CHARLES.  But — but  it  isn't  only  on  the  stage  I  have  seen 
her.  I  know  her  off  too.  • 

MRS.  PAGE.  A  little.  I  can  explain  that  also.  (He  is  a 
very  woeful  young  man.)  I  am  horribly  sorry,  Charles. 
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CHARLES  (with  his  last  kick}.     Even  now 

MRS.  PAGE.  Do  you  remember  an  incident  with  a  pair  of 
scissors  one  day  last  June  in  a  boat  near  Maidenhead  ? 

CHARLES.  When  Beatrice — when  you — when  she — cut  her 
.vrist  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.  And  you  kissed  the  place  to  make  it  well.  It 
left  its  mark. 

CHARLES.     I  have  seen  it  since. 

MRS.  PAGE.  You  may  see  it  again,  Charles.  (She  offers  him 
her  wrist,  but  he  does  not  look.  He  knows  the  mark  is  there. 
For  the  ?noment  the  comic  spirit  has  deserted  her,  so  anxious  is  *she 
to  help  this  tragic  boy.  She  speaks  in  the  cooing  voice  that  proves 
her  to  be  BEATRICE  better  than  any  wrist-mark.}  Am  I  so 
terribly  unlike  her  as  you  knew  her  ? 

CHARLES  (Ah,  to  be  stabbed  with  the  voice  you.  hjpvj  loved). 
No,  you  are  very  like,  only — ye?y  I  know  now  it 's  you. 

MRS.  PAGE  (pricked  keenly}.  Only  I  am  looking  my  age  to- 
day. (Forlorn}  This  is  my  real  self,  Charles — if  I  have  one. 
Why  don't  you  laugh,  my  friend  ?  I  am  laughing.  (No,  not 
yet,  though  she  tuill  be  presently.)  You  won't  give  me  away, 
will  you  ?  (He  shakes  his  head.)  I  know  you  won't  now,  but 
it  was  rny  first  fear  when  I  saw  you.  (IVith  a  sigh)  And  now, 
I  suppose,  1  owe  you  an  explanation. 

CHARLES  (done  with  the  world).     Not  unless  you  wish  to. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Oh  yes,  I  wish  to.  (The  laughter  is  bubbling 
up  now.}  Only  it  will  leave  )ou  a  wiser  and  a  sadder  man. 
You  will  never  be  twenty-three  again,  Charles. 

CHARLES  (recalling  his  distant  youth}.     No,  I  know  I  won't. 

MRS.  PAGE  (now  the  laughter  is  playing  round  her  mouth}. 
Ah,  don't  take  it  so  lugubriously.  You  will  only  jump  to 
^wenty-four,  say.  (She  sits  down  beside  him  to  make  full  con- 
fession.) You  must  often  have  heard  gossip  about  actresses' 
ages  ? 

CHARLES.     I  didn't  join  in  it. 

MRS.  PAGE.     Then  you  can't  be  a  member  of  a  club. 

CHARLES.     If  they  began  it 

MRS.  PAGE.     You  wouldn't  listen  ? 

CHARLES.  Not  about  you.  I  dare  say  I  listened  about  the 
others. 

MRS.  PAGE.     You  nice  boy.     And  now  to  make  you  twenty- 
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four.  (Involuntarily,  true  to  the  calling  she  adorns,  she  makes  the 
surgeon's  action  of  turning  up  her  sleeves.)  You  have  seen  lots 
of  plays,  Charles  ? 

CHARLES.     Yes,  tons. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Have  you  noticed  that  there  are  no  parts  in 
them  for  middle-aged  ladies  ? 

CHARLES  (who  has  had  too  happy  a  life  to  notice  this  or  almost 
anything  else).  Aren't  there  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.  Oh  no,  not  for  *  stars.'  There  is  nothing  for 
them  between  the  ages  of  twenty-nine  and  sixty.  Occasionally 
on?  of  the  less  experienced  dramatists  may  write  such  a  part, 
but  with  a  little  coaxing  we  can  always  make  him  say,  4  She 
needn't  be  more  than  twenty-nine.'  And  so,  dear  Charles, 
we  have  succeeded  in  keeping  middle-age  for  women  off  the 
stage.  Why?  even  Father  Time  doesn't  let  on  about  us.  He 
waits  at  the  wings  with  a  darJ^  cloth  for  us,  just  as  our  dressers 
wait  with  dust-sheets  to  fling  over  our  expensive*  frocks  ;  but 
we  have  a  way  with  us  that  makes  even  Father  Time  reluctant 
to  cast  his  cloak  ;  perhaps  it  is  the  coquettish  imploring  look 
we  give  him  as  we  dodge  him  ;  perhaps  though  he  is  an  old 
fellow  he  can't  resist  the  powder  on  our  pretty  noses.  And  so 
he  says,  *  The  enchanting  baggage,  I  '11  give  her  another  year.' 
When  yea  come  to  write  my  epitaph,  Charles,  let  it  be  in  these 
delicious  words,  '  She  had  a  long  twenty-nine.' 

CHARLES.  But  off  the  stage — I  knew  you  off.  (Recalling 
a  gay  phantom)  Why,  T  was  one- of  those  who  saw  you  into  your 
train  for  Monte  Carlo. 

MRS.  PAGE.  You  thought  you  did.  That  made  it  easier 
for  me  to  deceive  you  here.  But  [  got  out  of  that  train  at  the 
next  station. 

(She  makes  a  movement  to  get  out  of  the  tram  here.  W$ 
begin  to  note  how  she  suits  the  action  to  the  word  in  obedience 
to  Shakespeare's  lamentable  injunction  ;  she  cannot  mention 
the  tongs  without  forking  two  of  her  fingers.) 

CHARLES.     You  came  here  instead  ? 

,MRS.  PAGE.     Yes,  stole  here. 

CHARLES  (surveying  the  broken  pieces  of  her).  Even  now  I  can 
scarcely You  who  seemed  so  young  and  gay. 

MRS.  PAGE  (who  is  really  very  good-natured,  else  would  she 
clout  him  on  the  head).  1  was  a  twenty-nine.  Oh,  don't  look 
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so  solemn,*  Charles.  It  is  not  confined  to  the  stage.  The 
stalls  are  full  of  twenty-nines.  Do  you  remember  what  fun  it 
was  to  help  me  on  with  my  cloak  ?  Remember  why  I  had  to 
put  more  powder  on  my  chin  one  evening  ? 

CHARLES  (with  a  groan).     It  was  only  a  few  weeks  ago. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Yes.  Sometimes  it  was  Mr.  Time  I  saw  in 
the  mirror,  but  the  wretch  only  winked  at  me  and  went  his 
way. 

CHARLES  (ungallantly).  But  your  whole  appearance — so 
girlish  compared  to 

MRS.  PAGE  (gallantly).  To  this.  I  am  coming  to  *  this,' 
Charles.  (Confidentially ;  no  one  can  be  quite  so  delightfully 
confidential  as  BEATRICE  PAGE.)  You  .see,  never  having  been 
more  than  twenty-nine,  not  even  in  my  sleep — for  we  have  to 
keep  it  up  even  in  our  sleep — I  began  to  wonder  whut  middle- 
age  was  like.  I  wanted  to  feel1  the  sensation.  A  woman's 
curiosity,  Charles. 

CHARLES.      Still,  you  couldn't 

MRS.  PAGE.  Couldji't  I  !  Listen.  Two  summers  ago, 
instead  of  going  to  Biarritz — see  pictures  of  me  in  the  illustrated 
papers  stepping  into  my  motor-car,  or  going  a  round  of  country 
houses — sec  photograph  of  us  all  on  the  steps — the  names, 
Charles,  read  from  left  to  right — instead  of  doing  any*  of  these 
things  I  pretended  I  went  there,  and  in  reality  I  came  down 
here,  determined  for  a  whole  calendar  month  to  be  a  middle- 
aged  lady.  I  had  to  get  some  new  clothes,  real,  cosy,  sloppy, 
very  middle-aged  clothes  ;  and  that  is  why  I  invented  mamma  ; 
I  got  them  for  her,  you  see.  I  said  she  was  about  my  figure, 
but  stouter  and  shorter,  as  you  see  she  is. 

CHARLES  (his  eyes  wandering  up  and  down  her — and  nowhere 
a  familiar  place).  I  can't  make  out 

MRS.  PAGE.  No,  you  are  too  nice  a  boy  to  make  it  out. 
You  don't  understand  the  difference  that  a  sober  way  of  doing 
one's  hair,  and  the  letting  out  of  a  few  strings,  and  sundry  other 
trifles  that  are  no  trifles,  make  ;  but  you  see  I  vowed  that  if  the 
immortal  part  of  me  was  to  get  a  novel  sort  of  rest,  my  figute 
should  get  it  also.  Volla  !  And  thus  all  cosy  within  and  with- 
out, I  took  lodgings  in  the  most  on t-of- the- world  spot  I  knew 
of,  in  the  hope  that  here  I  might  find  the  lady  of  whom  I  was 
in  search. 

y  2 
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CHARLES.      Meaning  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (rather  grimly}.     Meaning  myself.     Until  two 
years  ago  she  and  I  had  never  met. 

CHARLES  (the  cynic).     And  how  do  you  like  her  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.  Better  than  you  do,  young  sir.  She  is  reaHy 
rather  nice.  I  don't  suppose  I  could  do  with  her  all  the  year 
round,  but  for  a  month  or  so  I  am  just  wallowing  in  her.  You 
remember  my  entrancing  little  shoes  r  (she  wickedly  exposes  her 
flapping*  slippers).  At  local  dances  I  sit  out  dcliciously  as  a 
wallflower.  Drop  a  tear,  Charles,  for  me  as  a  wallflower.  I 
pfciy  cards,  and  the  engaged  ladies  give  me  their  confidences 
as  a  dear  old  thing  ;  and  I  never,  never  dream  of  setting  my 
cap  at  their  swains. 

CHARLES.      How  strange.     You  wfio,  when  you  liked 

MRS*  PAGE  (plaintively).     Yes,  couldn't  I,  Charles  ? 

CHARLES  (falling  into  the  sKare).     It  was  just  the  wild  gaiety 
of  you. 

MRS.  PAGE  (who  is  in  the  better  position  to  know).      It  was 
the  devilry  of  me.  f 

CHARLES.     Whatever  it  was,  it  bewitched  us. 

MRS.  PAGE  (candidly,  but  forgiving  herself).      It  oughtn't  to. 

CHARLES.      If  you  weren't  all  glee  you  were  the  saddest 
thing  or!  earth. 

'  MRS.  PAGE.     But  I  shouldn't  have  been  sad  on  your  shoulders^ 
Charles. 

CHARLES  (appealing).     You  weren't  sad  on  all  our  shoulders, 
were  you  ? 

MRS.  PAGE  (reassuring).     No,  not  on  all. 

Oh  the  gladness  of  her  gladness  when  she 's  glad, 

And  the  sadness  of  her  sadness  when  she  's  sad, 

But  the  gladness  of  her  gladness 

And  the  sadness  of  her  sadness 

Are  as  nothing,  Charles, 

To  the  badness  of  her  badness  when  she  's  bad. 

(This  dagger-to-her-breast  business  is  one  of  her  choicest  tricks 
offence,  and  is  very  dangerous  if  you  can  coo  like  BEATRICE.  ) 
CHARLES  (pinked).     Not  a  word  against  yourself. 
MRS.  PAGE  (already  seeing  what  she  has  *been  up  to).     Myself  ! 
I  suppose  even  now  I  am  only  playing  a  part. 
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CHARLES'*  (who  has  become  her  handkerchief).  No,  no,  this 
is  your  real  self. 

MRS.  PAGE  (warily).     Is  it  ?     I  wonder. 

CHARLES.  I  never  knew  any  one  who  had  deeper  feelings. 
»  MRS.  PAGE.  Oh,  I  am  always  ready  with  whatever  feeling 
is  called  for.  I  have  a  wardrobe  of  them,  Charles.  Don't 
blame  me,  blame  the  public  of  whom  you  are  one  ;  the  pitiless 
public  that  has  made  me  what  I  am.  I  am  their  slave  and  their 
plaything,  and  when  1  please  them  they  fling  me  nuts.  (Her 
voice  breaks  ;  no  voice  can  break  so  naturally  as  BEATRICE'S.)  I 
would  have  been  a  darling  of  a  wife — -don't  you'  think  So, 
Charles  ? — but  they  wouldn't  let  me.  I  am  only  a  bundle  of 
emotions  ;  I  have  two  characters  for  each  day  of  the  week. 
Home  became  a  less  thing  to  me  than  a  new  part.  Charles,  if 
only  I  could  have  been  a  nobody.  Can't  you  picture  nte,  such 
a  happy,  unknown  woman,  danciing  along  some  sandy  shore 
with  half  a  dozen  little  boys  and  girls  hanging  on  to  my  skirts  ? 
When  my  son  was  old  enough,  wouldn't  he  and  I  have  made  a 
rather  pretty  picture  for  the  king  the  day  he  joined  his  ship  ? 
And  1  think  most  of  all  I  should  have  loved  to  deck  out  my 
daughter  in  her  wedding-gown. 

When  her  mother  tends  her  before  the  laughing  mirror. 
Tying  up  her  laces,  looping  up  her  hair 

But  the  public  wouldn't  have  it,  and  I  had  to  pay  the  price  of 
my  success. 

CHARLES  (heart-broken  for  that  wet  face).     Beatrice  ! 

MRS.  PAGE.  I  became  a  harum-scarum,  Charles  ;  some- 
times very  foolish — (with  a  queer  insight  into  herself)  chiefly 
through  good-nature,  I  think.  There  were  moments  when 
there  was  nothing  I  wouldn't  do,  so  long  as  I  was  all  right  for 
the  play  at  night.  Nothing  else  seemed  to  matter.  I  have 
kicked  over  all  the  traces,  my  friend.  You  remember  the 
Scottish  poet  who 

Keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow 

And  softer  flame, 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low 

And  stained  his  name. 

(Sadly  enough)  Thoughtless  follies  laid  her  low,  Charles,  and 
stained  her  name. 
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CHARLES  (ready  to  fling  down  his  glove  in  her  defence).  I  don't 
believe  it.  No,  no,  Beatrice — M  re.  Page 

MRS.  PAGE.     Ah,  it 's  Mrs.  Page  now. 

CHARLES.     You  are  crying. 

MRS.  PAGE  (with  some  satisfaction).     Yes,  I  am  crying. 

CHARLES.  This  is  terrible  to  me.  I  never  dreamt  your  life 
was  such  a  tragedy. 

MRS.   PAGE   (coming  to).     Don't  be  so  concerned.     I   am 
crying,  but  all  the  time  I  am  looking  at  you  through  the  corner 
of  my  eye  to  see  if  I  am  doing  it  well. 
'CHARLES  (hurt).     Don't — don't. 

MRS.  PAGE  (well  aware  that  she  will  always  be  her  best  audience). 
Soon  I  '11  be  laughing  again.  When  I  have  cried,  Charles, 
then  it  is  time  for  me  to  laugh. 

CHAkLES.     Plea.se,  I  wish  you  wouldn't. 

MRS.  PAGE  (already  in  the  grip  of  another  devil).  And  from 
all  this,  Charles,  you  have  so  nobly  offered  to  save  me.  You 
are  prepared  to  take  me  away  from  this  dreadful  life  and  let  me 
be  my  real  self.  (CHARLES  distinctly  benches.)  Charles,  it  is 
dear  and  kind  of  you,  and  I  accept  your  offer.  (She  gives  him  a 
come-and-take-me  curtsey  and  awaits  his  rapturous  response.  The 
referee  counts  teny  but  CHARLES  has  not  risen  from  the  floor.  Goose 
that  he  ts ;  she  trills  with  merriment ,  though  there  is  a  touch  of 
bitterness  in  it.)  You  see  the  time  for  laughing  has  comC 
already.  You  really  thought  I  wanted  you,  you  conceited  boy. 
(Rather  grandly)  I  am  not  for  the  likes  of  you. 

CHARLES  (abject).     Don't  mock  me.     I  am  very  unhappy. 

MRS.  PAGE  (putting  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  in  her  dangerous, 
careless  y  kindly  way).  There,  there,  it  is  j ust  a  game.  All  life  5s 
a  game. 

(It  is  here  that  the  telegram  comes.  MRS.  QUICKLY  brings 
it  in ;  and  the  better  to  read  it,  but  with  a  glance  at 
CHARLES  to  observe  the  effect  on  him,  MRS.  PAGE  puts  on 
her  large  horn  spectacles.  He  sighs.) 

DAME.     Is  there  any  answer  ?     The  girl  is  waiting. 

MRS.  PAGE.     No  answer,  thank  you. 

(MRS.  QUICKLY  goes,  wondering  what  those  two  have  had 
to  say  to  each  other.) 

CHARLES  (glad  to  be  a  thousand  miles  away  from  recent  matters). 
Not  bad  news,  I  hope  ? 
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MRS.  PAC?E  (wiping  her  spectacles}.  From  my  manager.  It 
is  in  cipher,  but  what  it  n)eans  is  that  the  summer  play  isn't 
drawing,  and  that  they  have  decided  to  revive  As  You  Like  It. 
They  want  me  back  to  rehearse  to-morrow  at  eleven. 

CHARLES  (indignant).  They  can't  even  let  you  have  a  few 
weeks. 

MRS.  PAGE  (returning  from  London).  What  ?  Heigho,  is 
it  not  sad  ?  But  I  had  been  warned  that  this  might  happen. 

CHARLES  (evolving  schemes).     Surely  if  you 

(But  she  has  summoned  MRS.  QUICKLY.) 

MRS.  PAGE  (plaintively).  Alas,  Dame,  our  pleasknt  gossips 
have  ended  for  this  year.  I  am  called  back  to  London 
hurriedly. 

DAME.  Oh  dear,  the*  pity  !  (She  has  already  asked  herself 
what  might  be  in  the  telegram.)  Your  girl  has  come»batk,  and 
she  wants  you  ?  Is  that  it  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.  That 's  about  it.  (Her  quiet,  sad  manner  says 
that  we  must  all  dree  our  weird.)  I  must  go.  Have  I  time  to 
catch  the  express  ? 

CHARLES  (dispirited).     It  leaves  at  seven. 

MRS.  PAGE  (bravely).  I  think  I  can  do  it.  Is  that  the  train 
you  are  to  take  ? 

CHARLES.      Yes,  but  only  to  the  next  station. 

MRS.  PAGE  (grown  humble  in  her  misfortune).  Even  tor  that 
moment  of  your  company  I  shall  be  grateful.  Dame,  this 
gentleman  turns  out  to  be  a  frietfd  of  Beatrice. 

DAME.     So  he  said,  but  I  suspicioned  him. 

MRS.  PAGE.  Well,  he  is.  Mr.  Roche,  this  is  my  kind 
Dame.  I  must  put  a  few  things  together. 

DAME.      If  I  can  help 

t  MRS.  PAGE.  You  can  send  on  my  luggage  to-morrow  ;  but 
here  is  one  thing  you  might  do  now.  Run  down  to  the 
Rectory  and  tell  them  why  I  can't  be  there  for  the  cutting-out. 

DAME.     I  will. 

MRS.  PAGE.  I  haven't  many  minutes.  Good-bye,  you  dear, 
for  I  shall  be  gone  before  you  get  back.  1  '11  write  and  settle 
everything.  (With  a  last  look  round)  Cosy  room  !  I  have  had 
a  lovely  time. 

(Her  face  quivers  a  little \  but  she  does  not  break  down.     She 
passes,  a  courageous  figure,  into  the  bedroom.     The  slippers 
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plop  as  she  mounts  the  steps  to  it.     Her  back  looks  older 
than  we  have  seen  it ;  at  least%  such  is  its  intention.) 
DAME  (who  has  learned  the  uselessness  of  railing  against  fate). 
Dearie  dear,  what  a  pity  ! 

CHARLES  (less  experienced).  It 's  horrible. 
DAME  (wisely  turning  fate  into  a  gossip).  Queer  to  think  of 
a  lady  like  Mrs.  Page  having  a  daughter  that  jumps  about  for  a 
living.  (Good  God,  thinks  CHARLES,  how  little  this  woman  knoivs 
of  life.)  What  I  sometimes  fear  is  that  the  daughter  doesn't 
take  much  care  of  her.  I  dare  say  she  's  fond  of  her,  but  does 
she  do  the  Kttle  kind  things  for  her  that  a  lady  come  Mrs.  Page's 
age  needs  ? 

CHARLES  (wincing).     She  's  not  so  old. 

DAME  (whose  mind  is  probably  runnihg  on  breakfast  in  bed  and 
such-lih  matters).    No,  but  at  our  age  we  are  fond  of — of  quiet, 
and  I  doubt  she  doesn't  get  it* 
CHARLES.     I  know  she  doesn't. 

DAME  (stumbling  among  fine  words  ivhich  attract  her  like  a 
display  of  drapery).  She  says  it 's  her  right  to  be  out  of  the 
hurly-burly  and  into  what  she  calls  tlie  delicious  twilight  of 
middle-age. 

CHARLES  (with  dizzying  thoughts  in  his  brain).      If  she  is  so 
fond  of  K,  isn't  it  a  shame  she  should  have  to  give  it  up  ? 
•  DAME.     The  living  here  ? 

CHARLES.     Not  so  much  that  as  being  middle-aged. 
DAME.     Give  up  being  mJUdle-aged  !     How  could  she  do 
that  ? 

(He  is  saved  replying  by  MRS.  PAGE,  who  calls  from  the 
bedroom.) 

MRS.  PAGE.  Dame,  I  hear  you  talking,  and  you  promised 
to  go  at  once. 

(The  DAME  apologises,  and  is  off.  CHARLES  is  left  alone 
with  his  great  re  solve  y  which  is  no  less  than  to  do  one  of  the 
fine  things  of  history.  It  carries  him  toward  the  bedroom 
door,  but  not  quickly  ;  one  can  also  see  that  it  has  a  rival 
who  is  urging  him  to  fly  the  house.) 

CHARLES  (with  a  drum  beating  inside  him}.  Beatrice,  I 
want  to  speak  to  you  at  once. 

MRS.  PAGE  (through  the  closed  door).  As  soon  as  I  have  packed 
my  bag. 
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CHARLES  (finely).     Don't  pack  it. 
MRS.  PAGE.     I  must. 
CHARLES.     I  have  something  to  say. 
MRS.  PAGE.     I  can  hear  you. 

CHARLES  (who  had  been  honourably  mentioned  for  the  school 
prize  poem).     Beatrice,  until  now  I  hadn't  really  known  you 
at  all.     The  girl  I  was  so  fond  of,  there  wasn't  any  such  girl. 
MRS.  PAGE.     Oh  yes,  indeed  there  was. 

CHARLES  (now  in  full  sail  for  a  hero's  crown).  There  was 
the  dear  woman  who  was  Rosalind,  but  she  had  tired  of  it. 
Rosalind  herself  grew  old  and  gave  up  the  forest  of»Arden,  Jmt 
there  was  one  man  who  never  forgot  the  magic  of  her  being 
there  5  and  I  shall  never  forget  yours.  (Strange  that  between 
the  beatings  of  the  drum  *he  should  hear  a  little  voice  within  him 
calling,  '  Jss,  Charles,  you  ass  !  '  or  words  to  that  effect.  But 
he  runs  nobly  on.)  My  dear,  I'\%ant  to  be  ^our  Orlando  to  the 
end.  (Surely  nothing  could  be  grander.  He  is  chagrined  to  get 
no  response  beyond  what  might  be  the  breaking  of  a  string.)  Do 
you  hear  me  ? 

MRS.  PAGE.      Yes.    *  (A  brief  answer,  but  he  is  off  again.) 
CHARLES.     I   will  take  you  out  of  that  hurly-burly  and 
accompany  you  into  the  delicious  twilight  of  middle-age.      I 
shall  be  staid  in  manner  so  as  not  to  look  too  young,  rind  I  will 
.make  life  easy  for  you  in  your  declining  years.     (c  Ass,  Charles, 
you  ass  !  ')     Beatrice,  do  come  out. 

MRS.  PAGE.     I  am  coming  ntfw.     (She  comes  out  carrying  her 

bag.)    .You  naughty  Charles,  I  heard  you  proposing  to  mamma. 

(The  change  that  has  come  over  her  is  far  too  subtle  to  have 

grown  out  of  a  wish  to  surprise  hi?n,  but  its  effect  on 

CHARLES  is  as  if she  had  struck  him  in  the  face. 

Too  subtle  also  to  be  only  an  affair  of  clothes,  though  she 
is  now  in  bravery  hot  from  Mdme.  Make-the-woman, 
tackle  by  Monsieur,  a  Rosalind  cap  jaunty  on  her  head,  her 
shoes  so  small  that  one  wonders  whether  she  was  qnce  a 
child  in  China.  She  is  a  tall,  slim  young  creature, 
easily  breakable  ;  elegant  is  the  word  that  encompasses 
her  as  we  watch  the  flow  of  her  figure,  her  head  arching 
on  its  long  stem,  and  the  erect  shoulders  that  we  seem^ 
God  bless  us,  }o  remember  as  a  little  hunched.  Her  eyes 
dance  with  life  but  are  easily  startled,  because  they  are 
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looking  fresh  upon  the  world,  wild  notes  in  them*as  from  the 
woods.  Not  a  woman  this  but  a  maid,  or  so  it  seems  to 

CHARLES. 

She  has  been  thinking  very  little  about  him,   but  is 
properly  gratified  by  what  she  reads  in  his  face.) 
Do  I  surprise  you  as  much  as  that,  Charles  ? 

(She  puts  down  her  bag,  BEATRICE  PAGE'S  famous  bag.  If 
you  do  not  knoiv  it,  you  do  not,  alas,  know  BEATRICE.  // 
is  seldom  out  of  her  hand,  save  when  cavaliers  have  been 
sent  in  search  of  it.  She  is  always  late  for  everything 
except  her  call,  and  at  the  last  moment  she  sweeps  all  that 
is  most  precious  to  her  into  the  bag,  and  runs.  Jewels  ? 
Oh  no,  pooh  ;  letters  from  nobodies,  postal  orders  for  them, 
a  piece  of  cretonne  thatwust  match  she  forgets  what,  bits  of 
string  she  forgets  why,  a  book  given  her  by  darling  What  V 
his-name,  a  bfoken  miniature,  part  of  a  watch-chain,  a  dog's 
collar,  such  a  neat  parcel  tied  with  ribbon  (golden  gift  or 
biscuits  ?  she  means  to  find  out  some  day),  a  purse,  but  not 
the  right  one,  a  bottle  of  frozen  gum,  and  a  hundred  good- 
natured,  scatter-brained  things  besides.  Her  servants 
(who  all  adore  her)  hate  the  bag  as  if  it  were  a  little  dog  ; 
swains  hate  it  because  it  gets  lost  and  has  to  be  found  in  the 
middle  of  a  declaration  ;  managers  hate  it  because  she  carries 
it  at  rehearsals,  when  it  bursts  open  suddenly  like  a  too 
tightly  laced  lady,  and  its  contents  are  strewn  on  the  stage  ; 
authors  ?nake  engaging  remarks  about  it  until  they  discover 
that  it  has  tin  artful  trick  of  bursting  because  she  does  not 
know  her  lines.  If  you  complain,  really  furious  this  time, 
she  takes  you  all  in  her  arms.  Well,  well,  but  what  we 
meant  to  say  was  that  when  BEATRICE  sees  CHARLES'S 
surprise  she  puts  down  her  bag.) 

CHARLES.     Good  God  !      Is  there  nothing  real  in  life  ? 

(She  curves  toward  him  in  one  of  those  swallow-flights 
9which  will  haunt  the  stage  long  after  BEATRICE  PAGE  is  but 
a  memory.  What  they  say  and  hoiv  they  said  it  soon  passes 
away ;  what  lives  on  is  the  pretty  movements  like  BEATRICE'S 
swallow-flights.  All  else  may  go,  but  the  pretty  movements 
remain  and  play  about  the  stage  for  ever.  They  are  the 
only  ghosts  of  the  theatre.) 

MRS.  PAGE.     Heaps  of  things.     Rosalind  is  real,  and  I  am 
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Rosalind  ;  and  the  forest  of  Arden  is  real,  and  I  am  going  back 
to  it  ;  and  cakes  and  ale  are  real,  and  I  am  to  eat  and  drink  them 
again.  Everything  is  real  except  middle-age. 

(She  puts  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  in  the  old,  dangerous, 
kindly,  too  friendly  way.  That  impulsive  trick  of  yours^ 
madam,  has  a  deal  to  answer  for.) 

CHARLES.  .  But  you  said 

(She  flings  up  her  hands  in  mockery  ;  they  are  such  subtle 
hands  that  she  can  stand  with  her  back  to  you,  and,  putting 
them  behind  her,  let  them  play  the  drama.) 
MRS.  PAGE.      I  said  !     (She  is  gone  from  him  in  another  flight.) 
I  am  Rosalind  and  I  am  going  back.     Hold  me  down,  Charles, 
unless  you  want  me  to  go  mad  with  glee. 

CHARLES  (gripping  hei }.  I  feel  as  if  in  the  room  you  came 
out  of  you  have  left  the  woman  who  went  into  it  fi\e  minutes 
ago. 

MRS.  PAGE  (slipping  from  him  as  she  slips  fro?n  all  of  us.)  I 
have,  Charles,  I  have.  I  left  the  floppy,  sloppy  old  frump  in  a 
trunk  to  be  carted  to  the  nearest  place  where  they  store  furniture ; 
and  I  tell  you,  my  frieiid  (she  might  have  said  friends,  for  it  is  a 
warning  to  the  Charleses  of  every  age\  if  I  had  a  husband  and 
children  I  would  cram  them  on  top  of  the  cart  if  they  sought  to 
come  between  me  and  Arden. 

CHARLES  (with  a  shiver).      Beatrice  ! 

MRS.  PAGE.     The  stage  is  waiting,  the  audience  is  calling, 
and  up  goes  the  curtain.     Oh,  n?y  public,  my  little  dears,  come 
and  foot,  it  again  in  the  forest,  and  tuck  away  your  double  chins. 
CHARLES.     You  said  you  hated  the  public. 
MRS.  PAGE.     It  was  mamma  said  that.     They  are  my  slaves 
and  my  playthings,  and  I  toss  them  nuts.     (He  knows  not  how 
she  got  there,  but  for  a  moment  of  time  her  head  caressingly  skims 
his  shoulder,  and  she  is  pouting  in  his  f me.)     Every  one  forgives 
me  but  you,  Charles,  every  one  but  you. 

CHARLES  (delirious).     Beatrice,  you  unutterable  delight-i 

MRS.  PAGE  (worlds  away).  Don't  forgive  me  if  you  would 
rather  not, 

Here  's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  me, 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate. 

CHARLES  (pursuing  her).  There  is  no  one  like  you  on  earth, 
Beatrice.  Marry  me,  marry  me  (as  if  he  could  catch  her). 
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MRS.  PAGE  (cruelly}.     As  a  staff  for  my  declining  years  ? 

CHARLES.  Forget  that  rubbish  find  marry  me,  you  darling 
girl. 

MRS.  PAGE.  I  can't  and  I  won't,  but  I  'm  glad  I  am  your 
darling  girl.  (Very  likely  she  is  about  to  be  delightful  to  him,  b»t 
suddenly  she  sees  her  spoil-sport  of  a  bag.)  I  am  trusting  to  you 
not  to  let  me  miss  the  train. 

CHARLES.  I  am  coming  with  you  all  the  way  (as  if  she  needed 
to  be  told}.  We  had  better  be  off. 

MRS.  PAGE  (seizing  the  bag).  Charles,  as  we  run  to  the 
station  we  "will  stop  at  every  telegraph  post  and  carve  something 
sweet  on  it — *  From  the  East  to  Western  Ind  ' 

CHARLES  (inspired).     4  No  jewel  is  like  Rosalind  ' 

MRS.  PAGE.     '  Middle-age  is  left  behind  ' 

CHARLJJS.  fc  For  ever  young  is  Rosalind.'  Oh,  you  dear, 
Motley  's  the  only 'wear.  , 

MRS.  PAGE.  And  all  the  way  up  in  the  train,  Charles,  you 
shall  woo  me  exquisitely.  Nothing  will  come  of  it,  but  you  are 
twenty-three  again,  and  you  will  have  a  lovely  time. 

CHARLES.      I  '11  win  you,  I  '11  win  you. 

MRS.  PAGE.  And  eventually  you  will  marry  the  buxom 
daughter  of  the  wealthy  tallow-chandler 

CHARLES      Never,  I  swear. 

•  MRS.  PAGE  (screwing  her  nose).     And  bring  your  children  to 
see  me  playing  the  Queen  in  Hamlet. 

(Here  CHARLES  ROCHE,  Bachelor,  kisses  the  famous  BEATRICE 
PAGE.     Another  sound  is  heard.) 

CHARLES.     The  whistle  of  the  train. 

MRS.     PAGE.     Away,    away  !     'Tis    Touchstone    calling. 
Fool,  I  come,  I  come.     (To  bedroom  door)  Ta-ta,  mamma  ! 
(They  are  gone.) 
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THE  scene  is  any  lawyer's  office. 

It  may  be,  and  no  doubt  will  be,  the  minute  reproduction  of 
some  actual  office,  with  all  the  characteristic  appurtenances 
thereof,  every  blot  of  ink  in  its  proper  place  j  but  for  the  purpose 
in  hand  any  bare  room  would  do  just  as  well.  The  only  thing 
essential  to  the  room,  save  the  two  men  sitting  in  it,  is  a  framed 
engraving  on  the  wall  af  Queen  Victoria,  which  dates  suffi- 
ciently the  opening  scene,  and  will  be  changed  presently  Jo  King 
Edward  ;  afterwards  to  King  'George,  to  indicate  the  passing 
of  time.  No  other  alteration  is  called  for.  Doubtless  different 
furniture  came  in,  and  the  tiling  of  the  fireplace  was  renewed, 
and  at  last  some  one  discovered  that  the  flowers  in  the  window- 
box  were  dead,  but  all"that  is  as  immaterial  to  the  action  as  the 
new  blue-bottles  ;  the  succession  of  monarchs  will  convey 
allegorically  the  one  thing  necessary,  that  time  is  passing,  but 
that  the  office  of  Devizes,  Devizes,  and  Devizes  goes  pn. 

The  two  men  are  Devizes  Senior  and  Junior.  Senior,  wjio 
is  middle-aged,  succeeded  to  a  good  thing  years  ago,  and  as  the 
curtain  rises  we  see  him  bent  over  his  table  making  it  a  better 
thing.  It  is  pleasant  to  think  that  before  he  speaks  he  adds 
another  thirteen  and  fourpence,  say,  to  the  fortune  of  the  firm. 

Junior  is  quite  a  gay  dog,  twenty-three,  and  we  catch  him 
skilfully  balancing  an  office  ruler  on  his  nose.  He  is  recently 
from  Oxford 

If  you  show  him  in  Hyde  Park,  lawk,  how  they  will  stare, 
Tho'  a  very  smart  figure  in  Bloomsbury  Square. 

Perhaps  Junior  is  a  smarter  figure  in  the  office  (amoAg  the 
clerks)  than  he  was  at  Oxford,  but  this  is  one  of  the  few  things 
about  him  that  his  shrewd  father  does  not  know. 

There  comes  to  them  by  the  only  door  into  the  room  a  middle- 
aged  clerk  called  Surtees,  who  is  perhaps  worth  looking  at, 
though  his  manner  is  that  of  one  who  has  long  ceased  to  think 
of  himself  as  of  any  importance  to  cither  God  or  man.  Look 
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at  him  again,  however  (which  few  would  do),  and  you  may  guess 
that  he  has  lately  had  a  shock — touched  a  living  wire — and  is  a 
little  dazed  by  it.  He  brings  a  card  to  Mr.  Devizes,  Senior, 
who  looks  at  it  and  shakes  his  head. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     A  Mr.  Philip  Ross.'     Don't  know  him. 

SURTEES  (who  has  tin  expressionless  voice).  He  says  he  wrote 
you  two  days  ago,  sir,  explaining  his  business. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     T  have  had  no  letter  from  a  Philip  Ross. 

ROBERT.     Nor  I. 

(He  'is  more  interested  in  his  feat  with  the  ruler  than  in  a 
possible  client,  but  SURTEES  looks  at  him  oddly.) 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Surtees  looks  as  if  he  thought  you  had. 

(ROBERT  obliges  by  reflecting  in  the  light  of  SURTEES'S 
wwifenancc.) 

ROBERT.      Ah,  you  think  it  ihay  have  been  that  one,  Surty  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (sharply).     What  one  ? 

ROBERT.  It  was  the  day  before  yesterday.  You  were  out, 
father,  and  Surtees  brought  me  in  some  letters.  His  mouth  was 
wide  open.  (Thoughtfully)  1  suppose  that  was  why  I  did  it. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     What  did  you  do  ? 

ROBERT.      I  must  have  suddenly  recalled  a  game  we  used  to 
play  at  G^xford.     You  try  to  fling  cards  one  by  one  into  a  hat. 
It  requires  great  skill.     So  I  cast  one  of  the  letters  at  Surtees's. 
open  mouth,  and  it  missed  him  and  went  into  the  fire.      It  may 
have  been  Philip  Ross's  letter.  • 

MR.  DEVIZES  (wrinkling  his  brows).     Too  bad,  Robert. 

ROBERT  (blandly).     Yes,  you  see  I  am  out  of  practice. 

SURTEES.  He  seemed  a  very  nervous  person,  sir,  and  quite 
young.  Not  a  gentleman  of  much  consequence. 

ROBERT  (airily).     Why  not  tell  him  to  write  again  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Not  fair. 

SURTEES.     But  she 

ROIERT.     She  ?     Who  ? 

SURTEES.  There  is  a  young  lady  with  him,  sir.  She  is 
crying. 

ROBERT.     Pretty  ? 

SURTEES.  I  should  say  she  is  pretty,  sir,  in  a  quite  inoffensive 
way. 

ROBERT  (for  his  own  gratification).     Ha  ! 
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MR.  DEV2ZES.     Well,  when  I  ring  show  them  in. 

ROBERT  (with  roguish  finger}.  And  let  this  be  a  lesson  to  you, 
Surty,  not  to  go  about  your  business  with  your  mouth  open. 
(SURTEES  tries  to  smile  as  requested,  but  with  poor  success.) 
Nothing  the  matter,  Surty  ?  You  seem  to  have  lost  your 
sense  of  humour. 

SURTEES  (humbly  enough).  I  'm  afraid  I  have,  sir.  I  never 
had  very  much,  Mr.  Robert. 

(He  goes  quietly.      There  has  been  a  suppressed  emotion 
about  him  that  makes  the  incident  poignant.) 

ROBERT.     Anything  wrong  with  Surtees,  father  ?• 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Never  mind  him.  I  am  very  angry  wich 
you,  Robert. 

ROBERT  (like  one  conceding  a  point  in  a  debating  society).  And 
justly.  „  • 

MR.  DEVIZES  (frowning).  All«we  can  do  is  to  tell  this  Mr. 
Ross  that  we  have  not  read  his  letter. 

ROBERT  (bringing  his  knowledge  of  the  world  to  bear}.  Is  that 
necessary  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.  We  must  admit  that  we  doif  t  know  what  he 
has  come  about. 

ROBERT  (tolerant  of  his  father's  limitations).     But  don't  we  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.        Do  you  ? 

ROBERT.      I  rather  think  I  can  put  two  and  two  toother. 

MR.  DEVIZES.      Clever  boy  !     Well,  I  shall  leave  them  to  you. 

ROBERT.     Right. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Your  first  case,  Robert. 

ROBERT  (undismayed).  It  will  be  as  good  as  a  play  to  you  to 
sit  there  and  watch  me  discovering  before  they  have  been  two 
minutes  in  the  room  what  is  the  naughty  thing  that  brings 
them  here. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (drily).  I  am  always  ready  to  take  a  lesson  from 
the  new  generation.  But  of  course  we  old  fogies  could  do  that 
also. 

ROBERT.     How  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.     By  asking  them. 

ROBERT.     Pooh.     What  did  I  go  to  Oxford  for  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.     God  knows.     Are  you  ready  ? 

ROBERT.     Quite. 

(MR.  DEVIZES  rings.) 
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MR.  DEVIZES.     By  the  way,  we  don't  know  the  lady's  name. 

ROBERT.     Observe  me  finding  it^out. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Is  she  married  or  single  ? 

ROBERT.  I  '11  know  at  a  glance.  And  mark  me,  if  she  is 
married  it  is  our  nervous  gentleman  who  has  come  between  hf  r 
and  her  husband  ;  but  if  she  is  single  it  is  little  Wet  Face  who 
has  come  between  him  and  his  wife. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     A  Daniel  ! 

(A  young  man  and  woman  are  shown  in  :  very  devoted  to 
each  other,  though  ROBERT  does  not  know  it.  Yet  it  is  the 
one  'thing  obvious  about  them  ;  more  obvious  than  his  cheap 
suit,  which  she  presses  carefully  beneath  the  mattress  every 
night,  or  than  the  strength  of  his  boyish  face.  Thinking  of 
him  as  he  then  was  by  the  ligh\  of  subsequent  events  one 
foonders  whefher  if  he  had  come  alone  his  face  might  have 
revealed  something  disquieting  which  was  not  there  while 
she  was  by.  Probably  not ;  it  was  certainly  already  there, 
but  had  not  yet  reached  the  surface.  With  her,  too,  though 
she  is  to  be  what  is  called  changed  before  we  see  them  again, 
all  seems  serene  ;  no  warning  signals  ;  nothing  in  the  way  of 
their  happiness  in  each  other  but  this  alarming  visit  to  a 
lawyer's  office.  The  stage  direction  might  be  c  Enter  two 
lo*oers.*  He  is  scarcely  the  less  nervous  of  the  two,  but  he 
enters  stoutly  in  front  of  her  as  if  to  receive  the  first  charge9. 
She  has  probably  nodded  valiantly  to  him  outside  the  door, 
where  she  let  go  his  hand.) 

ROBERT  (master  of  the  situation).  Come  in,  Mr.  Ross  (and 
he  bows  reassuringly  to  the  lady).  My  partner — indeed  my 
father.  (MR.  DEVIZES  bows  but  remains  in  the  background.) 

PHILIP  (with  a  gulp).     You  got  my  letter  ? 

ROBERT.     Yes — yes. 

PHILIP.     I  gave  you  the  details  in  it. 

ROBERT.     Yes,  I  have  them  all  in  my  head.     (Cleverly)  You 

will  Sit  down,  Miss I  don't  think  I  caught  the  name. 

(As  much  as  to  say, '  You  see,  father,  I  spotted  that  she  was 
single  at  once.9) 

MR.  DEVIZES  (who  has  also  formed  his  opinion).  You  didn't 
ask  for  it,  Robert. 

ROBERT  (airily).     Miss ? 

PHILIP.     This  is  Mrs.  Ross,  my  wife. 
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(ROBERT  is  a  little  taken  aback,  and  has  a  conviction  that 
his  father  is  smiling.)  ^ 

ROBERT.     Ah  yes,  of  course  ;   sit  down,  please,  Mrs.  Ross. 

(She  sits  as  if  this  made  matters  rather  worse.) 
+  PHILIP  (standing  guard  by  her  side).     My  wife  is  a  little 
agitated. 

ROBERT.  Naturally.  (He  tries  a  'feeler.')  These  affairs 
— very  painful  at  the  time — but  one  gradually  forgets. 

EMILY  (with  large  eyes).     That  is  what  Mr.  Ross  says,  but 

somehow  I  can't  help (The  eyes  Jill).     You  see,  we  have 

been  married  only  four  months.  '  * 

ROBERT.  Ah — that  does  make  it — yes,  certainly.  (He 
becomes  the  wife's  champion,  and  froivns  on  PIIIIIP.) 

PHILIP.      I  suppose  the  sum  seems  very  small  to  you  ? 

ROBERT  (serenely).  I  confess  that  is  the  impression  it 'makes 
on  me. 

PHILIP.      I  wish  it  was  more. 

ROBFRT  ({tt  a  venture).  You  are  sure  you  can't  make  it 
more  ? 

PHILIP.      How  can  I1? 

ROBERT.        Hil  ! 

EMILY  (with  sudden  spirit).      I  think  it 's  :i  great  deal. 

PHILIP.      Mrs.  Ross  is  so  nice  about  it. 

,  ROBERT  (taking  a  strong  line).  I  think  so.  But  she  must 
not  be  taken  advantage  of.  And  of  course  we  shall  have  some- 
thing to  say  as  to  the  amount. 

PIIILI?  (blankly).     In  what  way  ?     There  it  is. 

ROBERT  (guardedly).      Hum.      Yes,  in  a  sense. 

EMILY  (breaking  down).     Oh  dear  ! 

ROBERT  (?nore  determined  than  ever  to  do  his  best  for  this 
wronged  woman).  1  am  very  sorry,  Mrs.  Ross.  (Sternly)  I 
hope,  sir,  you  realise  that  the  mere  publicity  to  a  sensitive 
woman 

PHILIP.     Publicity  ? 

ROBERT  (feeling  that  he  has  got  him  on  the  rim).  Of  course 
for  her  sake  we  shall  try  to  arrange  things  eo  that  the  names  da 
not  appear.  Still 

PHILIP.     The  names  ? 

(By  this  time  EMILY  is  in  tears.) 

EMILY.      I  can't  help  it.      I  love  him  so. 
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ROBERT  (still  benighted).  Enough  to  forgive  him  ?  (Seeing 
himself  suddenly  as  a  mediator}  Mr§.  Ross,  is  it  too  late  to  patch 
things  up  ? 

PHILIP  (now  inflame).     What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (who  has  been  quietly  enjoying  himself).  Y/?s, 
Robert,  what  do  you  mean  precisely  ? 

ROBERT.  Really  I — (he  tries  brow-beating)  I  must  tell  you  at 
once,  Mr.  Ross,  that  unless  a  client  gives  us  his  fullest  con- 
fidence we  cannot  undertake  a  case  of  this  kind. 

PHILIP.  A  case  of  what  kind,  sir  ?  If  you  are  implying 
anything  ugainst  my  good  name 

ROBERT.     On  your  honour,  sir,  is  there  nothing  against  it  ? 

PHILIP.      I  know  of  nothing,  sir. 

EMILY.  Anything  against  my  hus'oand,  Mr.  Devizes  !  He 
is  an  a^igd. 

ROBERT  (suddenly  seeing  that  'little  ffef  Face  mi4st  be  the  culprit). 
Then  it  is  you  ! 

EMILY.     Oh,  sir,  what  is  me  ? 

PHILIP.      Answer  that,  sir. 

ROBERT.  Yes,  Mr,  Ross,  I  will.  \But  he  finds  he  cannot.) 
On  second  thoughts  I  decline.  I  cannot  believe  it  has  been 
all  this  lady's  f;iult,  and  I  decline  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
such  a  f/ainful  case. 

•  MR.  DEVIZES  (promptly).     Then  I  will  take  it  up. 

PHILIP  (not  to  be  placated).  I  think  your  son  has  insulted 
me.  % 

EMILY.      Philip,  come  away.  „ 

MR.  DEVIZES.  One  moment,  please.  As  /  did  not  see  your 
letter,  may  I  ask  Mr.  Ross  what  is  your  business  with  us  ? 

PHILIP.  I  called  to  ask  whether  you  would  be  so  good  as 
to  draw  up  my  will. 

ROBERT  (blankly).     Your  will  !      Is  that  all  ? 

PHILIP.      Certainly. 

MPR.  DEVIZES.     Now  we  know,  Robert. 

ROBERT.     But  Mrs.  Ross's  agitation  ? 

•  PHILIP  (taking  her  hand).     She  feels  that  to  make  my  will 
brings  my  death  nearer. 

ROBERT.     So  that 's  it  ! 

PHILIP.     It  was  all  in  the  letter. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (coyly).     Anything  to  say,  Robert  ? 
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ROBERT.  'Most — ah — extremely (He  has  an  inspiration.} 

But  even  now  I  'm  puzzled      You  are  Edgar  Charles  Ross  ? 

PHILIP.     No,  Philip  Ross 

ROBERT  (brazenly).  Philip  Ross  ?  We  have  made  an  odd 
Mistake,  father.  (There  is  a  twinkle  in  MR.  DEVIZES'S  eye.  He 
watches  interestedly  to  see  how  his  son  is  to  emerge  from  the  mess.) 
The  fact  is,  Mrs.  Ross,  we  are  expecting  to-day  a  Mr.  Edgar 

Charles  Ross  on  a  matter — well — of  a  kind Ah  me  ! 

(With  fitting  gravity)  His  wife,  in  short. 

EMILY  (who  has  not  read  the  newspapers  in  vain).  How 
awful.  How  sad. 

ROBERT.  Sad  indeed.  You  will  quite  understand  that  pro- 
fessional etiquette  prevents  my  saying  one  word  more. 

PHILIP.      Yes,  of  course — we  have  no  desire But  I  did 

write. 

ROBERT.  Assuredly.  But  about  a  will.  That  is  my 
father's  department.  No  doubt  you  recall  the  letter  now, 
father  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (who  if  he  wont  hinder  won't  help).  I  can't 
say  I  do. 

ROBERT  (unabashed).      Odd.      You  must  have  overlooked  it. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Ha  !  At  all  events,  Mr.  Ross,  L  am  quite 
at  your  service  now. 

PHILIP.     Thank  you. 

ROBERT  (still  ready  to  sacrifice  himself  on  the  call  of  duty). 
You  don't  need  me  any  more,  father  ? 

MR.  'DEVIZES.  No,  Robert  ;  many  thanks.  You  run  off 
to  your  club  now  and  have  a  bit  of  lunch.  You  must  be  tired. 
Send  Surtees  in  to  me.  (To  his  clients)  My  son  had  his  first 
case  to-day. 

PHILIP  (politely).      I  hope  successfully. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Not  so  bad.  He  rather  bungled  it  at  first, 
but  he  got  out  of  a  hole  rather  cleverly.  I  think  you  '11  make 
a  lawyer  yet,  Robert. 

ROBERT.  Thank  you,  father.  (He  goes  jauntily^  with  a 
flower  in  his  button-hole.) 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Now,  Mr.  Ross. 

(The  young  wife's  hand  goes  out  for  comfort  and  finds 
PHILIP'S  waiting  for  it.) 

PIULIP.     What  I  want  myself  is  that  the  will  should  all  go 
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into  one  sentence,  *  I  leave  everything  of  which  I  die  possessed 
to  my  beloved  wife/ 

MR.  DEVIZES  (thawing  to  the  romance  of  this  young  couple). 
Well,  there  have  been  many  worse  wills  than  that,  sir. 
(EMILY  is  emotional.) 

PHILIP.     Don't  give  way,  Emily. 

EMILY.  It  was  those  words,  "  of  which  I  die  possessed/ 
(Imploring)  Surely  he  doesn't  need  to  say  that  —  please,  Mr, 
Devizes  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Certainly  not.  I  am  confident  I  can  draw 
up.  the  will  without  mentioning  death  at  all. 

EMILY  (huskily).     Oh,  thank  you. 

MR.    DEVIZES.     At  the  same  time,  of  course,  in   a   legal 
document  in  which  the  widow  is  the  sole  - 
again  needs  attention.) 


PHILIP  (reproachfully).  What  was  the  need  of  saying 
'  widow  '  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Ross.  I  un- 
reservedly withdraw  the  word  *  widow/  Forgive  a  stupid  old 
solicitor.  (She  smiles  gratefully  through  her  tears.  SURTEES 
comes  in.)  Surtees,  just  take  a  few  notes,  please.  (SURTEES  sits 
in  the  background  and  takes  notes.)  The  facts  of  the  case  as  I 
understand,  Mrs.  Ross,  are  these  :  Your  husband  —  (quickly)  who 
is  *in  the  prime  of  health  —  but  knows  life  to  be  uncertain  --  • 

EMILY.     Oh  ! 

MR.  DEVIZES.  —  though  usually,  as  we  learn  from  holy 
script  itself,  it  lasts  seven  times  ten  years  —  and  believing*that  he 
will  in  all  probability  live  the  allotted  span,  nevertheless,  because 
of  his  love  of  you,  thinks  it  judicious  to  go  through  the  form  — 
it  is  a  mere  form  —  of  making  a  will. 

EMILY  (fervently).     Oh,  thank  you. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Any  details,  Mr.  Ross  ? 

PHILIP.  I  am  an  orphan.  I  live  at  Belvedere,  14  Tulphin 
Road,r  Hammersmith. 

EMILY  (to  whom  the  address  has  a  seductive  sound).  We  live 
there. 

PHILIP.  And  I  am  a  clerk  in  the  employ  of  Curar  and  Gow, 
the  foreign  coaling  agents. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Yes,  yes.     Any  private  income  ? 

(They  cannot  help  sniggering  a  little  at  the  quaint  question.) 
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PHILIP.     Oh  no  ! 

MR.  DEVIZES.      I  see  it  will  be  quite  a  brief  will. 

PHILIP  (to  whom  the  remark  sounds  scarcely  worthy  of  a  great 
occasion}.     My  income  is  a  biggish  one. 
vMR.  DEVIZES.     Yes  ? 

EMILY  (important}.     He  has  £170  a  year. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Ah  ! 

PHILIP.  I  began  at  j£6o.  But  it  is  going  up,  Mr.  Devizes, 
by  leaps  and  bounds.  Another  £15  this  year. 

MR.  DEVIZES.       Good. 

PHILIP  (darkly}.      I  have  a  certain  ambition. 

EMILY  (eagerly}.     Tell  him,  Philip. 

PHILIP  (with  a  big  breath}.  We  have  made  up  our  minds  to 
come  to  £365  a  year  before  I — retire. 

EMILY.     That  is  a  pound  a  day. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (smiling  sympathetically  on  them}.  So  it  is.  My 
best  wishes. 

PHILIP.  Thank  you.  Of  coun>e  the  furnishing  took  a 
good  deal. 

MR.  DEVIZES.        It  WOllld. 

EMILY.  He  insisted  on  my  having  the  very  best.  (She 
ceases.  She  is  probably  thinking  of  her  superb  spare  bedroom.} 

PHILIP.  But  we  are  not  a  penny  in  debt  j  and  I  have 
zoo  saved. 

MR.  DEVIZES.      I  think  you  have  made-  a  brave  beginning. 

EMILY.  They  have  the  highest  opinion  of  him  in  the 
office.  • 

PHILIP.     Then  I  am  insured  for  £500. 

MR.  DEVIZKS.      1  am  glad  to  hear  that. 

PHILIP.  Of  course  1  would  like  to  leave  her  a  house  in 
Kensington  and  a  carriage  and  pair. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Who  knows,  perhaps  you  will. 

EMILY.       Oh  ! 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Forgive  me. 

EMILY.  What  would  houses  and  horses  be  to  me  without 
him  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (soothingly}.  Quite  so.  What  1  take  Mr.  Ross 
to  mean  is  that  when  he  dies — if  he  ever  should  die — everything 
is  to  go  to  his — his  spouse. 

PHILIP  (dogged}.     Yeb. 
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EMILY  (dogged).     No. 

PHILIP  (sighing).  This  is  the  only  difference  we  have  ever 
had.  Mi's.  Ross  insists  on  certain 'bequests.  You  see,  I  have 
two  cousins,  ladies,  not  well  off,  whom  I  have  been  in  the  way 
of  helping  a  little.  But  in  my  will,  how  can  I  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.     You  must  think  first  of  your  wife. 

PHILIP.     But  she  insists  on  my  leaving  £50  to  each  of  them. 
(He  looks  appealingly  to  his  wife.) 

EMILY  (grandly).     £100. 

PHILIP.     ,£50. 
.EMILY.  •   Dear,  /,ioo. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Let  us  say  £75. 

PHILIP  (reluctantly).     Very  well. 

EMILY.     No,  /,ioo. 

PHIUP.§  She  '11  have  to  get  her  way.  Here  are  their  names 
and  addresses.  9 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Anything  else  ? 

PHILIP  (hurriedly).     No. 

EMILY.  The  convalescent  home,  dear.  He  was  in  it  a  year 
ago,  a»d  they  were  so  kind. 

PHILIP.     Yes,  but 

EMILY.  j£ \i o.  (He  has  to  yield,  with  a  reproachful,  admiring 
look.) 

„  MR.  DEVIZES.  Then  if  that  is  all,  I  won't  detain  you.  If 
you  look  in  to-morrow,  A  Jr.  Ross,  about  this  time,  we  shall  have 
everything  ready  for  you. 

(  Their  faces  fall. )  it 

EMILY.  Oh,  Mr.  Devizes,  if  only  it  could  all  be  drawn  up 
now,  and  done  with. 

PHILIP.     You  see,  sir,  we  are  screwed  up  to  it  to-day. 

('  Our  fate  is  in  your  hands?  they  might  be  saying,  and  the 
lawyer  smiles  to  find  himself  such  a  power.) 

MR.  DEVIZES  (looking  at  his  watch).     Well,  it  certainly  need 
not  t?.ke  long.     You  go  out  and  have  lunch  somewhere,  and 
then  come  back. 
<JEMILY.     Oh,  don't  ask  me  to  eat. 

PHILIP.     We  are  too  excited. 

EMILY.      Please  may  we  just  walk  about  the  street  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (smiling).  Of  course  you  may,  you  ridiculous 
young  wife. 
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EMILY.  •!  know  it 's  ridiculous  of  me,  but  I  am  so  fond  of 
him. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Yes,  it  is  ridiculous.  (Kindly^  and  with  almost 
a  warning  note)  But  don't  change  ;  especially  if  you  get  on  in 
the  world,  Mr.  Ross. 

PHILIP.     No  fear  ! 

EMILY  (backing  from  the  will^  which  may  now  be  said  to  be  in 
existence).  And  please  don't  give  us  a  copy  of  it  to  keep.  I 
would  rather  not  have  it  in  the  house. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (nodding  reassuringly).  In  an  hour's  time. 
(They  go,  and  the  lawyer  has  his  lunch,  which  is  simpler  thgn 
ROBERT'S  :  a  sandwich  and  a  glass  of  wine.  He  speaks  as  he  eats.) 
You  will  get  that  ready,  Surtees.  Here  are  the  names  and 
addresses  he  left.  (Cheenly)  A  nice  couple. 

SURTEES  (who  is  hearing  another  voice).      Yes,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZFS  (unbending).  Tattle  romance  of  its  kind. 
Makes  one  feel  quite  gay. 

SURTEES.     Yes,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (struck  perhaps  by  the  dcadness  of  his  voice).  You 
don't  look  very  gay,  Suttees.  » 

SURTEES.  I  'm  sorry,  sir.  We  can't  all  be  gay.  (He  is 
going  out  without  looking  at  his'  employer.)  I  '11  see  to  this,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Stop  a  minute.  Js  there  anything  ,wrong  ? 
(^URTEES  has  difficulty  in  ansivcring,  and  MR.  DEVIZES  goes  to  him 
kindly.)  Not  worrying  over  that  matter  we  spoke  about  ? 
(SURTEES  inclines  his  head.)  Is  tl*  pain  worse  ? 

SURTEES.      It 's  no  great  pain,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (uncomfortably).  I  'm  sure  it  "s  not — what  you 
fear.  Any  specialist  would  tell  you  so. 

SURTEES  (without  looking  up).  I  have  been  to  one,  sir — 
yesterday. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Well  ? 

SURTEES.     It 's — that,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES.      He  couldn't  be  sure. 

SURTEES.     Yes,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     An  operation 

SURTEES.  Too  late,  he  said,  for  that.  If  I  had  been 
operated  on  long  ago  there  might  have  been  a  chance. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     But  you  didn't  have  it  long  ago. 

SURTEES.     Not  to  my  knowledge,  sir  ;    but  he  says  it  was 
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there  all  the  same,  always  in  me,  a  black  spot,  not  so  big  as  a  pin's 
head,  but  waiting  to  spread  and  destroy  me  in  the  fulness  of  time. 
All  the  rest  of  me  as  sound  as  a  bell.  (That  is  the  voice  that 
SURTEES  has  been  hearing.) 

MR.  DEVIZES  (helpless).      It  seems  damnably  unfair. 

SURTEES  (humbly).  1  don't  know,  sir.  He  says  there  s  a 
spot  of  that  kind  in  pretty  nigh  all  of  us,  and  if  we  don't  look 
out  it  docs  for  us  in  the  end. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (hurriedly).     No,  no,  no. 

SURTEES.  He  called  it  the  accursed  thing.  J  think  he 
meant  we  should  know  of  it  and  be  on  the  watch.  (He  pulls 
himself  together.)  I  '11  see  to  this  at  once,  sir. 

(He  goes  out.     MR.  DEVIZES  continues  his  lunch. 

The  curtain  falls  here  for  a  moment  only^  to  indicate  the 
pacing  of  a  man  her  of  years.  IVhen  it  rises  we  see  that  the 
engraving  of  Queen  Victoria  has  given  way  to  one  of  King 
Edward. 

ROBERT  is  discovered,  immersed  in  affairs,  lie  is  now 
a  middle-aged  man  who  has  long  forgotten  how  to  f ing  cards 
into  a  hat.  To  him  comes  SENNET,  a  brisk  clerk.) 

SENNET.      Mrs.  Philip  Ross  to  sec  you,  sir. 
ROBERT.      Mr.  Ross,  don't  you  mean,  Sennet  ? 
SENNET.     No,  sir. 

ROBERT.  Ha.  It  was  Mr.  Ross  1  was  expecting.  Show  her 
in.  (Frowning)  And,  Sennet,  less  row  in  the  office,  if  you  please. 

SENNET  (glibly)^      It  was  those  young  clerks,  sir 

ROBERT.  They  mustn't  be  young  here,  or  they  go.  Tell 
them  that. 

SENNET  (glad  to  be  gone).     Yes,  sir. 

(He  shows  in  MRS.  ROSS.     We  have  not  seen  her  for  twenty 
years  and  would  certainly  not  recognise  her  in  the  street. 
So  shrinking  her  first  entrance  into  this  room,  but  she  sails  in 
now  like  a  galleon.     She  is  not  so  much  dressed  as  richly  up- 
holstered.    She  is  very  sure  of  herself .     Tet  she  is  not  a 
different  woman  from  the  EMILY  we  remember ;   the  pity 
of  it  is  that  somehow  this  is  the  same  woman.) 
ROBERT  (who  ?nakes  much  of  his  important  visitor  and  is  also 
wondering  why  she  has  come).     This  is  'a  delightful  surprise, 
Mi's.  Ross.     Allow  me.     (He  removes  her  fine  cloak  with  proper 
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solicitude,  and  EMILY  walks  out  of  it  in  the  manner  that  makes 
it  worth  possessing.)  This  chair,  alas,  is  the  best  I  can 
offer  you. 

EMILY  (who  is  still  a  good-natured  woman  if  you  attempt  no 
no^ense  with  her).  It  will  do  quite  well. 

ROBERT  (gallantly).     Honoured  to  see  you  in  it. 

EMILY  (smartly).     Not  you.     You  were  saying  to  yourself, 
Now,  what  brings  the  woman  here  ? 

ROBERT.     Honestly,  I 

EMILY.  And  I  '11  tell  you.  You  are  expecting  Mr.  Ross, 
1  think  ? 

ROBERT  (cautiously].     Well — ah 

EMILY.  Pooh  !  The  cunning  of  you  lawyers.  I  know  he 
has  an  appointment  with  )ou,  and  that  is  why  I  've  come. 

ROBERT.      He  arranged  with  you  to  meet  him  here,  ?  * 

EMILY  (preening  herself).  I  Vouldn't  say  that.  I  don't 
know  that  he  will  be  specially  pleased  to  find  me  here  when  he 
comes. 

ROBERT  (guardedly).     Oh  ? 

EMILY  (who  is  now  a  woman  that  goes  straight  to  her  goaty.  I 
know  what  he  is  coming  about.  To  make  a  new  will. 

ROBERT  (admitting  it).     After  all,  not  the  first  he  has  made 
with  us,  Mrs.  Ross. 
„ EMILY  (promptly).     No,  the  fourth. 

ROBERT  (warming  his  hands  at  the  thought).  Such  a  wonder- 
ful career.  He  goes  from  success*  to  success. 

EMii^f ^(complacently).     Yes,  we  're  big  folk. 

ROBERT.      You  are  indeed. 

EMILY  (sharply).     But  the  last  will  covered  everything. 

ROBERT  (on  guard  again).  Of  course  it  is  a  matter  I  cannot 
well  discuss  even  with  you.  And  I  know  nothing  of  his 
intentions. 

EMILY.     Well,  1  suspect  some  of  them. 

ROBERT.      Ah  ! 

EMILY.  And  that 's  why  I  'm  here.  Just  to  see  that  he 
does  nothing  foolish. 

(She  settles  herself  more  comfortably  as  MR.  ROSS  is  an- 
nounced.    A  city  magnate  walks  in.      You  know  he  is  that 
j$    <  ^  before  you  see  that  he  is  PHILIP  ROSS.) 

PHILIP  (speaking  as  he  enters).      How  do,  Devizes,  how  do. 
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Well,  let  us  get  at  this  thing  at  once.     Time  is- money,  you 
know,  time  is  money.     (Then  he  sees  his  wife.)     Hello,  Emily. 

EMILY  (unperturbed).  You  didn't  ask  me  to  come,  Philip, 
but  I  thought  I  might  as  well. 

PHILIP.     That 's  all  right. 

(His  brow  had  lowered  at  first  sight  of  her,  but  now  he  gives 
her  cleverness  a  grin  of  respect.) 

EMILY.  It  is  the  first  will  you  have  made  without  taking 
me  into  your  confidence. 

PHILIP.  No  important  changes.  I  just  thought  to  save 
you  the — unpleasantness  of  the  thing. 

EMILY.      How  do  you  mean  ? 

PHILIP  (fidgeting).  Well,  one  can't  draw  up  a  will  without 
feeling  for  the  moment  that  he  is  bringing  his  end  nearer.  Is 
that  not  ^o,  Devizes  ? 

'  9 

ROBERT  (who  will  quite  pcssibly  die  intestate).  Some  do  have 
that  feeling. 

EMILY.  But  what  nonsense.  How  can  it  have  any  effect 
of  that  kind  one  way  or  the  other  ? 

ROBERT.       Quite  SO. 

EMILY  (reprovingly).     Just  silly  sentiment,  Philip.     I  should 
have  thought  it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  you,  handling  such  a 
big  sum. 
-    PHILIP  (wincing).     Not  handling  it,  giving  it  up. 

EMILY.     To  those  you  love. 

PHILIP  (rather  shortly).  -I  'm  not  giving  it  up  yet.  You 
talk  as  if  I  was  on  my  last  legs. 

EMILY  (imperturbably).  Not  at  all.  It  's  you  that  arc  doing 
that. 

ROBERT  (to  the  rescue).  Here  is  my  copy  of  the  last  will.  I 
don't  know  if  you  would  like  me  to  read  it  out  ?  , 

PHILIP.      It 's  hardly  necessary. 

EMILY.  We  have  our  own  copy  at  home,  and  we  know  it 
well. 

PHILIP  (sitting  back  in  his  chair).  What  do  you  think  I  'in 
ivorth  to-day,  Devizes  ? 

(Every  one  smiles.     It  is  as  if  the  sun  had  peeped  in  at  the 
window.) 

ROBERT.     I  daren't  guess. 

PHILIP.     An  easy  seventy  thou. 


THE  WILL  707 

EMILY.  And  that 's  not  counting  the  house  and  the  country 
cottage.  We  call  it  a  cottage.  You  should  see  it  ! 

ROBERT.     I  have  heard  of  it. 

EMILY  (more  sharply,  though  the  sun  still  shines).  Well,  go 
ott,  Philip.  I  suppose  you  are  not  thinking  of  cutting  me  out 
of  anything  ? 

PHILIP  (heartily).  Of  course  not.  There  will  be  more  to 
you  than  ever. 

EMILY  (coolly).     There  's  more  to  leave. 

PHILIP  (hesitating).     At  the  same  time 

EMILY.  Well  ?  It 's  to  be  mine  absolutely,  of  courSe. 
Not  just  a  life  interest. 

PHILIP  (doggedly).     That  is  a  change  I  was  thinking  of. 

EMILY.  Just  what  I* have  suspected  for  days.  Will  you 
please  to  say  why  ? 

ROBERT  (whose  client  after  all  1s  the  man).  Of  course  it  is 
quite  common. 

EMILY.     I  didn't  think  my  husband  was  quite  common. 

ROBERT.     I  only  me^n  that  as  there  are 'children 

PHILIP.     That 's  what  I  mean  too. 

EMILY.  And  I  can't  be  trusted  to  leave  my  money  to  my 
own  children  !  In  what  way  have  I  ever  failed  them  before  ? 

PHILIP  (believing  it  too).     Never,  Emily,  never.     A  more 

devoted  mother If  you  have  one  foiling  it  is  that  you 

spoil  them. 

EMILY.     Then  what 's  your  reason  ? 

PHILI£  (less  sincerely).  Just  to  save  you  worry  when  I  'm 
gone. 

EMILY.     It 's  no  worry  to  me  to  look  after  my  money. 

PHILIP  (bridling).     After  all,  it 's  my  money. 

EMILY.  I  knew  that  was  what  was  at  the  back  of  your 
mind. 

PHILIP  (reverently).     It 's  such  a  great  sum. 

EMILY.  One  would  think  you  were  afraid  I  might  marry 
again. 

PHILIP  (snapping).  One  would  think  you  looked  to  my 
dying  next  week. 

EMILY.     Tuts  ! 

(PHILIP  is  unable  to  sit  still.) 

PHILIP.     My  money.     If  you  were  to  invest  it  badly  and 
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lose  it  !     I  tell  you,  Devizes,  I  couldn't  lie  quiet 'in  my  grave 
if  I  thought  my  money  was  lost  by  injudicious  investments. 

EMILY  (coldly).  You  are  thinking  of  yourself,  Philip,  rather 
than  of  the  children. 

PHILIP.     Not  at  all. 

ROBERT  (hastily).     How  are  the  two  children  ? 

EMILY.  Though  I  say  it  myself,  there  never  were  bettei. 
Harry  is  at  Eton,  you  know,  the  most  fashionable  school  in  the 
country. 

ROBERT.     Doing  well,  1  hope  ? 

*  PHILIP  (chuckling).  We  have  the  most  gratifying  letters 
from  him.  Last  Saturday  he  was  caught  smoking  cigarettes 
with  a  lord.  (JVith  pardonable  pride}  They  were  sick 
together. 

ROBERT.  And,  Miss  Gwendolen  ?  She  must  be  almost 
grown  up  now.  ' 

(The  parents  exchange  important  glances.) 

EMILY.     Should  we  tell  him  ? 

PHILIP.     Under  the  rose,  you  know,  Dcvi/x's. 

ROBERT.     Am  I  to  congratulate  her  ? 

EMILY.     No  names,  Philip. 

PHILIP.  No,  no  names — but  she  won't  be  a  plain  Mrs., 
no,  sir/ 

ROBERT.  Well  done,  Miss  Gwendolen.  (With  fitting 
jocularity)  Now  I  see  why  you  want  a  new  will. 

PHILIP.     Yes,  that 's  my  main  reason,  Emily. 

EMILY.     But  none  of  your  life  interests  for  me,  Philip. 

PHILIP  (shying).     We  '11  talk  that  over  presently. 

ROBERT.     Will  you  keep  the  legacies  as  they  are  ? 

PHILIP.     Well,  there 's  that  £500  for  the  hospitals. 

EMILY.     Yes,  with  so  many  claims  on  us,  is  that  necessary  ? 

PHILIP  (becoming  stouter).     I  'm  going  to  make  it  £1000. 

EMILY.     Philip  ! 

PHILIP.  My  mind  is  made  up.  I  want  to  make  a  splash 
with  the  hospitals. 

ROBERT  (hurrying  to  the  next  item).  There  is  £50  a  year 
each  to  two  cousins,  ladies. 

PHILIP.     I  suppose  we  '11  keep  that  as  it  is,  Emily  ? 

EMILY.     It  was  just  gifts  to  them  of  £100  each  at  first. 

PHILIP.     I  was  poor  at  that  time  myself. 
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EMILY.  Do  you  think  it 's  wise  to  load  them  with  so  much 
money  ?  They  '11  not  kno\v  what  to  do  with  it. 

PHILIP.     They  're  old. 

EMILY.  But  they're  wiry.  £75  a  year  between  them 
would  surely  be  enough. 

PHILIP.  It  would  be  if  they  lived  together,  but  you  see  they 
don't.  They  hate  each  other  like  cat  and  dog. 

EMILY.  That 's  not  nice  between  relatives.  You  could 
leave  it  to  them  on  condition  that  they  do  live  together.  That 
would  be  a  Christian  action. 

PHILIP.     There  's  something  in  that. 

ROBERT.     Then  the  chief  matter  is  whether  Mrs.  Ross 

^MILY.     Oh,  I  thought  that  was  settled. 

PHILIP  (with  a  sigh).     I  '11  have  to  give  in  to  her,  sir. 

ROBERT.  Very  well.  I  suppose  my  fathej;  will  wast  tb  draw 
up  the  will.  I  'm  sorry  he  had  ta>  be  in  the  country  to-day. 

EMILY  (affable  now  that  she  has  gained  her  point).  I  hope  he 
is  wearing  well  ? 

ROBERT.     Wonderfully.     He  is  away  pkying  golf. 

PHILIP  (grinning).  Golf.  I  have  no  time  for  games. 
(Considerately)  But  he  must  get  the  drawing  up  of  mv  will. 
I  couldn't  deprive  the  old  man  of  that. 

ROBERT.     He  will  be  proud  to  do  it  again. 
•*  PHILIP  (well  satisfied).     Ah  !     There  's  many  a  one  would 
like  to  look  over  your  father's  shoulder  when  he  's  drawing  up 
my  will.     I  wonder  what  I  '11  cut  up  for  in  the  end.     But  I 
must  be'going. 

EMILY.     Can  I  drop  you  anywhere  ?     I  have  the  greys  out. 

PHILIP.     Yes,  at  the  club. 

(Now  MRS.  ROSS  walks  into  her  cloak.) 

G^od-day,  Devizes.     I  won't  have  time  to  look  in  again,  so 
tell  the  old  man  to  come  to  me. 

ROBERT  (deferentially).  Whatever  suits  you  best.  (Ringing.) 
He  will  be  delighted.  I  remember  his  saying  to  me  on  thfe  day 
you  made  your  first  will 

PHILIP  (chuckling).     A  poor  little  affair  that 

ROBERT.  He  said  to  me  you  were  a  couple  whose  life  looked 
like  being  a  romance.^ 

PHILIP.  And  he  was  right — eh,  Emily  ? — though  he  little 
'thought  what  a  romance. 
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EMILY.     No,  he  little  thought  what  a  romance.  * 

(They  make  a  happy  departure,  and  ROBERT  is  left  re- 
flecting. 

The  curtain  again  falls,  and  rises  immediately,  as  the 
engraving  shows,  on  the  same  office  in  the  reign  of  King 
George.  It  is  a  foggy  morning  and  a  fire  burns  briskly. 
MR.  DEVIZES,  SENIOR,  arrive  s  f or  the  day's  work  just  as  he 
came  daily  for  over  half  a  century.  But  he  has  no  right 
to  be  here  now.  A  year  or  two  ago  they  got  hi?n  to  retire, 
as  he  was  grown  feeble  ;  and  there  is  an  understanding 
that  he  does  not  go  out  of  his  house  alone.  He  has,  as  it 
were,  escaped  to-day,  and  his  feet  have  carried  him  to  the 
old  office  that  is  the  home  of  his  mind.  He  was  almost 
portly  when  we  saw  him  first,  but  he  has  become  little  again 
and  as  light  as  the  schocJSoy  whose  deeds  are  nearer  to  him 
than  many  of  the  events  of  later  years.  He  arrives  at  the 
office,  thinking  it  is  old  times,  and  a  clerk  surveys  him  un- 
comfortablyfropi  the  door.) 

«r 

CREED  (not  quite  knowing  what  to  do).  Mr.  Devizes  has  not 
come  in  yet,  sir. 

MR.  UEVIZES  (considering).  Yes,  I  have.  Do  you  mean 
Mr.  Robert  ? 

CREED.     Yes,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (querulously).*  Always  late.  Can't  get  that 
boy  to  settle  down.  (Leniently)  Well,  well,  boys  will, be  boys 
— eh,  Surtees  ? 

CREED  (wishing  MR.  ROBERT  would  come).  My  name  is 
Creed,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (sharply).  Creed  ?  Don't  know  you.  Whqre 
is  Surtees  ? 

CREED.     There  is  no  one  of  that  name  in  the  office,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (growing  timid).  No  ?  I  remember  now. 
Poor  Surtees  !  (But  his  mind  cannot  grapple  with  troubles.) 
Tell  him  I  want  him  when  he  comes  in. 

(He  is  changing,  after  his  old  custom,  into  an  office  coat.) 

CREED.     That  is  Mr.  Dev — Mr.  Robert's  coat,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  He  has  no  business  to  Jiang  it  there.  That 
is  my  nail. 
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CREED.     He  has  hung  it  there  for  years,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  Not  at  ajl.  I  must  have  it.  Why  does 
Surtees  let  him  do  it  ?  Help  me  into  my  office  coat,  boy. 

(CREED  helps  him  into  the  coat  he  has  taken  off,  and  the  old 
man  is  content.) 

CREED  (seeing  him  lift  up  the  correspondence).  I  don't  think 
Mr.  Devizes  would  like  you  to  open  the  office  letters,  sir. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (pettishly).  What 's  that  ?  Go  away,  boy. 
Send  Surtees. 

(To  the  relief  of  CREED,  ROBERT  arrives,  and,  taking  in  the 
situation,  signs  to  the  clerk  to  go.  He  has  a  more  youthful 
manner  than  when  last  we  saw  him  has  ROBERT,  but  his 
hair  is  iron  grey.  He  is  kindly  to  his  father.) 

ROBERT.     You  here,  father  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (after  staring  at  him).  Yes,  you  are  Robert. 
(A  little  frightened)  You  are  an  old  man,  Robert. 

ROBERT  (without  wincing).  Getting  on,  father.  But  whv 
did  they  let  you  come  ?  You  haven't  been  here  for  years. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (puzzled).  Years  ?  1  think  I  just  came  in  the 
old  way,  Robert,  without  thinking. 

ROBERT.  Yes,  yes.  I  '11  get  some  one  to  go  home  with 
you. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (rather  abject).  Let  me  stay,  Robert.*  I  like 
txeing  here.  I  won't  disturb  you.  I  like  the  smell  of  the  office, 
Robert. 

ROBERT.  Of  course  you  may  Stay.  Come  over  to  the  fire. 
(He  settles  his  father  by  the  fire  in  the  one  arm-chair.)  There  ; 
you  can  have  a  doze  by  the  fire. 

MR.  DEVIZES.  A  doze  by  the  fire.  That  is  all  I  'm  good 
for  now.  Once — but  my  son  hangs  his  coat  there  now. 
(Then  he  looks  up  fearfully)  Robert,  tell  me  something  in  a 
whisper  :  Is  Surtees  dead  ? 

ROBERT  (who  has  forgotten  the  name).     Surtees  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.     My  clerk,  you  know. 

ROBERT.     Oh,  why,  he  has  been  dead  this  thirty  years,  father. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     So  long.     Seems  like  yesterday. 

ROBERT.     It  is  just  far  back  times  that  seem  clear  to  you  now. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (meekly).     Is  it  ? 

(ROBERT  opens  his  letters,  and  his  father  falls  asleep. 
CREED  comes.) 


712  THE  WILL 

CREED.     Sir  Philip  Ross. 

(The  great  SIR  PHILIP  enters,  nearly  sixty  now,  strong  of 
frame  still,  but  a  lost  man.  He  is  in  mourning^  and  carries 
the  broken  pieces  of  his  life  with  an  air  of  braggadocio.  It 
should  be  understood  that  he  is  not  a  '  sympathetic  '  part> 
and  any  actor  who  plays  him  as  such  will  be  rolling  the  play 
in  the  gutter.} 

ROBERT  (on  his  feet  at  once  to  greet  such  a  client).  You,  Sir 
Philip  ? 

PHILIP  (head  erect).     Here  I  am. 
»  ROBERT  (because  it  will  out).      How  are  you  ? 
PHILIP   (as  if  challenged).      I  'in   all   right — great.     (With 
defiant  jocularity)  Called  on  the  old  business. 
ROBERT.     To  make  another  will  ? ' 

PHiLiPi*  You  'ye  guessed  it — the  very  first  time.  (He  sees 
the  figure  by  the  fire.)  * 

ROBERT.  Yes,  it 's  my  father.  He  's  dozing.  Shouldn't 
be  here  at  all.  He  forgets  things.  It 's  just  age. 

PHILIP  (grimly).    ••Forgets  things.     That  rqust  be  fine. 
ROBERT  (conventionally).     I  should  like.  Sir  Philip,  to  offer 

you  my  sincere  condolences.      In  ( the  midst  of  life  we  are 

How  true  that  is.      I  attended  the  funeral. 

PHILE?.      I  saw  you. 

'  ROBERT.     A  much-esteemed  lady.      I   had  a  great  respe<?t 
for  her. 

PHILIP  (almost  with  relish)*  Do  you  mind,  when  we  used 
to  come  here  about  the  will,  somehow  she — we — alwuys  took 
for  granted  I  should  be  the  first  to  go  ? 

ROBERT  (devoutly).  These  things  are  hid  from  mortal 
eyes. 

PHILIP  (with  conviction).  There  's  a  lot  hid.  We  needn't 
have  worried  so  much  about  the  will  if — well,  let  us  get  at  it. 
(Fiercely)  I  haven't  given  in,  you  know. 

ROBERT.     We  must  bow  our  heads 

PHILIP.     Must  we  ?     Am  I  bowing  mine  ? 
*  ROBERT  (uncomfortably).      Such  courage  in  the  great  hour — 

(res — and  I  am  sure  Lady  Ross 

PHILIP  (with  the  ugly  humour  that  ha*  come  to  him).  She 
wasn't  that. 

ROBERT.       The  honour  rump  <jr»  cnnn  3fW>riVards J  fecl 
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would  like  'to  be  thought  of  as  Lady  Ross.  I  shall  always 
remember  her  as  a  fine  lady,  richly  dressed  who  used 

PHILIP  (harshly}.  Stop  it.  That 's  not  how  I  think  of  her. 
There  was  a  time  before  that — she  wasn't  richly  dressed — (he 
stamps  upon  his  memories).  Things  went  wrong,  I  don't  know 
how.  It 's  a  beast  of  a  world.  I  didn't  come  here  to  talk  about 
that.  Let  us  get  to  work. 

ROBERT  (turning  with  relief  from  the  cemetery).  Yes,  yes, 
and  after  all  life  has  its  compensations.  You  have  your  son 

PHILIP  (snapping).  No,  I  haven't.  (This  startles  the  lawye+.) 
I  'm  done  with  him. 

ROBERT.      If  he  has  been  foolish 

PHILIP.  Foolish  !  (Some  dignity  comes  into  the  man.}  Sir, 
I  have  come  to  a  pass  when  foolish  as  applied  to  my  own  son 
would  seem  to  me  a  very  pretty  arord. 

ROBERT.     Is  it  as  bad  as  that  ? 

PHILIP.     He  's  a  rotter, 

ROBERT.      It  i«j  very  painful  to  me  to  hea*r  you  say  that. 

PHILIP.  More  painful,  think  you,  than  for  me  to  say  it  ? 
(Clenching  his  fists)  But  I  've  Chipped  him  off.  The  law  had  to 
wink  at  it,  or  I  couldn't  have  done  it.  Why  don't  you  say  I 
pampered  him  and  it  serves  me  right  ?  It 's  what  thejr  are  all 
saying  behind  my  back.  Why  don't  you  ask  me  about  my 
girl  ?  That 's  another  way  to  rub  it  in. 

ROBERT.  Don't,  Sir  Philip.*  I  knew  about  her.  My 
sympathy 

PHILIP.  A  chauffeur  !  that  is  what  he  was.  The  man 
who  drove  her  own  car. 

ROBERT.     I  was  deeply  concerned 

•PHILIP.  I  want  nobody's  pity.  I  Ve  done  with  both  of 
them,  and  if  you  think  I  'm  a  broken  man  you  're  much  mis- 
taken. I  '11  show  them.  Have  you  your  papers  there  ? 
Then  take  down  my  last  will.  I  have  everything  in  my  ftead. 
I  '11  show  them. 

ROBERTA     Would  it  not  be  better  to  wait  till  a  calmer 

PHILIP.      Will  you  do  it  now,  or  am  I  to  go  across  the  street  ? 

ROBERT.     If  I  must. 

PHILIP.  Then  down  with  it.  (He  wets  his  lips.)  I, 
Philip  Ross,  of  77  Bath  Street,  W.,  do  herebv  revoke  all  former 
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wills  and  testaments,  and  I  leave  everything  of  which  I  die 
possessed t 

ROBERT.     Yes  ? 

PHILIP.     Everything  of  which  I  die  possessed 

ROBERT.     Yes  ?  & 

PHILIP.      I   leave  it — I   leave  it (The  game  is  up.} 

My  God,  Devizes,  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it. 

ROBERT.     I — I — really — come 

PHILIP  (cynically}.     Can't  you  make  any  suggestions  ? 

ROBERT.     Those  cousins  are  dead,  I  think  ? 
•PHILIP.'    Years  ago. 

ROBERT  (troubled}.     In  the  case  of  such  a  large  sum 

PHILIP  (letting  all  his  hoarded  gold  run  through  his  fingers}. 
The  money  I  've  won  with  my  blood.  God  in  heaven. 
(Showing  bis  teeth.}  Would  that  old  man  like  it  to  play  with  ? 
If  I  bring  it  to  you  in  sacks,  will  you  fling  it  out  of  the  window 
for  me  ? 

ROBERT.     Sir  Philip  ! 

PHILIP  (taking  a  •paper  from  his  pocket}.  .Here,  take  this. 
It  has 'the  names  and  addresses  of  the  hatf-dozen  men  I've  fought 
with  most  for  gold  ;  and  I  Ve  beaten  them.  Draw  up  a  will 
leaving  all  my  money  to  be  divided  between  them,  with  my 
respectful  curses,  and  bring  it  to  my  house  and  I  '11  sign  it. 

ROBERT  (properly  shocked}.     But  really  I  can't  possibly * 

PHILIP.     Either  you  or  another  ;   is  it  to  be  you  ? 

ROBERT.     Very  well.          * 

PHILIP.  Then  that 's  settled.  (He  rises  with  an  ugly  laugh. 
He  regards  MR.  DEVIZES  quizzically.}  So  you  weren't  in  at  the 
last  will  after  all,  old  Sleep  by  the  Fire. 

(To  their  surprise  the  old  man  stirs.} 

MR.  DEVIZES.     What 's  that  about  a  will  ? 

ROBERT.     You  are  awake,  father  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES  (whose  eyes  have  opened  on  PHILIP'S  face}.  I 
don't  know  you,  sir. 

ROBERT.  Yes,  yes,  father,  you  remember  Mr.  Ross.  He 
is  Sir  Philip  now. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (courteously}.  Sir  Philip  ?  I  wish  you  joy, 
sir,  but  I  don't  know  you,  ,, 

ROBERT  (encouragingly}.     Ross,  father. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     I  knew  a  Mr.  Ross  long  ago. 
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ROBERT.  »  This  is  the  same. 

MR.  DEVIZES  (annoyed}.  (  No,  no.  A  bright  young  fellow 
lie  was,  with  such  a  dear,  pretty  wife.  They  came  to  make  a 
will,  (lie  chuckles.}  And  bless  me,  they  had  only  twopence 
hrUfpenny.  I  took  a  fancy  to  them  ;  such  a  happy  pair. 

ROBERT  (apologetically).  The  past  is  clearer  to  him  than  the 
present  nowadays.  That  will  do,  father. 

PHILIP  (brusquely).     Let  him  go  on. 

MR.  DEVIZES.     Poor  souls,  it  all  ended  unhappily,  you  know. 

PHILIP  (who  is  not  brusque  to  him).  Yes,  I  know.  Why  did 
things  go  wrong,  sir  ?  I  sit  and  wonder,  and  I  carf  t  find  the 
beginning. 

fflR.  DEVIZES.  That 's  the  sad  part  of  it.  There  was  never 
a  beginning.  It  was  always  there.  He  told  me  all  about  it. 

ROBERT.    He  is  thinking  of  something  else  ^1  don'  tknofcr  what. 

PHILIP.     Quiet.     What  was*  it  that  was  always  there  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.  It  was  always  in  them — a  spot  no  bigger  than 
a  pin's  head,  but  waiting  to  spread  and  destroy  them  in  the 
fulness  of  time. 

ROBERT.     I  don't  know  what  he  has  got  hold  of. 

PHILIP.  He  knows.  Could  they  have  done  anything  to 
prevent  it,  sir  ? 

MR.  DEVIZES.  If  they  had  been  on  the  watch,  liut  they 
didn't  know,  so  they  weren't  on  the  watch.  Poor  souls  ! 

PHILIP.     Poor  souls  ! 

MR.  DEVIZES.  It 's  called  the  Accursed  thing.  It  gets  nearly 
everybody  in  the  end,  if  they  don't  look  out. 

(He  sinks  back  into  his  chair  and  forgets  them.) 

ROBERT.     He  is  just  wandering. 

PHILIP.     The  old  man  knows. 

(He  slowly  tears  up  the  paper  he  had  given  ROBERT.) 

ROBERT  (relieved).     I  am  glad  to  see  you  do  that. 

PHILIP.  A  spot  no  bigger  than  a  pin's  head.  (A  wish  wells 
up  in  himy  too  late  perhaps.)  I  wish  I  could  help  some  }\)ung 
things  before  that  spot  has  time  to  spread  and  destroy  them  as  it 
has  destroyed  me  and  mine. 

ROBERT  (brightly).     With  such  a  large  fortune 

PHILIP  (summing  u$  his  life).  It  can't  be  done  with  money, 
sir. 

(He  goes  away  ;  God  knows  where.) 
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IF  quite  convenient  (as  they  say  about  cheques)  you  are  to 
conceive  that  the  scene  is  laid  in  your  own  house,  and  that  Harry 
Sims  is  you.  Perhaps  the  ornamentation  of  the  house  is  a  trifle 
ostentatious,  but  if  you  cavil  at  that  we  are  willing  to  redecorate  : 
you  don't  get  out  of  being  Harry  Sims  on  a  mere  matter  of  plush 
ai\d  dados.  It  pleases  us  to  make  him  a  city  man,  but  (rather 
than  lose  you)  he  can  be 'turned  with  a  scrape  of  the  pen  into  a 
K.C.,  fashionable  doctor,  Secretary  of  State,  or  wh#  you  will. 
We  conceive  him  of  a  pleasant  Kttundity  with  a  thick  red  neck, 
but  we  shall  waive  that  point  if  you  know  him  to  be  thin. 

It  is  that  day  in  your  career  when  everything  went  wrong 
just  when  everything  seemed  to  be  superlatively  right. 

In  Harry's  case  it  was  a  woman  who  did  the  mischief.  She 
came  to  him  in  his  great  hour  and  told  him  she  did  not  admire 
him.  Of  course  he  turned  her  out  of  the  house  and  was  soon 
himself  again,  but  it  spoilt  the  morning  for  him.  This  is  the 
•subject  of  the  play,  and  quite  enough  too. 

Harry  is  to  receive  the  honour  of  knighthood  in  a  few  days, 
and  we  discover  him  in  the  sumptuous  '  snuggery  '  of  his  home 
in  Kensington  (or  is  it  Westminster  ?),  rehearsing  the  ceremony 
with  his  wife.  They  have  been  at  it  all  the  morning,  a  pleasing 
occupation.  Mrs.  Sims  (as  we  may  call  her  for  the  last  time, 
as  it  were,  and  strictly  as  a  good-natured  joke)  is  wearing  her 
presentation  gown,  and  personates  the  august  one  who  is  about 
to  dub  her  Harry  knight.  She  is  seated  regally.  Her  jewelled 
shoulders  proclaim  aloud  her  husband's  generosity.  She  must 
be  an  extraordinarily  proud  and  happy  woman,  yet  she*  has  a 
drawn  face  and  shrinking  ways  as  if  there  were  some  one  near 
her  of  whom  she  is  afraid.  She  claps  her  hands,  as  the  signa4  to 
Harry.  He  enters  bowing,  and  with  a  graceful  swerve  of  the 
leg.  He  is  only  partly  in  costume,  the  sword  and  the  real 
stockings  not  having  arrived  yet.  With  a  gliding  motion  that 
is  only  delayed  while  one  leg  makes  up  on  the  other,  he  reaches 
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his  wife,  and,  going  on  one  knee,  raises  her  hand  superbly  to  his 
lips.  She  taps  him  on  the  shoulder  with  a  paper-knife  and  says 
huskily,  *  Rise,  Sir  Harry.'  He  rises,  bows,  and  glides  about  the 
room,  going  on  his  knees  to  various  articles  of  furniture,  and 
rising  from  each  a  knight.  It  is  a  radiant  domestic  scene,  and 
Harry  is  as  dignified  as  if  he  knew  that  royalty  was  rehearsing 
it  at  the  other  end. 

SIR  HARRY  (complacently).     Did  that  seem  all  right,  eh  ? 

LADY  SIMS  (much  relieved).     I  think  perfect. 

SIR  HARKY.     But  was  it  dignified  ? 

LADY  SIMS.  Oh,  very.  And  it  will  be  still  more  so  when 
you  have  the  sword. 

SIR  HARRY.  The  sword  will  lend  itUn  air.  There  are  really 
the  five  n\oments  (suiting  the  action  to  the  word) — the  glide — 
the  dip — the  kiss — the  tap — ancl  you  back  out  a  knight.  It 's 
short,  but  it 's  a  very  beautiful  ceremony.  (Kindly)  Anything 
you  can  suggest  ? 

LADY  SIMS.  No-voh  no.  (Nervously,  seeing  him  pause  to 
kiss  the*  tassel  of  a  cushion)  You  don't  think  you  have  practised 
till  you  know  what  to  do  almost  too  well  ? 

(He  has  been  in  a  blissful  temper,  but  such  niggling  criticism 
wwld  try  any  man.) 

SIR  HARRY.  I  do  not.  Don't  talk  nonsense.  Wait  till 
your  opinion  is  asked  for. 

LADY  SIMS  (abashed).  I  'm 'sorry,  Harry.  (A  perfect  butler 
appears  and  presents  a  card.}  *  The  Flora  Type- Writing 
Agency.' 

SIR  HARRY.  Ah,  yes.  I  telephoned  them  to  send  some 
one.  A  woman,  I  suppose,  Tombes  ? 

TOMBES.     Yes,  Sir  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY.  Show  her  in  here.  (He  has  very  lately  become 
a  stickler  for  etiquette.)  And,  Tombes,  strictly  speaking,  you 
know,*  I  am  not  Sir  Harry  till  Thursday. 

TOMBES.     Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  it  is  such  a  satisfaction  to  us. 

»IR  HARRY  (good-naturedly).  Ah,  they  like  it  downstairs, 
do  they  ? 

TOMBES  (unbending).     Especially  the  fenjales,  Sir  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY.  Exactly.  You  can  show  her  in,  Tombes. 
(The  butler  departs  on  his  mighty  task.)  You  can  tell  the  woman 


TlIK    TWKLVE-POUND    LOOK  72! 

what  she  irf  wanted  for,  Emmy,  while  I  change.  (He  is  too 
modest  to  boast  about  himself,  and  prefers  to  keep  a  wife  in  the 
house  for  that  purpose.}  You  can  tell  her  the  sort  of  things 
about  me  that  will  come  better  from  you.  (Smiling  happily) 
You  heard  what  Tombes  said,  *  Especially  the  females.'  And 
he  is  right.  Success  !  The  women  like  it  even  better  than 
the  men.  And  rightly.  For  they  share.  You  share,  Lady 
Sims.  Not  a  woman  will  see  that  gown  without  being  sick 
with  envy  of  it.  I  know  them.  Have  all  our  lady  friends  in 
to  see  it.  It  will  make  them  ill  for  a  week. 

(These  sentiments  carry  him  off  light-heartedly,  and  presently 
the  disturbing  element  is  shown  in.  She  is  a  mere  typist, 
dressed  in  uncommonly  good  taste,  but  at  contemptibly  small 
expense,  and  she  is  tarrying  her  typewriter  in  a  friendly  way 
rather  than  as  a  badge  ofjlavery,  as  qf  course  3t  is\  Her 
eye  is  clear ;  and  in  odd  contrast  to  LADY  SIMS,  she  is  self- 
reliant  and  serene.) 

KATE  (respectfully,  but  she  should  have  waited  to  be  spoken  to). 
Good  morning,  .piadam. 

LADY  SIMS  (in  her  nervous  way,  and  scarcely  noticing  fhat  the 
typist  is  a  little  too  ready  ufith  her  tongue).  Good  morning. 
(As  a  first  impression  she  rather  likes  the  woman,  and  the  woman, 
though  it  is  scarcely  worth  mentioning,  rather  likes  het\  LADY 
DIMS  has  a  maid  for  buttoning  and  unbuttoning  her,  and  probably 
another  for  waiting  on  the  maid,  and  she  gazes  with  a  little  envy 
perhaps  at  a  woman  who  does  things  for  herself.)  Is  that  the 
type-wniting  machine  ? 

KATE  (who  is  getting  it  ready  for  use).     Yes  (not c  Tes,  madam, 
as  it  ought  to  be).     I  suppose  if  I  am  to  work  here  I  may  take 
this  off.     I  get  on  better  without  it.      (She  is  referring  to  her 
hit.) 

LADY  SIMS.  Certainly.  (But  the  hat  is  already  off.)  I 
ought  to  apologise  for  my  gown.  I  am  to  be  presented  this 
week,  and  I  was  trying  it  on.  (Her  tone  is  not  really  apologetic. 
She  is  rather  clinging  to  the  glory  of  her  gown,  wistfully,  as  if  not 
absolutely  certain,  you  know,  that  it  is  a  glory.) 

KATE.  It  is  beautiful,  if  I  may  presume  to  say  so.  (She 
frankly  admires  it.  >She  probably  has  a  best,  and  a  second  best 
of  her  own  :  that  sort  of  thing.) 

LADY  SIMS  (with  a  flush  of  pride  in  the  gown).      Yes,  it  is  very 
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beautiful.     (The  beauty  of  it  gives  her  courage.]  *  Sit  down, 
please. 

KATE  (the  sort  of  woman  who  would  have  sat  down  in  any  case). 
I  suppose  it  is  some  copying  you  want  done  ?  I  got  no  par- 
ticulars. I  was  told  to  come  to  this  address,  but  that  was  all.  o 

LADY  SIMS  (almost  with  the  humility  of  a  servant).  Oh,  it  is 
not  work  for  me,  it  is  for  my  husband,  and  what  he  needs  is  not 
exactly  copying.  (Swelling,  for  she  is  proud  of  HARRY)  He 
wants  a  number  of  letters  answered — hundreds  of  them — 
letters  and  telegrams  of  congratulation. 

JCATE  (as  if  it  were  all  in  the  day's  work).     Yes  ? 

LADY  SIMS  (remembering  that  HARRY  expects  every  wife  to  do 
her  duty).  My  husband  is  a  remarkable  man.  He  is  about,  to 
be  knighted.  (Pause,  but  KATE  does  not  fall  to  the  floor.)  He 
is  to  be  knighted  for  his  services  to — (on  reflection) — for  his 
services.  (She  is  conscious  thftt  she  is  not  doing  HARRY  justice.) 
He  can  explain  it  so  much  better  than  I  can. 

KATE  (in  her  business-like  way).  And  I  am  to  answer  the 
congratulations  ?  «• 

LADY  SIMS  (afraid  that  it  will  be  a  hard  task).      Yes. 

KATE  (blithely).  It  is  work  I  have  had  some  experience  of. 
(She  proceeds  to  type.) 

LADY^SIMS.  But  you  can't  begin  till  you  know  what  he 
wants  to  say. 

KATE.  Only  a  specimen  letter.  Won't  it  be  the  usual 
thing  ? 

LADY  SIMS  (to  whom  this  is  a  new  idea).  Is  there  «a  usual 
thing  ? 

KATE.     Oh  yes. 

(She  continues  to  type,  and  LADY  SIMS,  half-mesmerised, 
ga%es  at  her  nimble  fingers.  The  useless  woman  watch's 
the  useful  one,  and  she  sighs,  she  could  not  tell  why.) 

LADY  SIMS.  How  quickly  you  do  it.  It  must  be  delightful 
to  bevable  to  do  something,  and  to  do  it  well. 

KATE  (thankfully).     Yes,  it  is  delightful. 

'LADY  SIMS  (again  remembering  the  source  of  all  her  greatness). 
But,  excuse  me,  I  don't  think  that  will  be  any  use.  My  hus- 
band wants  me  to  explain  to  you  that  his  is  an  exceptional  case. 
He  did  not  try  to  get  this  honour  in  any  way.  It  was  a  complete 
surprise  to  him 


THE  TWELVE-POUND  LOOK  723 

KATE  (who  is  a  practical  Kate  and  no  dealer  in  sarcasm}.     That 
is  what  I  have  written. 

LADY  SIMS  (in  whom  sarcasm  would  meet  a  dead  wall).     But 
how  could  you  know  ? 

KATE.     I  only  guessed. 

LADY  SIMS.     Is  that  the  usual  thing  ? 

KATE.     Oh  yes. 

LADY  SIMS.     They  don't  try  to  get  it  ? 

KATE.     I  don't  know.     That  is  what  we  are  told  to  say 
in  the  letters. 

(To  her  at  present  the  only  important  thing  about  the  letters 
is  that  they  are  ten  shillings  the  hundred.) 
»LADY  SIMS  (returning  to  surer  ground).     I  should  explain 
that  my  husband  is  not  a  man  who  cares  for  honours.     So  long 
as  he  does  his  duty 

KATE.     Yes,  I  have  been  putting  that  in. 

LADY  SIMS.     Have  you  ?     But  he  particularly  wants  it  to  be 
known  that  he  would  have  declined  a  title  were  it  not-; 

KATE.     I  have  got  ijt  here. 

LADY  SIMS.     What  have  you  got  ? 

KATE  (reading).     '  Indeed  I  would  have  asked  to  be  allowed 
to  decline  had  it  not  been  that  I  want  to  please  my  wife.' 

LADY  SIMS  (heavily).     But  how  could  you  know  it  \Vas  that  ? 

KATE.     Is  it  ? 

LADY  SIMS  (who  after  all  is  thf  one  with  the  right  to  ask  ques- 
tions).    Do  they  all  accept  it  for  that  reason  ? 

KATfe.     That  is  what  we  are  told  to  say  in  the  letters. 

LADY  SIMS  (thoughtlessly).     It  is  quite  as  if  you  knew  my 
husband. 

KATE.     I  assure  you,  I  don't  even  know  his  name. 

LADY  SIMS  (suddenly  showing  that  she  knows  him).     Oh,  he 
wouldn't  like  that. 

(And  it  is  here  that  HARRY  re-enters  in  his  city  garments, 
looking  so  gay,  feeling  so  jolly  that  we  bleed  for  him.  'How- 
ever, the  annoying  KATHARINE  is  to  get  a  shock  also.) 

LADY  SIMS.     This  is  the  lady,  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY  (shooting  his  cuffs).     Yes,  yes.     Good  morning, 
my  dear. 

(Then  they  see  each  other,  and  their  mouths  open,  but  not  for 
words.  After  the  first  surprise  KATF  seems  to  find  some 
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humour  in  the  situation,  but  HARRY  lowers  like  a  thunder- 
cloud.) 

LADY  SIMS  (who  has  seen  nothing).  I  have  been  trying  to 
explain  to  her 

SIR  HARRY.  Eh — what  ?  (He  controls  himself.}  Leave* it 
to  me,  Emmy  ;  I  '11  attend  to  her. 

(LADY  SIMS  goes^  with  a  dread  fear  that  somehow  she  has 
vexed  her  lord,  and  then  HARRY  attends  to  the  intruder.} 

SIR  HARRY  (with  concentrated  scorn}.     You  ! 

KATE  (as  if  agreeing  with  him}.     Yes,  it 's  funny. 

SIR  HARRY.  The  shamelessness  of  your  daring  to  come 
here  ! 

KATE.  Believe  me,  it  is  not  less  a  surprise  to  me  than  it  is»to 
you.  I  was  sent  here  in  the  ordinary 'way  of  business.  I  was 
given  only^the  number  of  the  liQuse.  I  was  not  told  the  name. 

SIR  HARRY  {withering  her}.  *'  The  ordinary  way  of  business  ! 
This  is  what  you  have  fallen  to — a  typist  ! 

KATE  (unwithered).     Think  of  it ! 

SIR  HARRY.  After  going  through  ,worse  -  straits,  I  '11  be 
bound/ 

KATE  (with  some  grim  memories).*    Much  worse  straits. 

SIR  HARRY  (alas,  laughing  coarsely).     My  congratulations. 

KATE/    Thank  you,  Harry. 

'SIR  HARRY  (who  is  annoyed,  as  any  man  would  be,  not  to  find  her 
abject).  Eh  ?  What  was  that  you  called  me,  madam  ? 

KATE.     Isn't  it  Harry  ?     On  my  soul,  I  almost  forget. 

SIR  HARRY.  It  isn't  Harry  to  you.  My  name  is  Sims,  if 
you  please. 

KATE.  Yes,  I  had  not  forgotten  that.  It  was  my  name, 
too,  you  see. 

SIR  HARRY  (in  his  best  manner).  It  was  your  name  till  ycKi 
forfeited  the  right  to  bear  it. 

KATE.     Exactly. 

SIR"  HARRY  (gloating).     I  was  furious  to  find  you  here,  but 
on  second  thoughts  it  pleases  me.     (From  the  depths  of  his  moral 
nature)  There  is  a  salt  justice  in  this. 
•  KATE  (sympathetically).     Tell  me  ? 

SIR  HARRY.  Do  you  know  what  you*  were  brought  here 
to  do  ? 

KATE.      I  have  just  been  learning.     You  have  been  made  a 
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knight,  ancl  I  was  summoned  to  answer  the  messages  of  con- 
gratulation. 

SIR  HARRY.  That 's  it,  that 's  it.  You  come  on  this  day 
as  my  servant  ! 

KATE.     I,  who  might  have  been  Lady  Sims. 

SIR  HARRY.  And  you  are  her  typist  instead.  And  she  has 
four  men-servants.  Oh,  I  am  glad  you  saw  her  in  her  presenta- 
tion gown. 

KATE.  I  wonder  if  she  would  let  me  do  *  °r  washing,  Sir 
Harry  ? 

(Her  want  oj  taste  disgusts  him.) 

SIR  HARRY  (with  dignity).  You  can  go.  The  mere  thought 
that  only  a  few  flights  of  stairs  separates  such  as  you  from  my 

innocent  children - 

(He  will  never  know  why  a  new  light  has  come  into  her  face.) 

KATE  (slowly).     You  have  cftijdren  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (inflated).     Two. 

(He  wonders  why  she  is  so  long  in  answering.) 

KATE  (resorting  to  impertinence).     Sucl\  a  nice  number. 

SIR  HARRY  (with  an{ ]  extra  turn  of  the  screw).     Both  boys. 

KATE.  Successful  in  everything.  Are  they  like  you,  Sir 
Harry  ?  ' 

SIR  HARRY  (expanding).     They  are  very  like  me. 

KATE.     That 's  nice. 

(Even  on  such  a  subject  as  this  she  can  be  ribald.) 

SIR  HARRY.     Will  you  pleasi'to  go. 

KATJB.     Hcigho  !     What  shall  I  say  to  my  employer  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     That  is  no  affair  of  mine. 

KATE.     What  will  you  say  to  Lady  Sims  ? 

SIR  HARRY.  I  flatter  myself  that  whatever  I  say,  Lady  Sims 
vill  accept  without  comment. 

(She  smiles,  heaven  knows  whyy  unless  her  next  remark 
explains  it.) 

KATE.     Still  the  same  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY.     What  do  you  mean  ? 

KATE.  Only  that  you  have  the  old  confidence  in  youi 
profound  knowledge  of  the  sex. 

SIR  HARRY  (beginning  to  think  as  little  of  her  intellect  as  of  her 
morals).  I  suppose  I  know  my  wife. 

KATE  (hopelessly  dense).     I  suppose  so.      1  was  only  remem- 
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bering  that  you  used  to  think  you  knew  her  in  the  days  when  I 
was  the  lady.  (He  is  merely  wasting  his  time  on  her,  and  he 
indicates  the  door.  She  is  not  sufficiently  the  lady  to  retire  worsted) 
Well,  good-bye.  Sir  Harry.  Won't  you  ring,  and  the  four  men- 
servants  will  show  me  out  ?  .: 
(But  he  hesitates.) 

SIR  HARRY  (in  spite  of  himself).  As  you  are  here,  there  is 
something  I  want  to  get  out  of  you.  (Wishing  he  could  ask  it 
less  eagerly)  Tell  me,  who  was  the  man  ? 

(The  strange  woman — //    is    evident  now  that  she  has 
always  been  strange  to  him — smiles  tolerantly.) 

KATE.     You  never  found  out  ? 

SIR  HARRY.      I  could  never  be  sure. 

KATE  (reflectively).      I  thought  that  would  worry  you. 

SIR  HARRY  (sneering).     It 's  plain  that  he  soon  left  you. 

KATE.     Very  soon.  t  t% 

SIR  HARRY.  As  I  could  have  told  you.  (But  still  she 
surveys  him  with  the  smile  of  the  free.  The  badgered  man  has 
to  entretit.)  Who  was  he  ?  It  was  fourteen  years  ago,  and 
cannot,  matter  to  any  of  us  now.  Kate,  tell  me  who  he 
was  ? 

(//  is  his  first  youthful  moment,  and  perhaps  because  of  that 
sh(  does  not  wish  to  hurt  him.) 

KATE  (shaking  a  motherly  head).     Better  not  ask. 

SIR  HARRY.     I  do  ask.     Tell  me. 

KATE.     It  is  kinder  not  to  tfcll  you. 

SIR  HARRY  (violently).  Then,  by  James,  it  was  onq  of  my 
own  pals.  Was  it  Bernard  Roche  ?  (She  shakes  her  head.) 
It  may  have  been  some  one  who  comes  to  my  house  still. 

KATE.  I  think  not.  (Reflecting)  Fourteen  years  !  You 
found  my  letter  that  night  when  you  went  home  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (impatient).     Yes. 

KATE.  I  propped  it  against  the  decanters.  I  thought  you 
would  be  sure  to  see  it  there.  It  was  a  room  not  unlike  this, 
and  the  furniture  was  arranged  in  the  same  attractive  way. 
How  it  all  comes  back  to  me.  Don't  you  see  me,  Harry,  in  hat 
and  cloak,  putting  the  letter  there,  taking  a  last  look  round,  and 
then  stealing  out  into  the  night  to  meet 

SIR  HARRY.       Whom  ? 

KATE.     Him.     Hours  pass,  no  sound  in  the  room  but  the 
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tick-tack  of  the  clock,  and  then  about  midnight  you  return 
alone.     You  take 

SIR  HARRY  (gruffly).     I  wasn't  alone. 

KATE  (the  picture  spoilt).  No  ?  oh.  (Plaintively)  Here  have 
I  #11  these  years  been  conceiving  it  wrongly.  (She  studies  his 
face.)  I  believe  something  interesting  ^happened  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (growling).     Something  confoundedly  annoying. 

KATE  (coaxing).     Do  tell  me. 

SIR  HARRY.  We  won't  go  into  that.  Who  was  the  man  ? 
Surely  a  husband  has  a  right  to  know  with  whom  his  wife  bolted. 

KATE  (who  is  detestably  ready  with  her  tongue).  •  Surely  {he 
wife  has  a  right  to  know  how  he  took  it.  (The  woman's  love  of 
bargaining  comes  to  her  aid.)  A  fair  exchange.  You  tell  me 
what  happened,  and  I  will  tell  you  who  he  was. 

SIR  HARRY.  You  will  ?  Very  well.  (It  is  the^  first  point 
on  which  they  have  agreed,  and,  forgetting  himself,  he  takes  a  place 
beside  her  on  the  fire-seat.  He  is  thinking  only  of  what  he  is  to 
tell  her,  but  she,  woman-like,  is  conscious  of  their  proximity.) 

KATE  (tastelessly).  Quite  like  old  tim^s.  (He  mo^es  away 
from  her  indignantly.)  *  Go  on,  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY  (who  has  a  manful  shrinking  from  saying  anything 
that  is  to  his  disadvantage).  '  Well,  as  you  know,  I  was  dining 
at  the  club  that  night. 

KATE.     Yes. 

SIR  HARRY.  Jack  Lamb  drove  me  home.  Mabbett  Green 
was  with  us,  and  I  asked  them  to  come  in  for  a  few  minutes. 

KATP.  Jack  Lamb,  Mabbett  Green  ?  I  think  I  remember 
them.  Jack  was  in  Parliament. 

SIR  HARRY.  No,  that  was  Mabbett.  They  came  into  the 
house  with  me  and — (with  sudden  horror) — was  it  him  r 

KATE  (bewildered).     Who  ? 

SIR  HARRY.      Mabbett  ? 

KATE.     What  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     The  man  ? 

KATE.  What  man  ?  (Understanding)  Oh  no.  I  thought 
you  said  he  came  into  the  house  with  you. 

SIR  HARRY.     It  might  have  been  a  blind. 

KATE.     Well,  it  wasn't.     Go  on. 

SIR  HARRY.  They  came  in.  to  finish  a  talk  we  had  been 
having  at  the  club. 
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KATE.     An  interesting  talk,  evidently. 

SIR  HARRY.  The  papers  had  been  full  that  evening  of  the 
elopement  of  some  countess  woman  with  a  fiddler.  What  was 
her  name  ? 

KATE.     Does  it  matter  ? 

SIR  HARRY.  No.  (Thus  ends  the  countess.)  We  had  been 
discussing  the  thing  and — (he  pulls  a  wry  face)— and  T  had  been 
rather  warm 

KATE  (with  horrid  relish).  I  begin  to  see.  You  had  been 
saying  it  served  the  husband  right,  that  the  man  who  could  not 
look  after  -his  wife  deserved  to  lose  her.  It  was  one  of  your 
favourite  subjects.  Oh,  Harry,  say  it  was  that  ! 

SIR  HARRY  (sourly).     It  may  have  been  something  like  that. 

KATE.  And  all  the  time  the  lettcrnvas  there,  waiting  ;  and 
none  of  yqu  knew  except  the  clock.  Harry,  it  is  sweet  of  you 
to  tell  me.  (His  face  is  not  swret.  The  illiterate  woman  has  used 
the  wrong  adjective.)  I  forget  what  I  said  precisely  in  the  letter. 

SIR  HARRY  (pulverising  her).     So  do  I.     But  I  have  it  still. 

KATE  -(not  pulverised).  Do  let  me  see  it  again.  (She  has 
observed  his  eye  wandering  to  the  desk.) 

SIR  HARRY.  You  are  welcome  to  it  as  a  gift.  (The  fateful 
letter,  a  poor  little  dead  thing,  is  brought  to  light  from  a  locked 
drawer.} 

•  KATE  (taking  it).  Yes,  this  is  it.  Harry,  how  you  dirt 
crumple  it  !  (She  reads,  not  without  curiosity.)  *  Dear  husband 
— I  call  you  that  for  the  last  tihie — I  am  off.  I  am  what  you 
call  making  a  bolt  of  it.  I  won't  try  to  excuse  myself  nor  to 
explain,  for  you  would  not  accept  the  excuses  nor  understand  the 
explanation.  It  will  be  a  little  shock  to  you,  but  only  to  your 
pride  ;  what  will  astound  you  is  that  any  woman  could  be  such 
a  fool  as  to  leave  such  a  man  as  you.  I  am  taking  nothing  wifh 
me  that  belongs  to  you.  May  you  be  very  happy. — Your 
ungrateful  KATE.  P.S. — You  need  not  try  to  find  out  who  he 
is.  vou  will  try,  but  you  won't  succeed.'  (She  folds  the  nasty 
rittle  thing  up.)  I  may  really  have  it  for  my  very  own  ? 

«SIR  HARRY.     You  really  may. 
4j  KATE  (impudently).     If  you  would  care  for  a  typed  copy ? 

SIR  HARRY  (in  a  voice  with  which  he  used  Jo  frighten  his  grand- 
mother). None  of  your  sauce.  (Wincing)  I  had  to  let  them 
see  it  in  the  end. 
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KATE.     i  can  picture  Jack  Lamb  eating  it. 

SIR  HARRY.     A  pennilesg  parson's  daughter. 

KATE.     That  is  all  I  was. 

SIR  HARRY.  We  searched  for  the  two  of  you  high  and 
lew. 

KATE.     Private  detectives  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     They  couldn't  get  on  the  track  of  you. 

KATE  (smiling).     No  ? 

SIR  HARRY.  But  at  last  the  courts  let  me  serve  the  papers  by 
advertisement  on  a  man  unknown,  and  I  got  my  freedom. 

KATE.     So  I  saw.      It  was  the  last  I  heard  of  you! 

SIR  HARRY  (each  word  a  blow  for  her).  And  I  married  again 
ju?t  as  soon  as  ever  I  could. 

KATE.  They  say  thzft  is  always  a  compliment  to  the  first 
wife. 

SIR  HARRY  (violently).     I  shovred  them. 

KATE.  You  soon  let  them  see  that  if  one  woman  was  a  fool, 
you  still  had  the  pick  of  the  basket  to  choose  from. 

SIR  HARRY.     tBy  James,  I  did. 

KATE  (bringing  him  to  earth  again}.  But  still,  you  wflndered 
who  he  was.  r 

SIR  HARRY.  I  suspected  everybody — even  my  pals.  I  felt 
like  jumping  at  their  throats  and  crying, '  It 's  you  !  '  * 

KATE.  You  had  been  so  admirable  to  me,  an  instinct  told 
you  that  I  was  sure  to  choose  another  of  the  same. 

SIR  HARRY.  I  thought,  it  can't  be  money,  so  it  must  be 
looks.  "Some  dolly  face.  (He  stares  at  her  in  perplexity.)  He 
must  have  had  something  wonderful  about  him  to  make  you 
willing  to  give  up  all  that  you  had  with  me. 

KATE  (as  if  he  was  the  stupid  one).     Poor  Harry  ! 

.  SIR  HARRY.     And  it  couldn't  have  been  going  on  for  long, 
for  I  would  have  noticed  the  change  in  you. 

KATE.     Would  you  ? 

SIR  HARRY.      I  knew  you  so  well. 

KATE.     You  amazing  man. 

SIR  HARRY.     So  who  was  he  ?     Out  with  it. 

KATE.     You  are  determined  to  know  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     Your  promise.      You  gave  your  word. 

KATE.      If  I  must (She  is  the  villain  of  the  piece,  but  it 

'must  be  conceded  that  in  this  matter  she  is  reluctant  to  pain  him.)     I 
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am  sorry  I  promised.     (Looking  at  him  steadily)  There  was 
no  one,  Harry  ;  no  one  at  all. 

SIR  HARRY  (rising).     If  you  think  you  can  play  with  me 

KATE.     I  told  you  that  you  wouldn't  like  it. 

SIR  HARRY  (rasping).      It  is  unbelievable. 

KATE.      I  suppose  it  is  ;  but  it  is  true. 

SIR  HARRY.     Your  letter  itself  gives  you  the  lie. 

KATE.  That  was  intentional.  I  saw  that  if  the  truth  were 
known  you  might  have  a  difficulty  in  getting  your  freedom  ; 
and  as  I  was  getting  mine  it  seemed  fair  that  you  should  have 
yours  also.*  So  I  wrote  my  good-bye  in  words  that  would  be 
taken  to  mean  what  you  thought  they  meant,  and  I  knew  the 
law  would  back  you  in  your  opinion.  For  the  law,  like  you, 
Harry,  has  a  profound  understanding  of  women. 

SIR  KAR£Y  (trying  to  straighten  himself).  I  don't  believe  you 
yet.  ^  «  ' 

KATE  (looking  not  unkindly  into  the  soul  of  this  man).  Perhaps 
that  is  the  best  way  to  take  it.  It  is  less  unflattering  than  the 
truth.  But  you  we^e  the  only  one.  (Summing  up  her  life.) 
You  sufficed. 

SIR  HARRY.     Then  what  mad  impulse 

KATE.  It  was  no  impulse,  Harry.  I  had  thought  it  out 
for  a  yea»r. 

•SIR  HARRY  (dazed).  A  year  ?  One  would  think  to  hear 
you  that  I  hadn't  been  a  good  husband  to  you. 

KATE  (with  a  sad  smile).  Y*ou  were  a  good  husband  accord- 
ing to  your  lights.  « 

SIR  HARRY  (stoutly).     I  think  so. 

KATE.  And  a  moral  man,  and  chatty,  and  quite  the  phil- 
anthropist. 

SIR  HARRY  (on  sure  ground).     All  women  envied  you. 

KATE.      How  you  loved  me  to  be  envied. 

SIR  HARRY.     I  swaddled  you  in  luxury. 

KACE  (making  her  great  revelation).     That  was  it. 

SIR  HARRY  (blankly).     What  ? 

KATE  (who  can  be  serene  because  it  is  all  over).  How  you 
beamed  at  me  when  I  sat  at  the  head  of  your  fat  dinners  in  my 
fat  jewellery,  surrounded  by  our  fat  friend;?. 

SIR  HARRY  (aggrieved).     They  weren't  so  fat. 

KATE  (a  side  issue).     All  except  those  who  were  so  thin. 
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Have  you  ever  noticed,  Harry,  that  many  jewels  make  women 
either  incredibly  fat  or  incredibly  thin  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (shouting).  I  have  not.  (Is  it  worth  while  to 
argue  with  her  any  longer  ?)  We  had  all  the  most  interesting 
society  of  the  day.  It  wasn't  only  business  men.  •  There  were 
politicians,  painters,  writers 

KATE.  Only  the  glorious,  dazzling  successes.  Oh,  the  fat 
talk  while  we  ate  too  much — about  who  had  made  a  hit  and  who 
was  slipping  back,  and  what  the  noo  house  cost  and  the  noo 
motor  and  the  gold  soup-plates,  and  who  was  to  be  the  noo  knight. 

SIR  HARRY  (who  it  will  be  observed  is  unanswerable  from  fast 
to  last).  Was  anybody  getting  on  better  than  me,  and  con- 
sequently you  ? 

KATE.  Consequently  *  me  !  Oh,  Harry,  you  and  your 
sublime  religion. 

SIR  HARRY  (honest  heart).  My  religion  ?  I  never  was  one 
to  talk  about  religion,  but 

KATE.  Pooh,  Harry,  you  don't  even  know  what  your 
religion  was  and  is  and  will  be  till  the  d^y  of  your  expensive 
funeral.  (And  here  is  the  lesson  that  life  has  taught  her.)  « One's 
religion  is  whatever  he  is  most  interested  in,  and  yours  is 
Success. 

SIR  HARRY  (quoting  from  his  morning  paper).  Ambition — it 
is  the  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds. 

KATE.     Noble  minds  ! 

SIR  HARRY  (at  last  grasping  W)\at  she  is  talking  about).  You 
are  not  saying  that  you  left  me  because  of  my  success  ? 

KATE.  Yes,  that  was  it.  (And  no^v  she  stands  revealed  to 
him.)  I  couldn't  endure  it.  If  a  failure  had  come  now  and 
then — but  your  success  was  suffocating  me.  (She  is  rigid  with 
emotion.)  The  passionate  craving  I  had  to  be  done  with  it, 
to  find  myself  among  people  who  had  not  got  on. 

SIR  HARRY  (with  proper  spirit).     There  are  plenty  of  them. 

KATE.  There  were  none  in  our  set.  When  they  began 
to  go  down-hill  they  rolled  out  of  our  sight. 

SIR  HARRY  (clinching  it).  I  tell  you  1  am  worth  a  quarter 
of  a  million. 

KATE  (unabashed).  That  is  what  you  are  worth  to  yourselt. 
I  '11  tell  you  what  you  are  worth  to  me  :  exactly  twelve  pounds. 
•For  I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  could  launch  myself  on  the  world 
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alone  if  I  first  proved  my  mettle  by  earning  twelve  pounds  ; 
and  as  soon  as  I  had  earned  it  I  left  you. 

SIR  HARRY  (in  the  scales}.     Twelve  pounds  ! 

KATE.  That  is  your  value  to  a  woman.  If  she  can't  make 
it  she  has  to  stick  to  you.  , 

SIR  HARRY  (remembering  perhaps  a  rectory  garden}.  You 
valued  me  at  more  than  that  when  you  married  me. 

KATE  (seeing  it  also}.  Ah,  I  didn't  know  you  then.  If  only 
you  had  been  a  man,  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY.     A  man  ?     What  do  you  mean  by  a  man  ? 

•KATE  (having  the  garden}.  Haven't  you  heard  of  them  ? 
They  are  something  fine  j  and  every  woman  is  loath  to  admit 
to  herself  that  her  husband  is  not  one.  When  she  marries, 
even  though  she  has  been  a  very  trivikl  person,  there  is  in  her 
some  vague  stirring  toward  a  worthy  life,  as  well  as  a  fear  of 
her  capacity  for  evil.  She  k^ows  her  chance  lies  in  him.  If 
there  is  something  good  in  him,  what  is  good  in  her  finds  it 
and  they  join  forces  against  the  baser  parts.  So*  I  didn't  give 
you  up  Villingly,  Harry.  1  invented  all  sorts  of  theories  to 
explairf  you.  Your  hardness — I  said  it  was  a  fine  want  of 
mawkishness.  Your  coarseness — rl  said  it  goes  with  strength. 
Your  contempt  for  the  weak — I  called  it  virility.  Your  want 
of  ideals 'Was  clear-sightedness.  Your  ignoble  views  of  women 
—I  tried  to  think  them  funny.  Oh,  I  clung  to  you  to  save 
myself.  But  I  had  to  let  go  ;  you  had  only  the  one  quality, 
Harry,  success  ;  you  had  it  so'  strong  that  it  swallowed  all  the 
others.  i 

SIR  HARRY  (not  to  be  diverted  from  the  main  issue}.  How 
did  you  earn  that  twelve  pounds  ? 

KATE.  It  took  me  nearly  six  months  ;  but  I  earned  it 
fairly.  (She  presses  her  hand  on  the  typewriter  as  lovingly  as 
many  a  woman  has  pressed  a  rose.}  I  learned  this.  I  hired  it 
and  taught  myself.  I  got  some  work  through  a  friend,  and 
with  tny  first  twelve  pounds  I  paid  for  my  machine.  Then  I 
considered  that  I  was  free  to  go,  and  I  went. 

SIR  HARRY.  All  this  going  on  in  my  house  while  you  were 
J:ving  in  the  lap  of  luxury  !  (She  nods.}  By  God,  you  were 
determined.  , 

KATE  (briefly}.     By  God,  I  was. 

SIR  HARRY  (staring}.      How  you  must  have  hated  me. 
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KATE  (smiling  at  the  childish  word].  Not  a  bit — after  I  saw 
that  there  was  a  way  out.  From  that  hour  you  amused  me, 
Harry  j  I  was  even  sorry  tor  you,  for  I  saw  that  you  couldn't 
help  yourself.  Success  is  just  a  fatal  gift. 

VSIR  HARRY.     Oh,  thank  you. 

KATE  (thinking,  dear  friends  in  front ^  of  you  and  me  perhaps], 
Yes,  and  some  of  your  most  successful  friends  knew  it.  One  or 
two  of  them  used  to  look  very  sad  at  times,  as  if  they  thought 
they  might  have  come  to  something  if  they  hadn't  got  on. 

SIR  HARRY  (who  has  a  horror  of  sacrilege}.  The  battered 
crew  you  live  among  now — what  are  they  but  folk  who  have 
tried  to  succeed  and  failed  ? 

KATE.     That 's  it ;  they  try,  but  they  fail. 

SIR  HARRY.     And  always  will  fail. 

KATK.  Always.  Poor  souls — I  say  of  them.  Poor  soul — 
they  say  of  me.  It  keeps  us  numan.  That  is  why  I  never 
tire  of  them. 

SIR  KAK&?*(comprehensively}.  Bah  !  Kate,  1  tell  you  I  '11 
h«  worth  half  a  million  yet. 

KATE.     I  'm  sure  yciu  will.     You  're  getting  stout,  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY.       No,  I  'ill  not. 

KATE.  What  was  the  name  of  that  fat  old  fellow  who  used 
to  fall  asleep  at  our  dinner-parties  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     If  you  mean  Sir  William  Crackley 

KATE.  That  was  the  man.  Sir  William  was  to  me  a  perfect 
picture  of  the  grand  success.  ?Ie  had  got  on  so  well  that  he 
was  very,  very  stout,  and  when  he  sat  on  a  chair  it  was  thus  (her 
hands  meeting  in  front  of  her] — -as  if  he  were  holding  his  success 
together.  That  is  what  you  are  working  for,  Harry.  You 
will  have  that  and  the  half  million  about  the  same  time. 

,SIR  HARRY  (who  has  surely  been  very  patient}.     Will  you 
please  to  leave  my  house. 

KATE  (putting  on  her  gloves,  soiled  things}.  But  don't  let  us 
part  in  anger.  How  do  you  think  I  am  looking,  Harry, 
compared  to  the  dull,  inert  thing  that  used  to  roll  round  in  your 
padded  carriages  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (in  masterly  fashion).  I  forget  what  you  wese, 
like.  I  'm  very  sure  you  never  could  have  held  a  candle  to 
the  present  Lady  Sims. 

KATE.     That  is  a  picture  of  her,  is  it  not  ? 
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SIR  HARRY  (seizing  his  chance  again).  In  her  wedding-gown. 
Painted  by  an  R.A. 

KATE  (wickedly).     A  knight  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (deceived).     Yes. 

KATE  (who  likes  LADY  SIMS  :  a  piece  of  presumption  on  !*er 
part).  It  is  a  very  pretty  face. 

SIR  HARRY  (with  the  pride  of  possession).  Acknowledged  to 
be  a  beauty  everywhere. 

KATE.     There  is  a  merry  look  in  the  eyes,  and  character  in 
the  chin. 
wSiR  HARRY  (like  an  auctioneer).     Noted  for  her  wit. 

KATE.  All  her  life  before  her  when  that  was  painted.  It 
is  a  spirituelle  face  too.  (Suddenly  she  turns  on  him  with  anfer^ 
for  the  first  and  only  time  in  the  play.)  '  Oh,  Harry,  you  brute  ! 

SIR  HABRY  (staggered).     Eh  ?     What  ? 

KATE.  That  dear  creature  capable  of  becoming  a  noble 
wife  and  mother — she  is  the  spiritless  woman  of  no  account 
that  I  saw  here  a  few  minutes  ago.  I  forgive  you  for  myself, 
for  I  escaped,  but  thct  poor  lost  soul,  oh,  Harry,  Harry  ! 

SIR  HARRY  (waving  her  to  the  door).     I  'if  thank  you 

If  ever  there  was  a  woman  proud  of  her  husband  and  happy  in 
her  married  life,  that  woman  is  Lady  Sims. 

KATE*     I  wonder. 
1  SIR  HARRY.     Then  you  needn't  wonder. 

KATE  (slowly).  If  I  was  a  husband — it  is  my  advice  to  all 
of  them — I  would  often  watcn  my  wife  quietly  to  see  whether 
the  twelve-pound  look  was  not  coming  into  her  eyes.  Two 
boys,  did  you  say,  and  both  like  you  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     What  is  that  to  you  ? 

KATE  (with  glistening  eyes).  I  was  only  thinking  that  some* 
where  there  are  two  little  girls  who,  when  they  grow  up — the 
dear,  pretty  girls  who  are  all  meant  for  the  men  that  don't  get 
on  !  Well,  good-bye.  Sir  Harry. 

SIR*  HARRY  (showing  a  little  human  weakness,  it  is  to  be  feared). 
Say  first  that  you  're  sorry. 

*KATE.     For  what  ? 

v  SIR  HARRY.  That  you  left  me.  Say  you  regret  it  bitterly. 
You  know  you  do.  (She  smiles  and  shades  her  head.  He  is 
pettish.  He  makes  a  terrible  announcement.)  You  have  spoilt 
the  day  for  me. 
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KATE  (to* hearten  him).  I  am  sorry  for  that ;  but  it  is  only 
a  pin-prick,  Harry.  J  suppose  it  is  a  little  jarring  in  the 
moment  of  your  triumph  to  find  that  there  is — one  old  friend 
— who  does  not  think  you  a  success  ;  but  you  will  soon  forget 
it *  Who  cares  what  a  typist  thinks  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (heartened).  Nobody.  A  typist  at  eighteen 
shillings  a  week  ! 

KATE  (proudly).     Not  a  bit  of  it,  Harry.     I  double  that. 

SIR  HARRY  (neatly).     Magnificent  ! 
(There  is  a  timid  knock  at  the  door.) 

LADY  SIMS.     May  I  comtfin  ? 

SIR  HARRY  (rather  appealingly).     It  is  Lady  Sims. 

^KATE.  I  won't  tell.  She  is  afraid  to  corne  into  her  hus- 
band's room  without  knocking  ! 

SIR  HARRY.  She  is  not.  ( Uxoriously)  ^  Come  in,  dearest, 
(Dearest  enters  carrying  the  swcrd.  She  might  have  had  the 
sense  not  to  bring  it  in  while  this  annoying  person  is  here.) 

LADY  SIMS*  (thinking  she  has  brought  her  welcome  with  her}. 
Harry,  the  sword  has  come.  .t 

SIR  HARRY  (who  wifl  dote  on  it  presently).     Oh,  all  right. 

LADY  SIMS.  But  I  thought  you  were  so  eager  to  practise 
with  it. 

(The  person  smiles  at  this.      He  wishes  he  had  not  looked 
to  see  if  she  was  smiling.) 

SIR  HARRY  (sharply).     Put  it  down. 

(LADY  SIMS  flushes  a  little  bs  she  lays  the  sword  aside.} 

KATE  (with  her  confounded  courtesy).  It  is  a  beautiful  sword, 
if  I  may  say  so. 

LADY  SIMS  (helped).     Yes. 

(The  person  thinks  she  can  put  him  in  the  wronp,  does  she  S 
He*  II  show  her.) 

SIR  HARRY  (with  one  eye  on  KATE).  Emmy,  the  one  thing 
your  neck  needs  is  more  jewels. 

LADY  SIMS  (faltering).      More  ! 

SIR  HARRY.  Some  ropes  of  pearls.  I  '11  see  to  it.  It 's  a 
bagatelle  to  me.  (KATE  conceals  her  chagrin,  so  she  had  better  bi 
shown  the  door.  He  rings.)  I  won't  detain  you  ar?, 
longer,  miss.  , 

KATE.     Thank  you. 

LADY  SIMS.      Going  already  ?     You  have  been  very  quick. 
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SIR  HARRY.     The  person  doesn't  suit,  Emmy. 

LADY  SIMS.     I  'm  sorry. 

KATE.  So  am  I,  madam,  but  it  can't  be  helped.  Good-bye, 
your  ladyship— -good-bye,  Sir  Harry.  (There  is  a  suspicion  of 
an  impertinent  curtsey,  and  she  is  escorted  off  the  premises  ifby 
TOMBES.  The  air  of  the  room  is  purified  by  her  going.  SIR  HARRY 
notices  it  at  once.} 

LADY  SIMS  (whose  tendency  is  to  say  the  wrong  thing).  She 
seemed  such  a  capable  woman. 

SIR  HARRY  (on  his  hearth).     I  don't  like  her  style  at  all. 

aLADY  SIMS  (meekly).  Of  course  you  know  best.  (This  is  the 
right  kind  of  woman.) 

SIR  HARRY  (rather  anxious  for  corroboration).  Lord,  how 
she  winced  when  I  said  I  was  to  give  you  those  ropes  of  pearls. 

LADY  s^is.     Did  she  ?     T  didn't  notice.     I  suppose  so. 

SIR  HARRY  (frowning).  Suppose  ?  Surely  I  know  enough 
about  women  to  know  that. 

LADY  SIMS.     Yes,  oh  yes.  , 

SIR  HARRY.  (Od$  that  so  confident  a  man  should  ask  this.) 
Emmjtj  I  know  you  well,  don't  I  ?  I  can  read  you  like  a  book, 
eh? 

LADY  SIMS  (nervously).     Yes,  Harry. 

SIR  HARRY  (jovially,  but  with  an  inquiring  eye).  Wh;it  a 
different  existence  yours  is  from  that  poor  lonely  wretch's. 

LADY  SIMS.     Yes,  but  she  has  a  very  contented  face. 

SIR  HARRY  (with  a  stamp  of  his  foot).     All  put  on.     What  ? 

LADY  SIMS  (timidly).      I  didn't  say  anything. 

SIR  HARRY  (snapping).     One  would  think  you  envied  htr. 

LADY  SIMS.  Envied  ?  Oh  no — but  I  thought  she  looked 
so  alive.  It  was  while  she  was  working  the  machine. 

SIR  HARRY.  Alive  !  That 's  no  life.  It  is  you  that  j\re 
alive.  (Curtly)  I  'm  busy,  Emmy.  (He  sits  at  his  writing-table.) 

LADY  SIMS  (dutifully).  I  'm  sorry  ;  I  '11  go,  Harry.  (In- 
consequentially) Are  they  very  expensive  ? 

SIR  HARRY.     What  ? 

<LADY  SIMS.     Those  machines  ? 

(When  she  has  gone  the  possible  meaning  of  her  question 
startles  him.  The  curtain  hides  himfyom  us>  but  we  may  be 
sure  that  he  will  soon  be  bland  again.  We  have  a  comfortable 
feeling, you  andly  that  there  is  nothing  QUARRY  SIMS  in  us.)- 
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ANY  room  nowadays  must  be  the  scene,  for  any  father  and  any 
son  are  the  dramatis  persona.  We  could  pick  them  up  in 
Mayfair,  in  Tooting,  on  the  Veldt,  in  rectories  or  in  grocers' 
back  parlours,  dump  them  down  on  our  toy  stage  and  tell  them 
to  begin.  It  is  a  great  gathering  to  choose  from,  but  our  needs 
arfe  small.  Let  the  company  shake  hands,  and  all  go  away 
but  two.  In  other  woi'ds,  it  is  war-time. 

The  two  who  have  remained  (it  is  discovered  IMI  inquiry) 
arc  Mr.  Torrance  and  his  boy  ?  so  let  us  make  use  of  them. 
Torrancc  did  not  linger  in  order  to  be  chosen,  he  was  anxious, 
like  all  of  thorn,  to  be  off  ;  but  we  recognised  him,  and  sternly 
signed  to  him  ty  stay.  Not  that  we  knew  him  personally,  but 
the  fact  is,  we  remembered  him  (we  never  forget  a  face)  as  the 
legal  person  who  reads  outf  the  names  of  the  jury  before  the 
court  opens,  and  who  brushes  aside  your  reasons  for  wanting  to 
be  let  off.  It  pleases  our  humour  to  tell  Mr.  Torrance  that 
we  cannot  let  him  off. 

He  does  not  look  so  formidable  as  when  last  we  saw  him. 

*  ' 

and  this  is  perhaps  owing  to  our  no  longer  being  hunched  with 
others  on  those  unfeeling  benches.  It  is  not  because  he  is 
without  a  wig,  for  we  saw  him,  on  the  occasion  to  which  we 
are  so  guardedly  referring,  both  in  a  wig  and  out  of  it  ;  he  passed 
behind  a  screen  without  it,  and  immediately  (as  quickly  as  we 
write)  popped  out  in  it,  giving  it  a  finishing  touch  rather  like 
the  butler's  wriggle  to  his  coat  as  he  goes  to  the  door.  There 
are  the  two  kinds  of  learned  brothers,  those  who  use  the  screen, 
and  those  who  (so  far  as  the  jury  knows)  sleep  in  their* wigs. 
The  latter  are  the  swells,  and  include  the  judges  ;  whom, 
however,  we  who  write  have  seen  in  public  thoroughfares 
without  their  wigs,  a  horrible  sight  that  has  doubtless  lul. 
many  an  onlooker  to  crime. 

Mr.  Torrance,  then,  is  no  great  luminary  ;  indeed,  when 
we  accompany  him  to  his  house,  as  we  must,  in  order  to  set 
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our  scene  properly,  we  find  that  it  is  quite  a  suburban  affair, 
only  one  servant  kept,  and  her  niece  engaged  twice  a  week  to 
crawl  about  the  floors.  There  is  no  fire  in  the  drawing-room, 
so  the  family  remain  on  after  dinner  in  the  dining-room,  which 
rather  gives  them  away.  There  is  really  no  one  in  the  room 
but  Roger.  That  is  the;  truth  of  it,  though  to  the  unseeing  eye 
all  the  family  are  there  except  Roger.  They  consist  of  Mr., 
Mrs.,  and  Miss  Torrance.  Mr.  Torrance  is  enjoying  his 
evening  paper  and  a  cigar,  and  every  line  of  him  is  insisting 
stubbornly  that  nothing  unusual  is  happening  in  the  house.  In 
the  home  circle  (and  now  thai  we  think  of  it,  even  in 
court)  he  has  the  reputation  of  being  a  somewhat  sarcastic 
gentleman  ;  he  must  be  dogged,  too,  otherwise  he  would 
have  ceased  long  ago  to  be  sarcastic  to  his  wife,  on  whom 
wit  falls  1'ke  pellets  on  sandbags  ;  all  the  dents  they  make 
are  dimples. 

Mrs.  Torrance  is  at  present  exquisitely  employed  ;  she  is 
listening  to  Roger's  step  overhead.  You  know  vhat  a  delight- 
ful step* the  boy  has  And  what  is  more  remarkable  is  that 
Emma1  is  listening  to  it  too,  Emma  who  is  seventeen,  and  who 
has  been  trying  to  keep  Roger  in  his  place  ever  since  he  first 
compelled  her  to  bowl  to  him.  Things  have  come  to  a  pass 
when  a  ?ister  so  openly  admits  that  she  is  only  number  two  in 
the  house. 

Remarks  well  worthy  of  being  recorded  fall  from  these  two 
ladies  as  they  gaze  upward.  '  c  I  think — didn't  I,  Emma  ?  ' 
is  the  mother's  contribution,  while  it  is  Emma  who  regies  in  a 
whisper, '  No,  not  yet  !  ' 

Mi.  Tonancc  calmly  reads,  or  seems  to  lead,  for  it  is  not 
possible  that  there  can  be  anything  in  the  papei  as  good  as  this. 
Indeed  lie  occasionally  casts  a  humorous  glance  at  his  women- 
folk. Pci haps  he  is  trying  to  steady  them.  Let  us  hope  he 
has  some  such  good  leason  for  breaking  in  from  time  to  time- 
on  their  entrancing  occupation. 

•ivik.  TORRANCE.  Listen  to  this,  deal.  It  is  very  important. 
'rhe  paper  says,  upon  apparently  good  authority,  that  love 
laughs  at  locksmiths. 

(His  wife  answers  without  lowering  her  eyes.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     Did  you  speak,  John  ?     I  am  listening. 
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MR.  TORRANCE.  Yes,  I  was  telling  you  that  the  Hidden 
Hand  has  at  last  been  discovered  in  a  tub  in  Russell  Square. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     I  hear,  John.     How  thoughtful  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.  And  so  they  must  have  been  made  of 
margarine,  my  love. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.      I  shouldn't  wonder,  John. 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Hence  the  name  Petrograd. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     Oh,  was  that  the  reason  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  You  will  be  pleased  to  hear,  Ellen,  that 
the  honourable  gentleman  then  resumed  his  seat. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     That  wfas  nice  of  him. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  As  I  (good-naturedly)  now  resume  mine, 
haying  made  my  usual  impression. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.      Yes*,  John. 

(EMMA  slips  upstairs  to  peep  through  a  keyhole  ^  and  it  strikes 
her  mother  that  JOHN  has* been  saying  something.  They 
are  on  too  good  terms  to  make  an  apology  necessary.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (blandly).  John,  I  haven't  heard  a  word 
Jrou  said. 

MR.  TORRANCE.      I  'm  sun*  you  haven't,  woman. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.      I  can't  .help  being  like  this,  John. 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Go  on  being  like  yourself,  dear. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.        Am  I  foolish  ? 
MR.  TORRANCE.        Um. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Oh,  but,  John,  how  ran  you  be  so  calm — 
with  him  up  there  ? 

MR.  r.'ORRANCE.  He  has  been  up  there  a  good  deal,  you 
know,  since  we  presented  him  to  an  astounded  world  nineteen 
years  ago. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  But  he — he  is  not  going  to  be  up  there 
much  longer,  John.  (She  sits  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  so  openly 
to  wheedle  him  that  it  is  not  worth  his  while  to  smile.  Her  voice 
is  tremulous  ;  she  is  a  wo?nan  who  can  conceal  nothing.)  You 
will  be  nice  to  him — to-night — won't  you,  John  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (a  little  pained).  Do  I  just  begin  to-night, 
Ellen  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     Oh  no,  no  ;    but  I  think  he  is  rather- 
shy  of  you  at  times. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (wryly).  That  is  because  he  is  my  son, 
Ellen. 
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MRS.  TORRANCE.     Yes — it 's  strange  ;  but — yes.  „ 
MR.  TORRANCE  (with  a  twinkle  that  is  not  all  humorous}.     Did 
it  ever  strike  you,  Ellen,  that  I  am  a'bit — shy  of  him  ? 
(She  is  indeed  surprised.} 

MRS.  TORRANCE.       Of  Rogie   ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.      I  suppose  it  is  because  I  am  his  father. 
(She  presumes  that  this  is  his  sarcasm  again,  and  lets  it 
pass  at  that.     It  reminds  her  of  what  she  wants  to  say.} 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  You  are  so  sarcastic  (she  has  never  quite 
got  the  meaning  of  this  word}  to  Rogie  at  times.  Boys  don't  like 
that,  John.  ' 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Is  that  so,  Ellen  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Of  course  I  don't  mind  your  being 
sarcastic  to  me 

MR.  TOR&ANCE.  Much  good  (groaning}  my  being  sarcastic 
to  you  !  You  are  so  seldom  arv'arc*  of  it. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  am  not  asking  you  to  be  a  mother  to 
him,  John. 

MR.  T6RRANCE.     Thank  you,  my  dear. 

(She  does  not  know  that  he  is  sarcastic  again.} 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  quite  understand  that  a  man  can't  think 
all  the  time  about  his  son  as  a  mother  does. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Can't  he,  Ellen  ?  What  makes  you  so 
sure  of  that  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  mean  that  a  boy  naturally  goes  to  his 
mother  with  his  troubles  rathei1  than  to  his  father.  Rogie  tells 
me  everything. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (venturing}.  I  dare  say  he  might  tell  me 
things  he  wouldn't  tell  you. 

(She  smiles  at  this.     It  is  very  probably  sarcasm.} 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  want  you  to  be  serious  just  now.  Why 
not  show  more  warmth  to  him,  John  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (with  an  unspoken  sigh}.  It  would  terrify 
him,  Ellen.  Two  men  show  warmth  to  each  other  ?  Shame, 
woman  ! 

1     toRS.  TORRANCE.     Two  men  !    (indignantly}.     John,  he  is 
only  nineteen. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (patting  her  hand}.     That 's  all.     Ellen,  it 
is  the  great  age  to  be  to-day,  nineteen. 
(EMMA  darts  in.} 
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EMMA.     Mother,  he  has  unlocked  the  door  !     He  is  taking 

a  last  look  at  himself  in  the  mirror  before  coming  down  ! 

(Having  made  the  great  announcement,  she  is  off  again.) 
MRS.  TORRANCE.     You  won't  be  sarcastic,  John  ? 
MR.  TORRANCE.      I  give  you  my  word — if  you  promise  not 

to  break  down. 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (rashly).      I  promise.      (She  hurries  to  the 

door  and  hack  again.}     John,  I  '11  contrive  to  leave  you  and  him 

alone  together  for  a  little. 

(MR.  TORRANCE  is  as  alarmed  as  if  the  judge  had  looked 
over  the  bench  and  asked  him  to  step  up.) 
MR.  TORRANCE.     For  God's  sake,  woman,  don't  do  that. 

Father  and  son  !     He  '11  bolt  ;  or  if  he  doesn't,  I  will. 

(EMMA  TORRANCE  throws  open  the  door  grandly,  and  we 
learn  what  all  the  to-do  is  about.) 
EMMA.     Allow  me  to  introduce  and  Lieutenant  Torrance 

of  the  Royal  Sussex.     Father — your  son  ;    2nd  Lieutenant 

Torrance — your  father.     Mother — your  little  Rogie. 

(ROGER,  in  uniform,  walks  in,  strut  g  up  for  the  occasion. 
Or  the  uniform  comes  forward  with  ROGER  inside  it.  He 
has  been  a  very  ordinary  nice  boy  up  to  now,  dull  at  his 
'  books  ' ;  by  an  effort  MR.  TORRANCE  had  sent  him  to  an 
obscure  boarding-school,  but  at  sixteen  it  was  evidert  that  an 
office  was  the  proper  place  for  ROGER.  Before  the  war 
broke  out  he  was  treasurer  of  the  local  lawn  tennis  club,  and 
his  golf  handicap  was  seven  ;  he  carried  his  little  bag  daily 
to  and  from  the  city,  and  his  highest  relaxation  was  giggling 
with  girls  or  about  them.  Socially  he  had  fallen  from  the 
standards  of  the  home  ;  even  now  that  he  is  in  his  uniform 
the  hasty  might  say  something  clever  about  '  temporary 
gentleman.'  But  there  are  great  ideas  buzzing  in  ROGER'S 
head,  which  would  never  have  been  there  save  for  the  war. 
At  present  he  is  chiefly  conscious  of  his  clothes.  His  mother 
embraces  him  with  cries  of  rapture,  while  MR.  TORRANCE 
surveys  him  quizzically  over  the  paper  ;  and  EMMA,  rushing 
to  the  piano,  which  is  of  such  an  old-fashioned  kind  thdt  it 
can  also  be  used  as  a  sideboard,  plays  *  See  the  Conqueri.  j 
Hero  Comes.9] 
ROGER  (in  an  agony).  Mater,  do  stop  that  chit  making  an 

ass  of  me. 
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(He  must  be  excused  for  his  '  mater. y  That  ivas  the  sort 
of  school  •  and  his  mother  is  rather  proud  of  the  phrase  ^ 
though  it  sometimes  makes  his  father  wince.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Emma,  please,  don't.  But  I  'm  sure  you 
deserve  the  words,  my  darling.  Doesn't  he,  John  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (missing  his  chance).  Hardly  yet,  you  know. 
Can't  be  exactly  a  conquering  hero  the  first  night  you  put  them 
on,  can  you,  Roger  ? 

ROGER  (hotly).     Did  I  say  I  was  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Oh,  John  !  Do  turn  round,  Rogie.  I 
never  did — 1I  never  did  !  * 

EMMA.      Isn't  he  a  pet  ! 

ROGER.     Shut  up,  Emma.  , 

MRS.  TORRANCK  (challenging  the  wo'rld).  Though  [  say  it 
who  shouldn't — -and,  yet,  why  shouldn't  I  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.      1  n  any  case  you  will — so  go  ahead, l  mater.' 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  knew  he  would  look  splendid  ;  but  I — 
of  course  I  couldn't  know  that  he  would  look  quite  so  splendid 
as  this.  '"  i 

ROGE&.  I  know  I  look  a  bally  ass.  That  is  why  I  was  such 
a  time  in  coming  down. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  We  thought  we  heard  you  upstairs  strutting 
about. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     John  !     Don't  mind  him,  Rogie. 

ROGER  (haughtily).      I  don't. 

MR.  TORRANCE.        Oh   ! 

ROGER.      But  I  wasn't  strutting.  i 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  That  dreadful  sword  !  No,  I  would 
prefer  you  not  to  draw  it,  dear — not  till  necessity  makes  you. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Come,  come,  Ellen  ;  that 's  rather  hard 
lines  on  the  boy.  If  he  isn't  to  draw  it  here,  where  is  he  to 
draw  it  ? 

EMMA  (with  pride).     At  the  Front,  father. 

MR. "TORRANCE.  I  thought  they  left  them  at  home  now- 
adays, Roger  ? 

RV>GER.     Yes,  mater  ;   you  sec,  they  are  a  bit  in  the  way. 

•MRS.  TORRANCE  (foolishly).  Not  when  you  have  got  used 
to  them. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     That  isn't  what  Roger  means. 
(His  son  glares.) 
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EMMA  (iuho,  though  she  has  not  formerly  thought  much  oj  ROGER, 
is  now  proud  to  trot  by  his  side  and  will  henceforth  count  the  salutes}. 
I  know  what  he  means.  If  you  carry  a  sword  the  snipers  know 
you  are  an  officer,  and  they  try  to  pick  you  off. 

•  MRS.  TORRANCE.  It 's  no  wonder  they  are  called  Elum,. 
Fancy  a  British  sniper  doing  that  !  Jiogcr,  you  will  be  very 
careful,  won't  you,  in  the  trenches  ? 

ROGER.     Honour  bright,  mater. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     Above  all,  don't  look  up. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  The  trenches  ought  to  be  so  deep  that  they 
can't  look  up. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.      What  a  good  idea,  John  ! 
tROGER.      He  's  making  game  of  you,  mater. 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (unnlffltd).  Is  he,  my  own  ? — very  likely. 
Now  about  the  question  of  provisions 

ROGER.  Oh,  lummy,  you  talk  as  if  I  was  going  off  to-night  ! 
I  mayn't  go^for  months  and  months. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  know — and,  of  course,  there  is  a  chance 
that  you  may  not  be  needed  at  all. 

ROGER  (poor  boy]^     ^lonc  of  that,  mater. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Tilery  is  something  I  want  to  ask  you, 
John — How  long  do  you  think  the  war  is  likely  to  last  ?  (Her 
JOHN  resumes  his  paper.}  Rogie,  I  know  you  will*  laugh  at 
file,  but  there  are  some  things  that  I  could  not  help  getting 
for  you. 

ROGER.  You  know,  you  have  knitted  enough  things  already 
to  fit  up  my  whole  platoon. 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (proud  almost  to  tears}.     His  platoon  ! 

EMMA.  .Have  you  noticed  how  line  all  the  words  in  -oon 
are  ?  Platoon  !  Dragoon  ! 

<•   MR.  TORRANCE.       SpittOOH. 

EMMA.  Colonel  is  good,  but  rather  papaish  ;  Major  is  nosey; 
Admiral  of  tl>c  Fleet  is  scrumptious,  but  Marcchal  dc  France 
— that  is  the  best  of  all. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  think  there  is  no  word  so  nice  as  2nd 
Lieutenant.  (Gulping)  Lot  of  little  boys. 

ROGER.      Mater  ! 

MRS.  TORRANCK.  •  I  mean,  just  think  of  their  cold  feet.  (She 
produces  many  parcels  and  displays  their  strange  contents.}  These 
are  for  nutting  inside  your  socks.  Those  are  for  outside  your 

2  A  2 
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socks.  I  am  lold  that  it  is  also  advisable  to  have  straw  in 
your  boots. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Have  you  got  Kim  some  straw  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  thought,  John,  he  could  get  it  there. 
But  if  you  think . 

ROGER.     He  's  making  fun  of  you  again,  mater. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  shouldn't  wonder.  Here  are  some 
overalls.  One  is  leather  and  one  fur,  and  this  one  is  waterproof. 
The  worst  of  it  is  that  they  are  from  different  shops,  and  each 
says  that  the  others  keep  the  damp  in,  or  draw  the  feet.  They 
have  such  6dd  names,  too.  Thele  are  new  names  for  every- 
thing nowadays.  Vests  are  called  cuirasses.  Are  you  laughing 
at  me,  Rogie  ?  , 

MR.  TORRANCE  (sharply).  If  he  is  hiughing,  he  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of 'himself., 

ROGER  (barking).     Who  was  laughing  ? 

MRS.  TORRANCE.       John  ! 

(EMMA  cuffs  her  father  playfully.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.  All  very  well,  Emma,  bijt  it 's  past  youi 
bedtim£.  "  , 

EMMA  (indignantly).  You  can't  expect  me  to  sleep  on  a 
night  like  this. 

MR.  TCRRANCE.     You  can  try. 

'MRS.  TORRANCE.     2nd  Lieutenant  !   2nd  Lieutenant  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE  (alarmed).  Ellen,  don't  break  down.  You 
promised. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  I  am  not  going  to  break  down  ;«  but — 
but  there  is  a  photograph  of  Rogic  when  he  was  very  small 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Go  to  bed  ! 

MRS.  TORRANCE.      I  happen — to  have  it  in  my  pocket 

ROGER.     Don't  bring  it  out,  mater.  •> 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  If  I  break  down,  John,  it  won't  be  owing 
to  the  picture  itself  so  much  as  because  of  whai  is  written  on 


(She  produces  it  dolefully.) 

iCiR.  TORRANCE.     Then  don't  look  at  the  back. 
*       (He  takes  it  from  her.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (not  very  hopeful  of  herself).  But  I  know 
what  is  written  on  the  back,  4  Roger  John  Torrance,  aged  two 
years  four  months,  and  thirty-three  pounds.' 


THE  NEW  WORD  747 

MR.  TOR'RANCE.  Correct.  (She  weeps  softly.)  There, 
there,  woman.  (He  signs  imploringly  to  EMMA.) 

EMMA  (kissing  him).  I  'm  going  to  by-by.  'Night,  mammy. 
'Night,  Rog.  (She  is  about  to  offer  him  her  cheek,  then  salutes 
instead,  and  rushes  off,  with  ROGER  in  pursuit.) 

MRS.  TORRANCK.      T  shall  leave  you  together,  John. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (half  liking  it,  but  nervous).  Do  you  think 
it  's  wise  ?  (IVith  a  groan]  You  know  what  I  am. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  Do  be  nice  to  him,  dear.  (ROGER'S 
return  finds  her  wry  artful  indeed.)  I  wonder  where  I  £ut 
my  glasses  ? 

ROGER.      I  '11  look  for  them. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  No,  I  remember  now.  They  arc  up- 
stairs in  such  a  funny  place  that  I  must  go  myself.  Do  you 
remember,  Rogie,  that  I  hoped  tkcrp  would  reject  you  on  account 
of  your  eyes  ? 

ROGER.      I  -suppose  you  couldn't  help  it. 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (beaming  on  her  husband).  Did  you  believe 
I  really  meant  it,1  John  i 

MR.  TORRANCE  (curious).      Did  you,  Roger  ? 

ROGER.     Of  course.     Didn't  you,  father  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.     No  !   I  knew  the  old  lady  better. 
(He  takes  her  hand.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE  (sweetly).  I  shouldn't  have  liked  it,  Rogie 
dear.  I  '11  tell  you  somethingt  You  know  your  brother 
Harry  died  when  he  was  seven.  To  you,  I  suppose,  it  is  as  if 
he  had  never  been.  You  were  barely  five. 

ROGER.     I  don't  remember  him,  mater. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  No  —  no.  But  I  do,  Rogie.  He  would 
be^twenty-one  now  j  but  though  you  and  Emma  grew  up  I 
have  always  gone  on  seeing  him  as  just  seven.  Always  till  the 
war  broke  out.  And  now  I  see  him  a  man  of  twenty-one, 
dressed  in  khalci,  fighting  for  his  country,  same  as  yoy.  1 
wouldn't  have  had  one  of  you  stay  at  home,  though  I  had  had 
a  dozen.  That  is,  if  it  is  the  noble  war  they  all  say  it  is.  I  Jm 
not  clever,  Rogie,  I  have  to  take  it  on  trust.  Surely 


wouldn't  deceive  mothers.     I  '11  get  my  glasses. 

(She  goes  awayl  leaving  the  father  and  son  somewhat  moved. 
It  is  MR.  TORRANCE  who  speaks  first,  gruffly.) 
MR.  T.ORRANCE.     Like  to  change  your  mtithcr,  Roger  ? 
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ROGER  (grujfly).     What  do  you  think  ? 

(Then  silence  falls.  These  two  arc  very  conscious  of  being 
together,  without  so  much  as  the  tick  of  a  clock  to  help  them. 
The  father  clings  to  his  cigar,  sticks  his  knife  into  it,  studies 
the  leaf,  tries  crossing  his  legs  another  way.  The  **on 
examines  the  pictures  on  the  walls  as  if  he  had  never  seen 
them  he/ore,  and  is  all  the  time  edging  toward  the  door. 
MR.  TORRANCK  wets  his  lips  ;  it  must  be  now  or  never.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.       Not  going,  Roger  ? 

ROGER  {counting  the  chairs).     Yes,  T  thought 

°MR.  TORRANCE.     Won't  you — sit  down  and — have  a  chat  r 
ROGER  (bowled  over).     A  what  ?     You  and  me  ! 
MR.  TORRANCE.      Why  not  :   (rather  truculently). 
ROGER.      Oh — oh,  all  right  (sitting  uncomfortably). 

(The  cigar  gets  several  nwe  stabs.) 

MR.   TORRANCE.      I   suppose  you  catch  an   early  train  to- 
morrow ? 

ROGER.      The  5.20.      I  have  flag-signalling  at  half-past  six^ 
MRL  TORRANCE.    "Phew  !     Hours  before  !•  shall  be  up. 

ROGER.        I  Suppose  SO.  • 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Well,  you  needn't  dwell  on  it,  Roger. 

ROGER    (indignantly).     I    didn't.     (He   starts   up.)     Good- 
night, father. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Good-night.      Damn.     Come  back.     My 
fault.      Didn't  I  say  I  wanted  to  have  a  chat  with  you  ? 

ROGER.      I  thought  we  had  had  it. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (gloomily).     No  such  luck.  * 

(There  is  another  pause.  A  frightened  ember  in  the  fire 
makes  an  appeal  to  some  one  to  say  something.  MR.  TOR- 
RANCE rises.  It  is  now  he  who  is  casting  eyes  at  the  door. 
He  sits  again,  asha?ned  of  himself .)  * 

MR.  TORRANCE  (pleasantly).      I  like  your  uniform,  Roger. 

ROGER  (wriggling).     Haven't  you  made  fun  of  me  enough  r 

MR.    TORRANCE   (sharply).      1  'm   not   making   fun   of  you, 
Don't  you  see  I  'm  trying  to  tell  you  that  I  'm  proud  of  you  ? 
(ROGER  is  at  last  aware  of  it,  with  dread.) 

ROGER.     Good  lord,  father,  you  arc  not  going  to  begin  now 
(The  father  restrains  himself.)         " 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Do  you  remember,  Roger,  my  saying  thtjl 
I  didn't  want  you  to  smoke  till  you  were  twenty  ? 
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ROGER.    *Oh,  it 's  that,  is  it  ?     (Shutting  his  mouth  tight) 
I  never  promised. 

MR.    TORRANCE    (almost '  with    a   shout).       It's    not    that. 
(Kindly)  Have  a  cigar,  my  boy  ? 
•ROGER.      Me  ? 

(A  rather  shaky  hand  passes  hipi  a  cigar-case.  ROGER 
selects  from  it  and  lights  up  nervously.  He  is  now  prepared 
for  the  worst.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Have  you  ever  wondered,  Roger,  what  sort 
of  a  fellow  I  am  ? 

ROGER  (guardedly).     Ofte'ft. 

(MR.  TORRANCE  casts  all  sense  of  decency  to  the  winds  ;  such 
is  one  of  the  effects  oj  war.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.      1  haVe  often  wondered  what  sort  of  fellow 
you  arc-,  Roger.     We  have  both  been  att  it  on  tihe  sly.      I. 
suppose  that  is  what  makes  a  father  and  son  so  uncomfortable 
in  each  other's  presence. 

(ROGER*  is  not  yet  prepared  to  meet  hi?n  half-wav,  but  he 
casts  a  fly.) 

ROGER.  Do  you  feel  the  creeps  when  you  are  left  alone 
with  me  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Mortally.  My  first  instinct  is  to  slip 
aWay. 

ROGER  (with  deep  feeling).     So  is  mine. 

MR,  TORRANCE.      You  don't  say  so  !  (with  such  surprise  that 
the  father  undoubtedly  goes  up  a  step  in  the  son's  estimation).      I 
always  fteem  to  know  what  you  are  thinking,  Roger. 
ROGER.      Do  you  ?     Same  here. 

MR.  TORR.ANCE.  As  a  consequence  it  is  better,  it  is  right,  it 
is  only  decent  that  you  and  1  bhould  be  very  chary  of  confidences 
wkh  each  other. 

ROUER  (relieved).      I  'm  dashed  glad  you  see  it  in  that  way. 
MR.  TORRANCE.     Oh,  (juite.      And  yet,  Roger,  if  you  had 
to  answer  this  question  on  oath,  fc  Whom  do  you  think  you  are 
most  like  in  this  world  ?  ' — 1  don't  mean  superficially,  but  deep 
down  in  your  vitals — what  would  you  say  ?      Your  motfter, 
your  uncle,  one  of  youi  fiirnds  on  the  golf  links  ? 
ROGER.     No. 

MR.  TORRANCE.        WllO  ? 

ROGER  (darkly).      You. 
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MR.  TORRANCE.       JuSt  how  I  feel. 

(There  is  such  true  sympathy  in  the  manly  avowal  tLat 
ROGER  cannot  but  be  brought  closer  to  his  father.) 

ROGER.     It 's  pretty  ghastly,  father. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  It  is.  I  don't  know  for  which  it,  is 
worse. 

(They  consider  each  other  without  bitterness.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.     You  arc  a  bit  of  a  wag  at  times,  Roger. 

ROGER.     You  soon  shut  me  up. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  I  have  heard  that  you  sparkle  more  freely 
in. my  absence.  i 

ROGER.     They  say  the  same  about  you. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  And  now  that  you  mention  it,  I  believe  it 
is  true  ;  and  yet,  isn't  it  a  bigger  satisfaction  to  you  to  catch'me 
relishing  y<our  jokes  than  any  other  person  ? 

ROGER  (his  eyes  opening  wid?)'.      How  did  you  know  that  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Because  I  am  so  bucked  if  I  see  you  relish- 
ing mine.  ,' 

ROGEk.  Are  yoi^  ?  (His  hold  on  the  certain  things  in  life  k 
slipping.)  You  don't  show  it.  * 

MR.  TORRANCE.    That  is  because  of  our  awkward  relationship. 

ROGER  (lapsing  into  gloom).      VVc  have  got  to  go  through 
with  it.  ( 
•  MR.  TORRANCE  (kicking  the  couls).     There  's  no  way  out. 

ROGER.       No. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  We  havd,  as  it  were,  signed  a  compact, 
Roger,  never  to  let  on  that  we  care  for  each  other.  ATgentle- 
men  we  must  stick  to  it. 

ROGER.     Yes.     What  arc  you  getting  at,  father  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.     There  is  a  war  on,  Roger. 

ROGER.     That  needn't  make  any  difference. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Yes,  it  does.  My  boy,  be  ready  ;  ,1  hate 
to  hit  you  without  warning.  I  'm  going  to  cas*t  a  grenade  into 
the  middle  of  you.  It 's  this,  I  'm  fond  of  you,  my  boy. 

ROGER  (squirming).     Father,  if  any  one  were  to  hear  you  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.     They  won't.     The  door  is  shut,  Amy  is 
gone  to  bed,  and  all  is  quiet  in  our  street.     Won't  you — won't 
you  say  something  civil  to  me  in  return,  l^oger  ? 
(ROGER  looks  at  him  and  away  from  him.) 

ROGER.     ]  sometimes — bragged  about  you  at  school. 
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MR.  TORRANCE  (absurdly  pleased).  Did  you  ?  What  sort 
of  things,  Roger  ? 

ROGER.     I — I  forget. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Come  on,  Roger. 

ROGER.     Is  this  fair,  father  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  No,  I  suppose  if  isn't.  (He  attacks  the 
coals  again.)  You  and  your  mother  have  lots  of  confidences, 
haven't  you  ? 

ROGER.     I  tell  her  a  good  deal.     Somehow 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Yes,  somehow  one  can.  (With  the  art- 
fulness that  comes  of  years)  l*'m  glad  you  tell  her  everything. 

ROGER  (looking  down  his  cigar).  Not  everything,  father. 
Inhere  are  things — about  oneself 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Ar&i't  there,  Roger  ! 

ROGER.     Best  not  to  tell  he/ . 

MR.  TORRANCK.  Yes — yes.  If  there  are  any  ot  them  you 
would  care  to  tell  me  instead — just  if  you  want  to,  mind — just 
if  you  me  in»a  hole  or  anything  ? 

ROGER  (stiffl$.     No,  thanks. 

MR.  TORRANCE.,,    Any  little  debts,  for  instance  ? 

ROGFR.     That  's  all  right  now.     Mother 

MR.  TORRANC:E.     She  did  ? 

ROGER  (ready  to  jump  tit  him).  I  was  willing  to  sprak  to  you 
about  them,  but 

MR.  TORRANCE.   She  said, '  Not  worth  while  bothering  father.' 

ROGER.      How  did  you  know  ? 

MR.*  TORRANCE.  Oh,  I  have  met  your  mother  before,  you 
see.  Nothing  else  ? 

ROGER.  ,  No. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Haven't  been  an  ass  about  a  girl  or  any- 
thing of  that  sort  ? 

R'boER.      Good  lord,  father  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.  I  shouldn't  have  said  it.  In  my  young 
days  we  sometimes It  's  all  different  now.  * 

ROGER.  I  don't  know.  I  could  tell  you  things  that  would 
surprise  you. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     No  !     Not  about  yourself? 

ROGER.     No.     At  least 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Just  as  you  like,  Roger. 

ROGER.      It  blew  over  long  ago. 
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MR.  TORRANCE.     Then  there  's  no  need  ? 
ROGER.     No — oh   no.     It  was  j^ust — you  know — the  old, 
old  story. 

(He  eyes  his  father  suspiciously,  but  not  a  muscle  in  MR. 
TORRANCE'S  countenance  is  out  of  place.)  • 

MR.  TORRANCE.  1  sec;.  It  hasn't — left  you  bitter  about  the 
sex,  Roger,  I  hope  ? 

ROGER.     Not  now.     She — you  know  what  women  arc. 

MR.  TORRANCE.        YeS,  yeS. 

ROGER.     You  needn't  mention  it  to  mother. 

N;R.  TORRANCE.  I  won't,  (tie  is  elated  to  share  a  secret 
with  ROGER  about  which  mother  is  not  to  know.)  Think  your 
mother  and  I  are  an  aged  pair,  Roger  ?  • 

ROGER.      I  never of  course  you  are  not  young. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  ,How  long  hjive  you  known  that  ?  I  mean, 
it 's  true — but  I  didn't  know  it'  till  quite  lately. 

ROGER.     That  you  're  old  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Hang  it,  Roger,  not  so  b&d  as  that — 
elderly.  This  will  stagger  you  ;  but  I,  assure;  you  that  until 
the  other  day  I  jogged  along  thinking  of  myy-lf  as  on  the  whole 
still  one  of  the  juveniles.  (He  makes  a  wry  face.)  I  crossed 
the  bridge,  Roger,  without  knowing  it. 

ROGER.*     What  made  you  know  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  What  makes  us  know  all  the  new  things  ? 
— the  war.  I  '11  tell  you  a  ^secret.  When  we  realised  in 
August  of  1914  that  myriads  of  us  were  to  be  needed,  my  first 
thought  wasn't  that  I  had  a  son,  but  that  I  must  get  fit  Inyself. 

ROGER.      You  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Funny,  isn't  it  ?  But,  as  I  •tell  you,  I 
didn't  know  I  had  ceased  to  be  young.  I  went  into  Regent's 
Park  and  tried  to  run  a  mile. 

ROGER.     Lummy,  you  might  have  killed  yourself. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  1  nearly  did — especially  as*  I  had  put  a 
weight*  on  my  shoulders  to  represent  my  kit.  I  kept  at  it 
for  a  week,  but  I  knew  the  game  was  up.  The  discovery  was 
pretty  grim. 

*-<?»tOGER.      Don't  you  bother  about  that  part  of  it.     You  are 
doing  your  share,  taking  care  of  mother  and1  Emma. 
(MR.  TORRANCE  emits  a  laugh  of  self-contempt.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.      I  am  not  taking  care  of  them.     It  is  you 
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who  arc  taking  care  of  them.  My  friend,  you  are  the  head  of 
the  house  now. 

ROGER.     Father  ! 

MR.  TORHANCE.  Yes,  we  have  come  back  to  hard  facts,  and 
th?  defender  of  the  house  is  the  head  of  it. 

ROGER.      Me  ?     Fudge. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  It 's  true.  The  thing  that  makes  me 
wince  most  is  that  some  of  my  contemporaries  have  managed 
to  squeeze  back  :  back  into  youth,  Roger,  though  I  guess  they 
were  a  pretty  tight  tit  in  the  turnstile.  'I "here  is  Coxon  ;  he 
is  in  khaki  now,  with  his  haiJ  dyed,  and  when  he  and  I  meefc  at 
the  club  we  know  that  we  belong  to  different  generations.  I  'm 
a  decent  old  fellow,  but  I  don't  really  count  any  more,  while 
Coxon,  lucky  dog,  is  beiifg  damned  daily  on  parade. 

ROGER.      I  hate  your  feeling  it  in  that  way,  father, 

MR.  TORRANCE.  1  doift  say  rit  is  a  palatable  draught,  but 
when  the  war  is  over  we  shall  all  shake  down  to  the  new  condi- 
tions. No  fear  of  my  being  sarcastic  to  you  then,  Roger.  I  '11 
ftave  to  be  jolly  respectful. 

ROGER.     Shut  uy,  father  ! 

MR.  TORRANCE.  You  've  begun,  you  see.  Don't  worry, 
Roger.  Any  rawness  1  might  feel  in  having  missed  the  chance 
of"5l»eing  whether  I  was  a  man — like  Coxon,  confoujid  him  ! 
-•—is  swallowed  up  in  the  pride  of  giving  the  chance  to  you. 

I  'm  in  a  shiver  about  you,  but It 's  all  true,  Roger,  what 

your  mother  said  about  2nd  Lieutenants.  Till  the  other  day 
we  were  so  little  of  a  military  nation  that  most  of  us  didn't  know 
there  were  2nd  Lieutenants.  And  now,  in  thousands  of  homes 
we  feel  thaj  there  is  nothing  else.  2nd  Lieutenant  !  It  is 
like  a  new  word  to  us — one,  I  dare  say,  of  many  that  the  war 
w;Jl  add  to  our  language.  We  have  taken  to  it,  Roger.  If  a 
son  of  mine  were  to  tarnish  it 

ROGER  (growling}.      I  '11  try  not  to. 

MR.  TORRANCF.  If  you  did,  I  should  just  know  thaJ  there 
had  been  something  wrong  about  me. 

ROGER  (gruffly).     You  're  all  right. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  If  I  am,  you  are.  (It  is  a  winning  fife 
that  MR.  TORRANCE  turns  on  his  son.)  I  suppose  you  have  been 
asking  yourself  of  late,  what  if  you  were  to  turn  out  to  be 
a  funk. ! 
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ROGER.     How  did  you  know  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  I  know  because  you  are  me.  because 
ever  since  there  was  talk 'of  this  commission  I  have  been  thinking 
and  thinking  what  were  you  thinking — so  as  to  help  you. 

(This  itself  is  a  help.     ROGER'S  hand — but  he  withdraws 
it  hurriedly.) 

ROGER  (ivistfully).  ^hey  all  seem  to  be  so  frightfully  brave, 
father. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     I  expect  that  the  best  of  them  had  the 
same  qualms  as  you  before  their  first  engagement. 
rROGER.  •    I — I  kind  of  think,  ftither,  that  I  won't  be  a  funk. 
MR.   TORRANCE.      I    kind   of  think  so   too,   Roger.     (MR. 
TORRANCE  forgets  himself.)     Mind  you  don't  be  rash,  my  b9y  ; 
and  for  God's  sake,  keep  your  head  d6wn  in  the  trenches. 

(ROPER  has  caught  him  out.     He  points  a  gay  finger  at  his 
anxious  father. )  * 

ROGER.     You  know  you  laughed  at  mother  for  saying  that  ! 
MR.  TORRANCE.     Did  I  ?     Your  mother  thinks  that  I  have 
an  unfoftunate  manner  with  you. 

ROG'iiR  (magnanimously).  Oh,  I  don't  know.  It 's  just  the 
father-and-son  complication. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  That  is  really  all  it  is.  But  she  thinks  I 
should  show  my  affection  for  you  more  openly. 

1  ROGER  (wriggling  again).  I  wouldn't  do  that.  Of  courtc 
for  this  once — -but  in  a  general  way  I  wouldn't  do  that.  We 
know,  you  and  I.  ' 

MR.  TORRANCE.  As  long  as  we  know,  it 's  no  one  else's 
affair,  is  it  ? 

ROGER.     That 's  the  ticket,  father. 

(It  is  to  be  feared  that   MR.   TORRANCE   is  now  taking 
advantage  of  his  superior  slyness.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Still,  before  your  mother — to  please «her — 
eh  ? 

RofeER  (faltering).      I  suppose  it  would. 
MR.  TORRANCR.     Well,  what  do  you  say  ? 
KOGER.      I  know  she  would  like  it. 

«MR.   TORRANCE.     Of  course  you   and    I    know  that  such 
display  is  all  bunkum — repellent  even  to  our  natures. 
'  "*  ROGER.      Lord,  yes  ! 
""{MR.  TORRANUE.      But  to  gratify  her  ? 
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ROGER.  ,  I  should  be  so  conscious. 

MR.  TORRANCE.       So  should  I. 

ROGER  (considering  it).    'How  far  Would  you  go  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Oh,  not  far.  Suppose  I  called  you  c  Old 
R,ogie  '  ?  There  's  not  much  in  that. 

ROGER.     It  all  depends  on  the  way  one  says  these  things. 

MR.  TORRANCE.      I  should  be  quite  casual. 

ROGER.     Hum.     What  would  you  like  me  to  call  you  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (severely).  It  isn't  what  would  /  like.  But 
I  dare  say  your  mother  would  beam  if  you  called  me  '  dear 
father.' 

ROGER.     I  don't  think  so. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  You  know  quite  well  that  you  think  so, 
Roger. 

ROGER.      It 's  so  effeminate. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Not  if  you  say  it  casually. 

ROGER  (with  something  very  like  a  snort).  How  docs  one  say 
a  thing  like  frat  casually  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Well,  for  instance,  ypu  could  whfctlc  while 
you  said  it — orlinythihg  of  that  sort. 

ROGER.      Hum/    Of  course  you — if  we  were  to — be  like 
that,  you  wouldn't  do  anything. 
-MR.  TORRANCE.      How  do  you  mean  ? 

ROGER.     You  wouldn't  paw  me  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (with  some  natural  indignation).  Roger  !  you 
forget  yourself.  (But  appateiitly  it  is  for  him  to  continue.) 
That  reminds  me  of  a  story  I  heard  the  other  day  of  a  French 
general.  He  had  asked  for  volunteers  from  his  airmen  for 
some  specially  dangerous  job — and  they  all  stepped  forward. 
Pretty  good  that.  Then  three  were  chosen  and  got  their 
orders  and  saluted,  and  were  starting  off  when  he  stopped  them. 
4  Since  when,'  he  said,  *  have  brave  boys  departing  to  the  post 
of  danger  omitted  to  embrace  their  father  r  '  They  did  it  then. 
Good  story  ? 

ROGER  (lowering).     They  were  French. 

MR.  TORRANCE.  Yes,  I  said  so.  Don't  you  think,  it  >? 
good  ? 

ROGER.     Why  dp  you  tell  it  to  me  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Because  it 's  a  good  story. 

ROGER  (sternly).     You  are  sure  that  there  is  no  other  reason  ? 
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(MR.  TORRANCE  tries  to  brazen  it  out,  but  he  looks  gwlty.)     You 
know,  father,  that  is  barred. 

(Just  because  he  knows  that  'he  has  been  playing  it  low, 

MR.  TORRA  NCE  snaps  angrily.) 
MR.  TORRANCE.     What  is  barred  ? 
ROGER.     You  know. 
MR.  TORRANCE  (shouting).     I  know  that  you  are  a  young  ass. 

ROGER.     Really,  father 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Hold  your  tongue. 

(ROGER  can  shout  also.) 

ROGER.  •  I  must  say,  father •- 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Be  quiet,  I  tell  you. 

(//  is  in  the  middle  of  this  competition  that  the  lady  who 

dotes  on  them  both  chooses  to  come  buck,  still  without  her 

spectacles.) 

MRS.  TORRANCE.  *  Oh  dear*!'    And  I  had  hoped Oh, 

John  ! 

(MR.  TORRANCE  would  like  to  kick  himself.)  » 

MR.  T6RRANCE.       T^Ly  fault. 

MRS.I-JTORRANCE.     But  whatever  is  the  matter  ? 

ROGER.     Nothing,  mater.     (The  war  is  'already  making  him 
quite  clever.}     Only  father  wouldn't  du  as  I  told  him. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     Why  the  dickens  should  I  ? 

(ROGER  is  imperturbable  ;   this  wi//  be  useful  hi  France.)  •• 

ROGFR.     You  see,  mater,  he  said  I   was  the  head  of  the 
house.  l 

^  MRS.  TORRANCE.     You,  Rogie  !     (She  goes  to  her  husband's 
side.)     What  nonsense  ! 

ROGER  (grinning).      Do  you  like  my  joke,  father  ? 

(The  father  smiles  upon  him  and  is  at  once  uproariously 
happy.     He  digs  his  boy  boldly  in  the  ribs.) 

MR.  TORRANCE.      Roger,  you  scoundrel  ! 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     That 's  better. 

RuttftR  (feeling  that  things  have  perhaps  gone  far  enough).      I 
think  I  '11  go  to  my  room  now.      You  will  come  up,  mater  ? 

MIS.    TORRANCE.      Yes,   dear.      I   shan't   be    five   minutes, 
fo^in. 

MR.  TORRANCE.     More  like  half  an  hour. 

MRS.   TORRANCE   (hesitating).     There  is  nothing  wrong,  is 
there  ?      I  thought  I  noticed  a — a 
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MR.  TOR!RANCE.  A  certain  liveliness,  my  dear.  No,  we 
were  only  having  a  good  tajk. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     What  about,  John  ? 

ROGER  (hurriedly}.     About  the  war. 

*MR.    TORRANCE.     About    tactics   and   strategy,    wasn't    it, 
Roger  ? 

ROGER.     Yes. 

MR.  TORRANCK.  Thf  fact  is,  Elk..,  *  have  been  helping 
Roger  to  take  his  first  trench,  (With  a  big  breath)  And  we 
took  it  too,  together,  didn't  we,  Roger  ? 

ROGER  (valiantly).     You  1bet. 

MR.  TORRANCE  (sighing).  Though  I  suppose  it  is  one  of 
those  trenches  that  the  enemy  retake  during  the  night. 

ROGER.     Oh,  I — I  don't  know,  father. 

MRS.  TORRANCE.     Whatever  are  you  two  talking  about  ? 

MR.  TORRANCE  (in  high  feather,  patting  her,  but  unable  to 
resist  a  slight  boast).  It  is  very  private.  We  don't  tell  you 
everything^  jfou  know,  Ellen. 

(She  beams,  thoygh  she  does  not  understand.) 

ROGER.  Come*  on,  mater,  it 's  only  his  beastly  sarcasm 
again.  .  'Night,  father  ;  I  won't  see  you  in  the  morning. 

MR.  TORRANCE.        'Night. 

(But  ROGER  has  not  gone  yet.     He  seems  to  be  looking  for 
something — a  book,  perhaps.     Then  he  begins  to  whistle — 
casually.) 
ROGER.     Good-night,  dear  father. 

*(MR.  JOHN  TORRANCE  is  left  alone,  rubbing  his  hands.) 
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OUT  of  the  darkness  conies  the  voice  of  a  woman  speaking  to 
her  dead  son. 

c  But  that  was  against  your  wish,  was  it  not  ?  Was  that 
against  your  wish  ?  Would  f|you  prefer  me  not  tc\  ask  that 
question  ? ' 

The  room  is  so  dark  that  we  cannot  see  her.  All  we  know 
is  that  she  is  one  of  four  Chapes  gathered  round  a  small  table. 
Beyond  the  darkness  is  a  great  ingle-nook,  in  which  is  seated  on 
a  settle  a  man  of  fifty.  Him  wev:^n  discern  fitfully  by  the  light 
of  the  fire.  It  is  not  sufficiently  bright  to  enable  him  to  read, 
but  an  evcning'paper  lies  on  his  knee.  He  is  paying  no  attention 
ta  the  party  found  the  table.  When  he  hears  their  vo:ices  it  is 
only  as  empty  sounds. 

The  mother  continues.  *  Perhaps  I  am  putting  the  question 
in  the  wrong  way.  Are  you 'not  able  to  tell  us  any  more  ? ' 

Amman's  voice  breaks  in.  '  There  was  a  distinct  movement 
that  time,  but  it  is  so  irregular.'  , 

*  I  thought  so,  but  please  don't  talk.  Do  you  want  to  tell 
us  more  ?  Is  it  that  you  can't  li*ar  me  distinctly  ?  He  seems 
to  want  to  tell  us  more,  but  something  prevents  him.' 

4  In  any  case,  Mrs.  Don,  it  is  extraordinary.  This  is  the 
first  seance  I  have  ever  taken  part  in,  but  I  must  believe  now.' 

4  Of  courst,  Major,  these  are  the  simplest  manifestations. 
They  are  only  the  first  step.  But  if  we  are  to  go  on,  the  less 
we  taljc  the  better.  Shall  we  go  on  ?  It  is  not  agitating  you 
too  much,  Laura  ? ' 

A  girl  answers.  '  There  was  a  moment  when  I — but  I^wish 
I  was  braver.  I  think  it  is  partly  the  darkness.  I  suppose  we 
can't  have  a  little  light  ? ' 

'  Certainly  we  can,  dear.  Darkness  is  quite  unnecessary, 
but  I  think  it  helps  one  to  concentrate.' 

The  Major  lights  a  lamp,  and  though  it  casts  shadows  we  see 
row  that  the  room  is  an  artist's  studio.  The  silent  figure  in  the 
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ingle-nook  is  the  artist.  Mrs.  Don  is  his  wife  ;  {he  two  men 
are  Major  Armitage  and  an  older  friend,  Mr.  Rogers.  The  girl 
is  Laura  Bell.  These  -four  are  sitting  round  the  table,  their 
hands  touching  :  they  are  endeavouring  to  commune  with  one 
who  has  *  crossed  the  gulf.'  f 

The  Major  and  Mr.  Rogers  are  but  passing  shadows  in  the 
play,  and  even  nice  Lailra  is  only  to  flit  across  its  few  pages  for 
a  moment  on  her  way  to  happier  things.  We  scarcely  notice 
those  three  in  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Don,  the  gracious,  the 
beautiful,  the  sympathetic,  whose  magnetic  force  and  charm  are 
such  that  we  wish  to  sit  at  her  feet  at  once.  She  is  intellectual,  but 
with  a  disarming  smile  ;  religious,  but  so  charitable  ;  masterful, 
and  yet  loved  of  all.  None  is  perfect,  and  there  must  be  a  flaw 
in  her  somewhere,  but  to  find  it  wouJd  necessitate  such  a  rum- 
mage among  her  many  adornments  as  there  is  now  no  time 
for.  Perfiaps  we  may  come,u|)on  it  accidentally  in  the  course 
of  the  play. 

She  is  younger  than  Mr.  Don,  who,  despite  4her  efforts  for 
many  years  to  cover  Jiis  deficiencies,  is  a  man  of  no  great  accouift 
in  a  household  where  the  bigger  personality  of 'his  wife  swallows 
him  like  an  Aaron's  rod.  Mr.  Don's  deficiencies  !  She  used 
to  try  very  hard,  or  fairly  hard,  to  conceal  them  froih  Dick  ; 
but  Dick  knew.  His  mother  was  his  chum.  All  the  Ic-.ely 
things  which  happened  in  that  house  in  the  days  when  Dick  w?s 
alive  were  between  him  and  her  ;  those  two  shut  the  door  softly 
on  old  Don,  always  anxious  rtot  to  hurt  his  feelings,  and  then 
ran  into  each  other's  arms.  , 

In  the  better  light  Mr.  Don  is  now  able  to  read  his  paper  if 
he  chooses.  If  he  has  forgotten  the  party  at  the  table,  they  have 
equally  forgotten  him. 

• 

MRS.  DON.  You  have  not  gone  away,  have  you  ?•  We 
must  be  patient.  Are  you  still  there  ? 

ROPERS.     I  think  I  felt  a  movement. 
f  MRS.  DON.     Don't  talk,  please.     Are  you  still  there  ? 

.     (The  table  moves.} 

Yes  !     It  is  your  mother  who  is  speaking  ;  do  you  understand 
that  ? 

(The  table  moves.) 
Yes.     What  shall  I  ask  him  now  ? 
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ROGERS.     We  leave  it  to  you,  Mrs.  Don. 
MRS.  DON/    Have  you  any  message  you  want  to  send  us  ? 
Yes.     Is  it  important  ?     Y?s,     Are  we  to  spell  it  out  in  the 
usual  way  ?     Yes.     Is  the  first  letter  of  the  first  word  A  ? 
IsitB? 

(She  continues  through  the  alphabet  to  L,  when  the  table 
responds.     Similarly  she  finds  that*the  second  letter  is  O.) 
Is   the   word    Love  ?      Yes.      But   I   don't   understand   that 
movement.     You  are  not  displeased  with  us,  are  you  ?     No. 
Does  the  second  word  begin  with  A  ? — with  B  ?     Yes. 

(The  second  word  is  spe/fr  out  Bade  and  the  third*  Me.) 

Love  Bade  Me If  it  is  a  quotation,  I  believe  'I  know 

it  !     Is  the  fourth  word  Welcome  ?     Yes. 
LAURA.     Love  Bade  M,e  Welcome. 

MRS.  DON.  That  movement  again  !  Don't  you  want  me 
to  go  on  ? 

LAURA.     Let  us  stop. 

MRS.  DON.  'Not  unless  he  wishes  it.  Why  are  those  words 
>o  important**?  Does  the  message  end  t4here  ?  Is  rrfiy  one 
working  against  you  ?  •  Some  one  antagonistic  ?  Yes. ,  Not 
oneofourselves,surdy?  No.  Is  it  any  one  we  know  ?  Yes. 
Can  1  ge\»  the  name  in  the  usual  way  ?  Yes.  Is  the  first  letter 

of  this  person's  name  A  ? — B  ? 

(It  proves  to  be  F..     One  begins  to  notice  a  quaint  peculiarity 
of  MRS.  DON'S.     She  is  so  accustomed  to  homuge  that  she 
expects  a  prompt  response  e^en  from  the  shades.) 
Is  the  second  letter  A  ? 
( The  table  moves.) 

FA.     Fa ? 

(She  is' suddenly  enlightened.) 
Is  t|ie  word  Father  ?     Yes. 

(They  all  turn  and  look  for  the  first  time  at  MR.  DON.     He 
has  heard,  and  rises  apologetically.) 

MR.  DON  (distressed).     I  had  no  intention Should  I 

go  away,  Grace  ? 

(She  answers  sweetly  without  a  trace  of  the  annoyance  tshe 
must  surely  feel.) 

MRS.  DON.     Perhaps  you  had  better,  Robert. 
ROGERS.      I  suppose  it  is  because  he  is  an  unbeliever  ?     He 
Is  not  openly  antagonistic,  is  he  ? 
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MRS.  DON  (sadly  enough}.     I  am  afraid  he  is. 

(They  tend  to  discuss  the  criminal  as  if  he  was  not  present.) 

MAJOR.     But  he  must  admit  that  we  do  get  messages. 

MRS.  DON  (reluctantly).  He  says  we  think  we  do.  He  says 
they  would  not  want  to  communicate  with  us  if  they  had  sjich 
trivial  things  to  say. 

ROGERS.  But  we  ar'e  only  on  the  threshold,  Don.  This  is 
just  a  beginning. 

LAURA.  Didn't  you  hear,  Mr.  Don — c  Love  Bade  Me 
Welcome '  ? 

MR.  DON.      Does  that  strike  yau  as  important,  Laura  ? 

LAURA.     He  said  it  was. 

MRS.  DON.  It  might  be  very  important  to  him,  though  we 
don't  understand  why.  * 

(She  speaks  gently ,  but  there  is  an  obstinacy  in  him,  despite 
his  'meekness.)  ^  ^ 

MR.  DON.  I  didn't  mean  to  be  antagonistic,  Grace.  I 
thought — I  wasn't  thinking  of  it  at  all. 

MRS.  eooN.  Not  thinking  of  Dick,  Robert  ?  And  it  wrfc 
only  fiw  months  ago  ! 

MR.  DON  (who  is  somehow,  without  meaning  it,  a/ways  in  the 
wrong).  I  '11  go. 

ROGERS.     A  boy  wouldn't  turn  his  father  out.     Ask  hi»,? 

MR.  DON  (forlornly).     As  to  that — as  to  that 

MRS.  DON.     I  shall  ask  him  if  you  wish  me  to,  Robert. 

MR.  DON.     No,  don't.          * 

ROGERS.      It  can't  worry  you  as  you  are  a  disbeliever 

MR.  DON.  No,  but — I  shouldn't  like  you  to  think  that  he 
sent  me  away. 

ROGERS.     He  won't.     Will  he,  Mrs.  Don  ? 

MR.  DON  (knowing  what  her  silence  implies).  You  ser,  D:ck 
and  I  were  not  very — no  quarrel  or  anything  of  that  sort-— but 
I — I  didn't  much  matter  to  Dick.  I  'm  too  old,  perhaps. 

MR&.  DON  (gently).  I  won't  ask  him,  Robert,  if  you  would 
prefer  me  not  to. 

MR.  DON.      I  '11  go. 

MRS.  DON.  I  'm  afraid  it  is  too  late  now.  (She  tttrns  away 
from  earthly  things.)  Do  you  want  me  to  break  off  ? 

(The  table  moves.) 
Yes.      Do  you  send  me  your  love,  Dick  ?      Yet.      And  to* 
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Laura  ?     Yfjs.     (She  raises  her  eyes  to   DON.  and  hesitates.) 
Shall  T  ask  him ? 

MR.  DON.       No,  DO,  dolf tJ 

ROGERS.     It  would  be  all  right,  Don. 
NR.  DON.      I  don't  know. 
(They  leave  the  table.} 

LAURA  (a  little  agitated).     May  I  go  to  my  room,  Mrs.  Don  ? 
I  feel  I — should  like  to  be  alone. 

MRS.   DON.     Yes,  yes,  Laura  dear.     I  shall  come  in  and 
see  you. 

(LAURA  bids  them  good-right  and  goes.     She  likes  MR.  DO^', 
she  strokes  his  hand  when  he  holds  it  out  to  her]  but  she 
^     can't  help  saying,  '  Oh,  Mr.  Don,  how  could  you  ?  9) 
ROGERS.      I  think  we  must  all  want  to  be  alone  after  such  an 
evening.      I  shall  say  good-night,  Mrs.  Don. 

MAJOR.     Same  here.      I  go  your  way,  Rogers,  but  you  will 
^nd  me  a  silent  companion.     One  doesn't  want  to  talk  ordinary 
:hings  to-night.     Rather  not.     Thanks,  awfully. 
n  ROGERS.     Good-night,  Don.      It 's  a  pity,  you  knovJ  ;  a  bit 
hard  on  your  wife.         * 

MR.  DON.      Goocf-night,  Rogers.     Good-night,  Major. 

( "the  husband  and  wife,  left  together,  have  not  much  to  say 
to  each  other.  He  is  depressed  If  cause  he  has  spoilt  things 
for  he*.  She  is*not  angry.  She  knows  that  he  can't  http 
being  as  he  is,  and  that  there  at e  fine  spaces  in  her  mind 
where  his  thoughts  can  nAtcr  walk  with  hers.  Rut  she 
^•*ould  forgive  him  seventy  times  seven  because  he  is  her 
husband.  8 he  is  standing  looking  at  a  case  of  fishing-rods 
against  the  wall.  There  is  a  Jock  Scott  still  sticking  in 
one  of  them.) 

MR.    DON   (as  if  somehow  they  ivoe  evidence  against  him). 
Dick'fe  fishing-rods. 

MRS.  DON  (Jirgivingly).      I  hope  you  don't  mind  my  keeping 
them  in  the  studio,  Robert.     They  are  sacred  things  to  me. 
MR.  DON.      That 's  all  right,  Grace. 
MRS.  DON.     J  think  I  shall  go  to  Laura  now. 
MR.  DON  (in  his  inexpressive  way).     Yes. 
MRS.  DON.     Poor/rhild  ! 
MR.  DON.      I  'm  afraid  I  hurt  her. 
MRS.  DON.     Dick  wouldn't  have  liked  it — but  Dick  \  gone. 
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(She  looks  a  little  wonderingly  nt  him.  After  all  these  years,  she 
can  sometimes  wonder  a  little  still.)  I  suppose  you  will  resume 
your  evening  paper  !  "  ' 

(He  answers  quietly ,  but  with  the  noble  doggedness  which  is 
the  reason  why  we  write  this  chapter  in  his  life.)         r 
MR.  DON.     Why  not,  Grace  ? 

(She  considers,  for  she  is  so  sure  that  she  must  know  the 
answer  better  than  he.) 

MRS.  DON.      I  suppose  it  is  just  that  a  son  is  so  much  more  to 
a  mother  than  to  a  father. 
«  MR.  DON.     I  dare  say.  * 

MRS.  DON  (a  little  gust  of  passion  shaking  her).  How  you  can 
read  about  the  war  nowadays  !  , 

MR.  DON  (firmly  to  her — he  has  hall  to  say  it  a  good  many  times 
to  himself^.  I  'm  not  going  to^  give  in.  (Apologetically)  1  am  so 
sorry  I  was  in  the  way,  Gra<?c.  I  wasn't  scouting  you,  or  any- 
thing of  that  sort.  It  is  just  that  I  can't  believe,  in  it. 

MRS.  DON.  Ah,  Robert,  you  would  believe  if  Pick  had  been 
to  you  {vhat  he  was  to  me. 

MR!  DON.      I  don't  know.  '      , 

MRS.  DON.  In  a  sense  you  m^y  be  glad  that  you  don't  miss 
him  in  the  way  I  do. 

MR.  PON.     Yes,  perhaps. 

MRS.  DON.     Good-night,  Robert. 

MR.  DON.     Good-night,  dear. 

(He  is  alone  now.  He  stands  fingering  the  fishing-rods, 
then  wanders  back  into  the  ingle-nook.  In  the  *,~oom  we 
could  scarcely  see  him,  for  it  has  gone  slowly  dark  there,  a 
grey  darkness,  as  if  the  lamp,  though  still  bunning,  was  be- 
coming unable  to  shed  light.  Through  the  greynrss  we  see 
him  very  well  beyond  it  in  the  glow  of  the  fire.  He  sifs  on 
the  settle  and  tries  to  read  his  paper.  He  fails.  He  is  a 
very  lonely  man. 

In  the  silence  something  happens.  A  well-remembered 
voice  says,  *  Father.*  MR.  DON  looks  into  the  greyness 
from  which  this  voice  comes,  and  he  sees  his  son.  We 
see  no  one,  but  we  are  to  understand  that,  to  MR.  DON, 
DICK  is  standing  there  in  his  habit  us  he  lived.  He  goes 
to  his  boy.) 
MR.  DON.  Dick  ! 
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DICK.     I  have  come  to  sit  with  you  for  a  bit,  father. 
(//  is  the  gayy  young^  careless  voice.) 

MR.  DON.     It 's  you,  Dich  5   it 's  yoii  ! 

DICK.  It 's  me  all  right,  father.  I  say,  don't  be  startled, 
or  apything  of  that  kind.  We  don't  like  that. 

MR.  DON.     My  boy  ! 

(Evidently  DICK  is  the  taller ^jor  MK.  DON  has  to  look  up  to 
him.  He  puts  his  hands  on  the  bofs  shoulders.} 

DICK.     How  am  I  looking,  father  ? 

MR.  DON.     You  haven't  altered,  Dick. 

DICK.  Rather  not.  It 's  jolly  to  see  the  old  studio  again,  ! 
(In  a  cajoling  voice)  I  say,  father,  don't  fuss.  Let  us1  be  our 
ordinary  selves,  won't  you  ? 

MR,  DON.  1  Ml  try,  I  'U  try.  You  didn't  say  you  had  come 
to  sit  with  me^  Dick  ?  Not  with  me  \ 

DICK.     Rather  ! 

MR.  DON.      But  your  mother 

DICK.     It  Xyou  I  want. 

MR.  DON.     Me  ? 

DICK.     We  can  only^come  to  one,  vou  see. 

MR.  DON.     Then  why  me  ? 

DICK.  *  That 's  the  reason.  (He  is  evidently  moving  about, 
looking  curiously  at  old  acquaintances.)  Hullo,  here  Y>  your  old 
jacket,  greasier  than  ever  ! 

MR.  DON.  Me  ?  But,  Dick,  it  is  as  if  you  had  forgotten. 
It  was  your  mother  who  was  everything  to  you.  It  can't  be 
you  if  you  have  forgotten  that.  I  used  to  feel  so  out  of  it  ; 
but,  of  course,  you  didn't  know. 

DICK.  I  didn't  know  it  till  now,  father  ;  but  heaps  of  things 
that  I  didn't  know  once  are  clear  to  me  now.  I  didn't  know 
than  you  were  the  one  who  would  miss  me  most  ;  but  I  know 
now.  ., 

(Though  the  voice  is  as  boyish  as  ever,  there  is  a  new  note  in 
it  of  which  his  father  is  awaj  e.  DICK  may  not  have  groivn 
much  wiser,  but  whatever  he  does  know  now  he  seems  to 
know  for  certain.) 

MR.  DON.     Me  miss  you  most  ?     Dick,  I  try  to  paint  Justus 
before.     I  go  to  the  c]ub.     Dick,  I  have  been  to  a  dinner-party. 
I  said  I  wouldn't  give  in. 
*  DICK.     We  like  that. 
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MR.  DON.      But,  my  boy — ' — 

(MR.  DON'S  arms  have  gone  out  to  him  again.  DICK  evi- 
dently wriggles  away  from  t\em.  He  speaks  coaxingly.) 

DICK.      I  say,  father,  let 's  get  away  from  that  sort  of  thing. 

MR.  DON.     That  is  so  like  you,  Dick  !      I  '11  do  anything 
you  ask. 

DICK.     Then  keep  !i  bright  face. 

MR.  DON.      1  Ve  tried  to. 

DICK.     Good  man  !      I  say,  put  on  your  old  greasy  ;    you 
are  looking  so  beastly  clean. 

(The  old  greasy  is  the  jacket,  and  MR.  DON  obediently  gets 
into  it.} 

MR.  DON.      Anything  you  like.     No,  that  \  the  wrong  sleeve. 
Thanks,  Dick. 

(They  are  in  the  ingle-nook  nmv,  and  the  mischievous  boy 
cat'ches  his  father  by  th(t  Moulders.) 

DICK.      Here,  let  me  shove  you  into  your  old  seat. 

(MR.  DON  is  propelled  on  to  the  settle.) 
How  'scthat,  umpire  ! 

MRf  DON  (smiling).      Dick,  that 's  juit  how  you  used  to  butt 
me  into  it  long  ago  !  * 

(DICK  is  probably  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  thucklinsr.} 

DICK.     When  I  was  a  kid. 

MR.  DON.     With  the  palettr  in  my  hund. 

DICK.      Or  sticking  to  your  trousers. 

MR.  DON.     The  mess  we  made  of  ourselves,  Dick  ! 

DICK.      1  sneaked  behind  the  settle  and  climbed  up  j.t. 

MR.  DON.      Till  you  fell  off. 

DICK.      On  top  of  you  and  the  palette. 

(It  is  good  fun  for  a  father  and  son  ;  and  the' crafty  boy  has 
succeeded  in  making  the  J  at  her  laugh.) 

MR.  DON  (sadly).      All,  Dick. 

(The  son  frowns.     He  is  not  going  to  stantj  any  nonsense.) 

Dif.K.      Now  then,  behave  !     What  did  I  say  about  that  face  ? 
•         (MR.  DON  smiles  at  oncey  obediently.) 
Tljat  's  better.      I  Ml  sit  here. 

(We  see  from  his  father's  face,  which  is  smiling  with 
difficulty,  that  DICK  has  plopped  int$  the  big  chair  on  the 
other  side  of  the  ingle-nook.  His  legs  are  probably  dangling 
over  one  of  its  arms.)  * 
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DICK  (rather  sharply).     Got  your  pipe  ? 

MR.  DON.  I  don't — I  don't  seem  to  care  to  smoke  nowadays, 
Dick.  y  ' 

DICK.  Rot  !  Just  because  I  am  dead.  You  that  pretend 
to  be  plucky  !  I  won't  have  it,  you  know.  You  get  your 
pipe,  and  look  slippy  about  it. 

MR.  DON  (obediently).  Yes,  Dick.  >  (He  fills  his  pipe  from  a 
jar  on  the  mantelshelf.  We  may  be  sure  that  DICK:  is  watching 
closely  to  see  that  he  lights  it  properly.) 

DICK.  Now,  then,  burn  your  thumb  with  the  match — you 
always  did,  you  know.  Thafc  's  the  style.  You  've  forgotten  to 
cock  your  head  to  the  side.  Not  so  bad.  That 's  you.  '  Like*it  ? 

MR.  DON.  It 's  rather  nice,  Dick.  Dick,  you  and  me  by 
the'  fire  I 

DICK.  Yes,  but  sit  still.  How  often  we  might  have  been 
like  this,  father,  and  weren't. 

MR.  DON.     Ah  ! 

DICK.     Face  !     How  is  Fido  ? 

MR.  DON.  '    Never  a  dog  missed  her  master  more. 

DICK  (frowning).  She  doesn't  want  to  go  and  siUon  my 
grave,  or  any  of  that  tosh,  does  she  ?  As  if  I  were  there  ! 

MR.  I?ON  (hastily).     No,  no  5  she  goes  ratting,  Dick. 

,r>icK.      Good  old  Fido  ! 

MR.  DON.  Dick,  here  's  a  good  one.  We  oughtn't  to  keep 
a  dog  at  all  because  we  are  on  rations  now  ;  but  what  do  you 
think  Fido  ate  yesterday  ? 

DICK,     Let  me  guess.     The  joint  ? 

MR.^  DON.  Almost  worse  than  that.  She  ate  all  the  cook's 
meat  tickets. 

(They  laugh  together.) 

DICK.     That  dog  will  be  the  death  of  inc. 

.,  (His  father  shivers  but  DICK  does  not  notice  this  ;  his  eyes 

have  drawn  him  to  the  fishing-rods.} 
Hullo! 

MR.  DON.      Yes,  those  are  your  old  fishing-rods. 

DICK.  Here 's  the  little  hickory  !  Do  you  remember, 
father,  how  I  got  the  seven-pounder  on  a  burn-trout  cast  ?  l^o, 
you  weren't  there.  §  That  was  a  day.  It  was  really  only  six 
and  three-quarters.  I  put  a  stone  in  its  mouth  the  second  time 
we  weighed  it  ! 
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MR.  DON.     You  loved  fishing,  Dick. 

DICK.  Didn't  I  ?  Why  weren't  you  oftener  with  me  ? 
I  '11  tell  you  a  funny  thing.  Whtfn  I  went  a-soldiering  I  used 
to  pray — just  standing  up,  you  know — that  I  shouldn't  lose  my 
right  arm,  because  it  would  be  so  awkward  for  casting.  [He 
cogitates  as  he  returns  to  the  ingle-nook.}  Somehow  I  never 
thought  I  should  be  killed.  Lots  of  fellows  thought  that  about 
themselves,  but  I  never  did.  It  was  quite  a  surprise  to  me. 

MR.  DON.     Oh,  Dick  ! 

DICK.  What 's  the  matter  ?  Oh,  I  forgot.  Face  !  (He 
is  .apparently  looking  down  at  his  father  wonderingly.)  Haven't 
you  got  over  it  yet,  father  ?  I  got  over  it  so  long  ago.  I  wish 
you  people  would  understand  what  a  little  thing  it  is. 

MR.  DON.     Tell  me^  Dick.  <  ' 

DICK.  r  All  right.  (He  is  in  the  chair  again.)  Mind,  I 
can't  tell  you  where  I  was  kilFed  j  it 's  against  the  regulations. 

MR.  DON.     I  know  where. 

DICK  (curiously).     You  got  a  wire,  I  suppose  ij, 

MR.  DON.     Yes.  € 

Dicy:.  There  's  always  a  wire  for*  officers,  even  for  2nd 
Lieutenants.  It 's  jolly  decent  of  them.  ' 

MR.  DON.  Tell  me,  Dick,  about  the — the  veil.  I  'hiean  the 
veil  that  is  drawn  between  the  living  and  the • 

DICK.     The  dead  ?     Funny  how  you  jib  at  that  word. 

MR.  DON.     I  suppose  the  veil  is  like  a  mist  ? 

DICK.  The  veil 's  a  rumnty  thing,  father.  Yes,  like  a  mist. 
But  when  one  has  been  at  the  Front  for  a  bit,  you  cajj't  think 
how  thin  the  veil  seems  to  get  ;  just  one  layer  of  it.  I  suppose 
it  seems  thin  to  you  out  there  because  one  step  takes  you  through 
it.  We  sometimes  mix  up  those  who  have  gone  'through  with 
those  who  haven't.  I  dare  say  if  I  were  to  go  back  to  my  old 
battalion  the  living  chaps  would  just  nod  to  me. 

MR.  DON.     My  boy  ! 

DKK.  Where  's  that  pipe  !  Death  ?  Well,  to  me,  before 
riiy  day  came,  it  was  like  some  part  of  the  line  I  had  heard  a 
lot. about  but  never  been  in.  I  mean,  never. been  in  to  stay, 
Because,  of  course,  one  often  popped  in  and  out. 

MR.  DON.     Dick,  the  day  that  you r 

DICK.  My  day  ?  I  don't  remember  being  hit,  you  know. 
I  don't  remember  anything  till  the  quietness  came.  When  yda 
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have  been  killed  it  suddenly  becomes  very  quiet ;  quieter  even 
than  you  have  ever  known  it  at  home.  Sunday  used  to  be  a 
pretty  quiet  day  at  my  tutorls,  when  Trotter  and  I  flattened  out 
on  the  first  shady  spot  up  the  river  ;  but  it  is  quieter  than  that. 
I  am  not  boring  you,  am  I  f 

MR.  DON.     Oh,  Dick  ! 

DICK.  When  I  came  to,  the  veil  was  so  thin  that  I  couldn't 
see  it  at  all ;  and  my  first  thought  was,  Which  side  of  it  have  I 
come  out  on  ?  The  living  ones  lying  on  the  ground  were 
asking  that  about  themselves,  too.  There  we  were,  all  sitting 
up  and  asking  whether  we  were  alive  or  dead  ;  and 'some  were 
one,  and  some  were  the  other.  Sort  of  fluke,  you  know. 

MR.  DON.     I — I 

DICK.  As  soon  as  each  had  found1  out  about  himself  he 
wondered  how  it  had  gone  with  his  chums.  I  halloo'd  to 
Johnny  Randall,  and  he  halloo'a  back  that  he  was  dead,  but  that 
Trotter  was  living.  That 's  the  way  of  it.  A  good  deal  of 
chaflr,  of  course.  By  that  time  the  veil  was  there,  and  getting 
thicker,  and  we  lined  up  on  our  right  sides.  Then  I  could 
only  see  the  living  one*{  in  shadow  and  hear  their  voices  from  a 
distance.  They  sang  out  to  us  for  a  while  ;  but  just  at  first, 
father,  i'c  was  rather  lonely  when  we  couldn't  hear  their  tread 
any  .longer.  What  are  you  fidgeting  about  ?  You,  needn't 
worry  5  that  didn't  lat^t  long  5  we  were  heaps  more  interested 
in  ourselves  than  in  them.  You  should  have  heard  the  gabbling ! 
It  was  all  so  frightfully  novel,  you  see  ;  and  no  one  quite  knew 
what  to,  do  next,  whether  all  to  start  off  together,  or  wait  for 
some  one  to  come  for  us.  I  say,  what  a  lot  I  'm  talking  ! 

MR.  DON.     What  happened,  Dick  ? 

DICK  (a  proud  ring  corning  into  the  voice).  Ockley  came  for 
us..  He  used  to  be  alive,  you  know — the  Ockley  who  was 
keepe?;  of  the  fives  in  my  first  half.  I  once  pointed  him  out 
to  mother.  I  was  jolly  glad  he  was  the  one  who  came  for  us. 
As  soon  as  I  saw  it  was  Ockley  I  knew  we  should  be  all 
right. 

MR.  DON.     I  like  that  Ockley. 

DICK.  Rather.  I  wish  I  could  remember  something  fun-*y 
to  tell  you,  though.  ,, There  are  lots  of  jokes,  but  I  am  such  a 
one  for  forgetting  them. 

(He  laughs  boisterously.     We  may  be  sure  that  h*  flings 
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back  his  head.     You  remember  how  DICK  used  to  fling  back 
his  head  when  he  laughed? — No, you  didn't  know  him.} 
Father,  do  you   remember  little  fl Wantage  who  was  at  my 
private  and  came  on  to  Ridley's  house  in  my  third  half  ?     His 
mother  was  the  one  you  called  Emily. 

MR.  DON.     Emily  Wantage's  boy  ? 

DICK.  That's  the 'card.  We  used  to  call  him  Jemima, 
because  he  and  his  mother  were  both  caught  crying  when  lock- 
up struck,  and  she  had  to  clear  out.  . 

MR.  DON.     She  was  very  fond  of  him. 
•  DICK.  •  Oh,  I  expect  no  end.  «  Tell  her  he  's  killed. 

MR.  DON.     She  knows. 

DICK.  She  had  got  a  wire.  That  isn't  the  joke,  though. 
You  see  he  got  into  a 'hopeless  muddle  about  which  side  of  the 
veil  he  had  come  out  on  ;  and  lie  went  off  with  the  other  ones, 
and  they  wouldn't  have  him,<ahd  he  got  lost  in  the  veil,  running 
up  and  down  it,  calling  to  us  ;  and  just  for  the  lark  we  didn't 
answer.  (He  chuckles]  I  expect  he  has  become  a  ghost  ! 
(With  Sudden  consideration]  Best  not  tell  his  mothe'rthat. 

'•(MR.  DON  rises y  wincing^  and  DIC£  also  is  at  once  on  his  feet , 
full  of  compunction.] 

Was  that  shabby  of  me  ?     Sorry,  father.     We  are  ^11  pretty 
young,  you  know,  and  we  can't  help  having  our  fun  still.* 
1    MR.  DON.     I  'm  glad  you  still  have  Jtour  fun.     Let  me  look 
at  you  again,  Dick.     There  is  such  a  serenity  about  you 
now.  Cl 

DICK.  Serenity — that 's  the  word  !  None  of  jis  could 
remember  what  the  word  was.  It 's  a  ripping  good  thing  to 
have.  I  should  be  awfully  bucked  if  you  would  have  it,  too. 

MR.  DON.     I  '11  try. 

DICK.  I  say,  how  my  tongue  runs  on  !  But,  after  3!!,  it 
was  my  show.  Now,  you  tell  me  some  things. 

MR.  DON.     What  about,  Dick  ?     The  war,  ? 

DtCK  (almost  in  a  shout].  No.  We  have  a  fine  for  speaking 
about  the  war.  And  you  know,  those  fellows  we  were  fighting 
—"I  forget  who  they  were  ? 

MR.  DON.     The  Germans. 

DICK.  Oh  yes.  Some  of  them  were  on  the  same  side  of 
the  veil  with  us,  and  they  were  rather  decent  \  so  we  chummed 
up  in  the  end  and  Ockley  took  us  all  away  together.  They 
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were  jolly  lu<;ky  in  getting  Ockley.  There  I  go  again  !  Come 
on,  it 's  your  turn.  Has  the  bathroom  tap  been  mended  yet  ? 

MR.  DON.  I  'm  afraid  is.  is — just  tied  up  with  that  string 
still,  Dick.  It  works  all  right. 

"SICK.     It  only  needs  two  screw-nails,  you  know. 

MR.  DON.     I  '11  see  to  it. 

DICK.  Do  you  know  whether  any  one  at  my  tutor's  got  his 
fives  choice  this  half  ? 

MR.  DON.     I  'm  sorry,  but 

DICK.     Or  who  is  the  captain  of  the  boats  ? 

MR.  DON.       No,  I 

DICK.  Whatever  have  you  been  doing  ?  (He  is  moving 
about  the  room.)  Hullo,  here  's  mother's  workbox  !  Is  mother 
all  right  ? 

MR  DON.     Very  sad  about  you,  Dick. 

DICK.  Oh,  I  say,  that  isri't  fair.  Why  doesn't  she  cheei 
up  ? 

MR.  DON.    -It  isn't  so  easy,  my  boy. 

DICK.     It 's  pretty  hard  lines  on  me,  you  know. 

MR.  DON.     How  is  that  ? 

DICK.  If  you  are  sad,  I  .have  to  be  sad.  That 's  how  we 
have  got  to  work  it  off.  You  can't  think  how  we  want  to  be 
brigiit. 

1  MR.  DON.  I  '11  always  remember  that,  and  I  '11  tell  yoar 
mother.  Ah,  but  she  won't  believe  me,  Dick  ;  you  will  have 
to  tell  her  yourself. 

DICK?     I  can't  do  that,  father.      I  can  only  come  to  one. 

MR.  DON.  She  should  have  been  the  one  ;  she  loved  you 
best,  Dick.  , 

DICK.  Oh,  I  don't  know  Do  you  ever  (with  a  slight 
hesitation]  see  Laura  now  ? 

MR:  DON.     She  is  staying  with  us  at  present. 

DICK.      Is  she  ?     I  think  I  should  like  to  see  her. 

MR.  DON.     If  Laura  were  to  see  you 

DICK.  Oh,  she  wouldn't  see  me.  She  is  not  dressed  in 
black,  is  she  ?  " 

MR.  DON.     No,  in  white. 

DICK.     Good  girl-*!      I  suppose  mother  is  in  black  ? 

MR.  DON.     Of  course,  Dick. 

DICK.     It 's  too  bad,  you  know. 
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MR.  DON.  You  weren't  exactly — engaged  to  Laura,  were 
you,  Dick  ?  (Apologetically)  I  never  rightly  knew. 

DICK  (confidentially).  Father,  B  sometimes  thought  of  it, 
but  it  rather  scared  me.  I  expect  that  is  about  how  it  was  with 
her,  too. 

MR.  DON.     She  is  very  broken  about  you  now. 

DICK  (irritated).     Oh,  hang  ! 

MR.  DON.     Would  you  like  her  to  forget  you,  Dick  ? 

DICK.  Rather  not.  But  she  might  help  a  fellow  a  bit. 
Hullo  ! 

„  (What  calls  forth  this  exclamation  is  the  little  table  at  which 
the  stance  had  taken  place.  The  four  chairs  are  still  stand- 
ing round  it,  as  if  they  were  guarding  something.) 

DICK.     Here  's  something  new,  father  ;   this  table. 

MR.  DO*}.     Yes,  it  is  usually  in  the  drawing-room. 

DICK.     Of  course.     I  remember. 

MR.  DON  (setting  his  teeth).  Does  that  table  suggest  anything 
to  you,  Dick  ?  , 

DICK.**  To  me  ?  ,.  Let  me  think.  Yes,  I  used  to*play  back- 
gammon on  it.  What  is  it  doing  here  ?' 

MR.  DON.     Your  mother  brought  it  in. 

DICK.     To  play  games  on  ?     Mother  ! 

MR.  DpN.     I  don't — know  that  it  was  a  game,  Dick. 
•DICK.     But  to  play  anything  !     I  >rrt' precious  glad  she  cap. 
do  that.     Was  Laura  playing  with  her  ? 

MR.  DON.     She  was  helping 'ner. 

DICK.  Good  for  Laura.  (He  is  looking  at  some  slips  tf paper 
on  the  table.)  Are  those  pieces  of  paper  used  in  the  game  ? 
There  is  writing  on  them  :  c  The  first  letter  is  H— the  second 
letter  is  A — the  third  letter  is  R.'  What  does  it  mean  ? 

MR.  DON.     Does  it  convey  no  meaning  to  you,  Dick  ? 

DICK.     To  me  ?     No  ;   why  should  it  ? 
(MR.  DON  is  enjoying  no  triumph.) 

^MRi'  DON.     Let  us  go  back  to  the  fire,  my  boy. 
(DICK  follows  him  into  the  ingle-nook.) 

DICK.  But  why  should  it  convey  a  meaning1  to  me  ?  I  was 
nerer  much  of  a  hand  at  indoor  games.  (Brightly)  I  bet  you 
Ockley  would  be  good  at  it.  (After  a  joyous  rumble)  Ockley's 
nickname  still  sticks  to  him  ! 

MR.  ,DON.     I  don't  think  I  know  it. 
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DICK.  He  was  a  frightful  swell,  you  know.  Keeper  of  the 
field,  and  played  at  Lord's  the  same  year.  I  suppose  it  did 
go  just  a  little  to  his  head. 

(They  are  back  in  their  old  seats  y  and  MR.  DON  leans  forward 
in  gleeful  anticipation.  Probably  DICK  is  leaning  forward 
in  the  same  way,  and  this  old  father  is  merely  copying  him.) 

MR.  DON.     What  did  you  nickname  him,  Dick  ? 

DICK.     It  was  his  fags  that  did  it  ! 

MR.  DON.  I  should  like  to  know  it.  I  say,  do  tell  me, 
Dick. 

DICK.     He  is  pretty  touchy  about  it  now,  you  know. 

MR.  DON.     I  won't  tell  any  one.     Come  on,  Dick. 

DICK.     His  fags  called  him  K.C.M.G. 

MR.  DON.     Meaning,  Dick  ? 

DICK.     Meaning  *  Kindly  Call  Me  God  ! ' 

(MR.  DON  flings  back  his  ne^d  ;  so  we  know  what  DICK  is 
doing.  They  are  a  hilarious  pair,  perhaps  too  noisy,  for 
suddenly  MR.  DON  looks  at  the  door,) 

MR.  DON.     I  think  I  heard  some  one,  Dick  ! 

DICK.     Perhaps  it 's  mother  ! 

MR.  DON  (nervously).     She  may  have  heard  the  row. 
(DICK'S  eyes  must  be  twinkling,) 

£ICK.      I  say,  father,  you  '11  catch  it  ! 

MR.  DON.     I  can't  believe,  Dick,  that  she  won't  see  you. 

DICK.     Only  one  may  see  me. 

MR.  DON.  You  will  speak  "to  her,  Dick.  Let  her  hear 
your  veice. 

DICK.  Only  one  may  hear  me.  I  could  make  her  the  one  ; 
but  it  would  mean  your  losing  me. 

MR.  DON.     I  can't  give  you  up,  Dick, 

(MRS.   DON  comes  in,  as  beautiful  as  ever,  but  a  little 
,  aggrieved.) 

MRS.  DON.    ,  I  called  to  you,  Robert. 

MR.  DON.     Yes,  I  thought — I  was  just  going  to „ 

(He  has  come  from  the  ingle-nook  to  meet  her-.  He  looks 
from  her  to  DICK,  whom  he  sees  so  clearly,  standing  nou, 
by  the  fire.  An  awe  falls  upon  MR.  DON.  He  says  her 
name,  meaning,  '  See,  Grace,  who  is  with  us.9 

Her  eyes  follow  his,  but  she  sees  nothing,  not  even  two 
arms  outstretched  to  her.) 
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MRS.  DON.     What  is  it,  Robert  ?     What  is  the  matter  ? 

(She  does  not  hear  a  voice  say  *  Mother.9) 
I  heard  you  laughing,  Robert ;   whiit  on  earth  at  ? 

(The  father  cannot  speak.) 

DICK  (in  a  mischievous  voice).     Now  you  Ve  in  a  hole,  fathqr  ! 
MRS.  DON.     Can  I  not  be  told,  Robert  ? 
DICK:     Something  in*  the  paper. 

(MR.  DON  lifts  the  paper  feebly,  and  his  wife  understands.) 
MRS.  DON.     Oh,  a  newspaper  joke  !     Please,  1  don't  want 
to  hear  it. 

WR.  DON.  Was  it  my  laughing  that  brought  you  back, 
Grace  ? 

MRS.  DON.  No,  that  would  only  have  made  me  shut  my 
door.  If  Dick  thoughtryou  could  laugh  !  (She  goes  to  the  little 
table.)  I  £ame  back  for  these  slips  of  paper.  (She  lifts  them  and 
presses  them  to  her  Ireast.)  TFHes^  precious  slips  of  paper  ! 

DICK  (forgetting  that  she  cannot  hear  him).  How  do  you  mean, 
mother  ?  Why  are  they  precious  ?  , 

(MR.  DON  forgtfs  also  and  looks  to  her  for  an  answer.) 
MRS.*T>ON.     What  is  it,  Robert  ? 
MR.  DON.      Didn't  you  hear — anything,  (jrace  ? 
MRS.  DON.     No.     Perhaps  Laura  was  calling  ;    I  'left  her 
on  the  st^ir. 

•MR.  DON.      I  wish  Laura  would  conic  back  and  say  good* 
night  to  me. 

MRS.  DON.      I  dare  say  she  Mil. 

MR.  DON.     And,  if  she  could  be — rather  brighter,  Ci/ace. 
MRS.  DON.     Robert  ! 
MR.  DON.     I  think  Dick  would  like  it. 
(Her  fine  eyes  reproach  him  mutely.) 

MRS.  DON.  Is  that  how  you  look  at  it,  Robert  ?  Very  w«cll, 
laugh  your  fill — if  you  can.  But  if  Dick  were  to  appear 

before  me  to-night 

•  (/»  his  distress  MR.  DON  cries  aloud  to  the  figure  by  the  fire.) 
'MR.  DON.     Dick,  if  you  can  appear  to  your  mother,  do  it. 
(There  is  a  pause  in  which  anything  may  happen ,  but  nothing 
happens.     Yes,  something  has  happened  :   DICK  has  stuck 
to  his  father.) 
MRS.  DON.     Really,  Robert  ! 

(Without  a  word  of  reproach,  she  goes  away.     Evidently 
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ww*j  to  his  father,  who  has  sunk  into  a  chair,  and 
puts  a  loving  hand  on  him.  MR.  DON  clasps  it  without 
looking  up.] 

DICK.  Father,  that  was  top-hole  of  you  !  Poor  mother, 
I  •  Jiould  have  liked  to  hug  her  ;  but  I  can't. 

MR.  DON.  You  should  have  gone  to  her,  Dick  ;  you 
shouldn't  have  minded  me. 

DICK.  Mother's  a  darling,  but  she  doesn't  need  me  as 
much  as  you  do. 

MR.  DON.     I  don't  know. 

DICK.  I  do.  I  'm  glad '  she  's  so  keen  about  that  game, 
though. 

(He  has  returned  to  the  ingle-nook  when  LAURA  comes  in, 
eager  to  make  amen'ds  to  DICK'S  father  if  she  hurt  him  when 
she  went  out.} 

LAURA  (softly).     I  have  cofne  to  say  good-night,  Mr.  Don. 
MR.  DON  (taking  both  her  hands).      It 's  nice  of  you,  Laura. 
DICK.      I  want  her  to  come  nearer  to  the  fire  ;    I  can't  see 
ner  very  well  there. 

(For  a  moment  MR.  DON  is  caught  out  again  ;  but  LAURA 
has  heard  nothing.) 

MR.  DON.  Your  hands  arc  cold,  Laura  ;  go  over  ^  t-Vip  fire. 
I  want  to  look  at  you. 

(She  sits  on  the  hearthstone  by  DICK'S/**/.) 
LAURA  (shyly).     Am  I  all  right  ? 

DICK.  You  're  awfully  pretty,  Laura.  You  are  even 
prettier  than  I  thought.  I  remember  I  used  to  think,  she  can't 
be  quite  as  pretty  as  I  think  her  ;  and  then  when  you  came  you 
were  just  a  Jittlc  prettier. 

LAURA  (who  has  been  warming  her  hands).  Why  don't  you 
say  anything  ? 

MK.  DON.      1  was  thinking  of  you  and  Dick,  Laura.      If 

Dick  had  lived,  do  you  think  that  you  and  he ? 

LAURA  (with  shining  eyes).  1  think — if  he  had  wahted  it 
very  much. 

MR.  DON.      1  expect  he  would,  my  dear. 

(There  is  an  odd  candour  about  DICK'S  contribution.) 
DICK.      I  think  sfl,  too,  but  I  never  was  quite  sure. 

LAURA  (who  is  trembling  a  little).     Mr.  Don 

MR.  DON.      Yes,  Laura  ? 

2  B2 
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LAURA.  I  think  there  is  something  wicked  about  me.  I 
sometimes  feel — quite  light-hearted—though  Dick  has  gone. 

MR.  DON.  Perhaps,  nowadays,  the  fruit  trees  have  that  sort 
of  shame  when  they  blossom,  Laura  ;  but  they  can't  help 
doing  it.  I  hope  you  are  yet  to  be  a  happy  woman,  a  happy 
wife.  m 

LAURA.     It  seems  so  heartless  to  Dick. 

DICK.     Not  a  bit ;  it 's  what  I  should  like. 

MR.  DON.     It 's  what  he  would  like,  Laura. 

DICK.     Do  you  remember,  Laura,  I  kissed  you  once.     It  was 
uncfer  a  lilac  in  the  Loudon  Woods.1"  I  am  afraid  you  were  angry. 
(His  sweetheart  has  risen,  tasting  something  bitter-sweet.) 

MR.  DON.     What  is  it,  Laura  ?  , 

LAURA.  Somehow — *I  don't  know  how — but,  for  a  moment 
.1  seemed  t<r  smell  IHac.  Dick  jvas  once — nice  to  me  under  a 

lilac.     Oh,  Mr.  Don f     * 

(She  goes  to  him  like  a  childy  and  he  soothes  find  pets  her. 
He%  takes  her  to  the  door.) 

MR.  DON.     Good-rfight,  my  dear. 

LAURA.     Good-night,  Mr.  Don. 

DICK.     Good-bye,  Laura.  « 

(MR.  DON  is  looking  so  glum  that  the  moment  they  are  alone 
DIOK  has  to  cry  warningly,  c  Face  !  *)  * 

Pretty  awful  things,  these  partings.     Father,  don't  feel  hurt? 
though  I  dodge  the  good-bye  business  when  I  leave  you. 

MR.  DON.     That 's  so  like  you,  Dick  ! 

DICK.     I  '11  have  to  go  soon. 

MR.  DON.     Oh,  Dick  !     Can't  you 

DICK.     There  's  something  I  want  not  to  miss,  j4ou  see. 

MR.  DON.     I  'm  glad  of  that. 

DICK.  I  'm  not  going  yet  ;  but  I  mean  that  when  I  do  I* '11 
just  slip  away.  • 

MR.  DON.     What  I  am  afraid  of  is  that  you  won't  come  back. 

$>ic£.     I  will — honest  Injun — if  you  keep  bright. 

MR.  DON.  But,  if  I  do  that,  Dick,  you  might  think  I  wasn't 
missing  you  so  much. 

B:CK.  We  know  better  than  that.  You  see,  if  you  're 
bright,  I  '11  get  a  good  mark  for  it.  "  - 

MR.  DON.     I  '11  be  bright. 

(RICK  pops  him  into  the  settle  again.) 
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DICK.     R.emember  your  pipe. 

MR.  DON.     Yes,  Dick. 

DICK.      Do  you  still  go  to  that  swimming-bath,  and  do  your 
dumb-bell  exercises  ? 

MR.  DON.     No,  I 

DICK.     You  must. 

MR.  DON.     All  right,  Dick,  I  will. 

DICK.     And  I  want  you  to  be  smarter  next  time.     Your 
hair  's  awful. 

MR.  DON.      I  '11^ get  it  cut. 

DICK.      Are  you  hard  at  Work  over  your  picture, of  thbse 
three  Graces  ? 

MR.   DON.     No,   I  put  that  away.      I  'in  just  doing  little 
things  nowadays.     1  can  *t 

DICK.     Look  here,  sonny,  you  Ve  got ,  to  go  en  with  it.  . 
You    don't   seem    to    know  'hovV    interested    I    am    in  your 
future. 

MR.  DON.  .  -Very  well,  Dick  ;    I  '11  bring  it  out  again. 

(He  hesitates.}     ^  ' 

Dick,  there  is  something  I  have  wanted  to  ask  you  "all  the 
time. 

(Some  fear  seems  to  come  info  the  boy^s  voice.) 

DICK.      Don't  ask  it,  father. 

1  MR.  DON.      I  shall  go  on  worrying  about  it  if  I  don't — but 
just  as  you  like,  Dick. 

DICK.      Go  ahead  ;   ask  me. 

MR.  ^ON.     It  is  this.     Would  you  rather  be — here — than 
there  ? 

DICK.     Not  always. 

MR.  DON.     What  is  the  great  difference,  Dick  ? 

I/ICK.     Well,  down  here  one  knows  he  has  risks  to  run. 

MR.  DON.     And  you  miss  that  ? 

DICK.     It  mast  be  rather  jolly. 

MR.  DON.     Did  you  know  that  was  what  I  was  to  ask1? 

DJCK.     Yes.     But,  remember,  I  'm  young  at  it. 

MR.  DON.     And  your  gaiety,  Dick  ;  is  it  all  real,  or  only  put 
on  to  help  me  ? 

DICK.     It 's — it 's  'half  and  half,  father.     Face  ! 

MR.  DON.     When  will  you  come  again,  Dick  ? 

DICK.     There  's  no  saying.     One  can't  always  get  through. 
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• 

They  keep  changing  the  password.     (His  voice  grows  troubled.) 
It  Js  awfully  difficult  to  get  the  password. 
MR.  DON.     What  was  'it  to-night  5 
DICK.     Love  Bade  Me  Welcome. 

(MR.  DON  rises  ;  he  stares  at  his  son.) 
MR.  DON.     How  did  you  get  it,  Dick  ? 
DICK."     I  'm  not  sure.'    (He  seems  to  go  closer  to  his  father,  as 
if  for  protection.)     There  are  lots  of  things  I  don't  understand 
yet. 

DON.     There  are  things  I  don't  understand  either.     Dick, 
did  iyou  efvdr  try  to  send  messages-*-from  there — to  us  ? 
DICK.     Me  ?     No. 
MR.  DON.     Or  get  messages  from  us  ? 
DICK.     No.     How  dould  we  ?       • 
MR.  DOIV     Is  th^re  anythingfin  it  ? 

(He  is  not  speaking  to  ftis  sbn.  He  goes  to  the  little  table 
and  looks  long  at  it.  Has  it  taken  on  a  sinister  aspect  ? 
Those  chairs,  are  they  guarding  a  secret  ?)  t 

Dick,  this  table — your  mother — how  could  they «- 

(He  turns  to  find  that  DICK  has  gone.) 
Dick  !     My  boy  !     Dick  !  f  f 

(The  well-remembered  voice  leaves  a  message  behind  it.) 
DICK.  „  Face ! 
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THE  Colonel  is  in  the  sitting-room  of  his  country  cottage, 
staring  through  the  open  windows  at  his  pretty  garden.  He  is  a 
/ery  old  man,  and  is  sometimes  bewildered  nowadays.  You 
must  understand  that  at  the  beginning  of  the  play  he  is  just 
seeing  visions  of  the  past.  No  real  people  come  to  him,  though 
tie  thinks  they  do.  He  calls  to  Dering,  the  gardener,  who  is  on 
i  ladder,  pruning.  Dering,  who  comes  to  him,Js  a  rough, 
capable  young  fellow  with  fingers  that  are  already  .becorfiing 
stumpy  because  he  so  often  uses  his  hands  instead  of  a  spade. 
This  is  a  sign  that  Dering  will  never  g£t  on  in  the  world.  His 
mind  is  in  the  same  condition  as  his  fingers,  working  back  to 
clods.  He  will  get  a  rise  of  9rie,and  sixpe/ice  in  a  year  or  twoy 
and  marry  on  it  and  become  duller  and  heavier  ;  and,  in  short, 

the  clever  orfes  could  already  write  his  epitaph. 
«» 

COLONEL.     A  beautiful  morning,  Der/ng, 

DERING.  Too,much  sun,  sir.  The  roses  be  complaining, 
and,  to  make  matters  worje,  Miss  Barbara  has  been  watering 
of  f  hem — in  the  heat  of  the  day. 

COLONEL.  Has  she  ?  She  means  well,  (But  that  is  not 
what  is  troubling  him.  He  approaches  the  subject  diffidently.) 
Dering,  you  heard  it,  didn't  yoy  ?  (He  is  longing  to  be  told  that 
DERING  heard  it.) 

DERING.     What  was  that,  sir  ? 

COLONEL.     The  thunderstorm — early  this  morning. 

DERING.  '  There  was  np  thunderstorm,  sir. 
^COLONEL  (dispirited).  That  is  what  they  all  say.  (He  is  too 
courteous  to  contradict  any  one>  but  he  tries  again  ;  there  is  about 
him  'the  insistence  of  one  who  knows  that  he  is  right.)  It  was  at 
four  o'clock.  '  I  got  up  and  looked  out  at  the  window.  The 
evening  primroses  were  very  beautiful. 

DERING  (equally  dogged).  I  don't  hold  much  with  evening 
primroses,  sir  ;  but  I  was  out  and  about  at  four  ;  there  was  no 
thunderstorm. 

(The  COLONEL  still  thinks  that  there  was  a  thunderstorm, 
but  he  wants  to  placate  DERING.) 
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COLONEL.  I  suppose  I  just  thought  there  was  one.  Perhaps 
it  was  some  thunderstorm  of  long  ago  that  I  heard.  They  do 
:ome  back,  you  know.  • 

DERING  (heavily).     Do  they,  sir  ? 

COLONEL.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  moving  about  in  the  garden, 
Dering,  with  everything  just  as  usual. 

(There  is  a  cautious  slyness  about  this,  as  if  the  COLONEL  was 
fishing  for  information ;  but  it  is  too  clever  for  DERING,  who 
is  going  with  a  '  Thank  you,  sir. '} 

Mb,  don't  go.     (The  old  man  lowers  his  voice  and  makes  a 
•onfession  reluctantly.}     I  am — a  lytle  troubled,  Dering. 

(DERING  knows  that  his  master  has  a  wandering  mind,  and 
he  answers  nicely.} 

DERING.     Everything  be  all  right,  $jr. 

COLONEL  (with  relief).  «I  *m  glad  of  that.  .  It  is  pleasant  to 
;ee  that  yo&  have  cdmc  back,  J>ei;ing.  Why  did  you  go  away 
or  such  a  long  time  ? 

DERING.  Me,  sir  ?  (He  is  a  little  aggrieved.*)  1  haven't 
lad  a  day*  off  since  Christmas. 

COLONEL.     Haven't  you  ?     I  thought* 

(The  COLONEL  tries  to  speak  casually,  bufithere  is  a  trembling 
eagerness  in  his  voice.)  * 

COLONEL.      Is  everything  just  as  usual,  Dering  ? 
DERiNd.     Yes,  sir.     There  never  w^-e  a  place  as  cnanges, 
ess  than  this. 

COLONEL.  That 's  true.  'Chank  you,  Dering,  for  saying 
:hat.  (But  next  moment  he  has  lowered  his  voice  again.)  leering, 
:here  is  nothing  wrong,  is  there  ?  Is  anything  happening  that 
T  am  not  being  told  about  ? 

DERING.     Not  that  I  know  of,  sir* 

COLONEL.  That  is  what  they  all  say,  but — 1  don't  knqjv. 
(He  stares  at  his  old  sword  which  is  hanging  on  the  wall.)  V^hcrc 
is  every  one  ? 

DERING.     They  're  all  about,  sir.     There  is  a  cricket  match 
:>n  ht  the  village  green. 
*  COLONEL.     Is  there  ? 

DERING.     If  the  wind  had  a  bit  of  south  in  it  you  could  hear 
thei?  voices.     You  were  a  bit  of  a  nailer  at  cricket  yourself,  sir. 
(The  COLONEL  sees  himself  standing  up  to  fast  ones.     He  is 
gleeful  over  his  reminiscences.) 
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COLONEL.  Ninety-nine  against  Mallowfield,  and  then  bowled 
off  my  pad£  Biggest  score  I  ever  made.  Mallowfield  wanted 
to  add  one  to  make  it  the  hundred,  but  I  wouldn't  let  them.  I 
was  pretty  good  at  steering  them  through  the  slips,  Dering  ! 
Do  you  remember  my  late  cut  ?  It  didn't  matter  where  point 
stood,  I  got  past  him.  You  used  to  stand  at  point,  Dering. 

DERING.  That  was  my  grandfather,  sir.  If  he  was  to  be 
believed,  he  used  to  snap  you  regular  at  point. 

(The  COLONEL  is  crestfallen,  but  he  has  a  disarming  smile.) 

COLONEL.  Did  he  ?  I  dare  say  he  did.  I  can't  play  now, 
but  I  like  to  watch  it  syll.  (He  becomes  troubled  again.) 
Dering,  there  's  no  cricket  on  the  green  to-day.  I  have  teen 
down  to  look.  I  don't  understand  it,  Dering.  When  I  got 
tlfcre  the  green  was  all  plotted  with  tbem.  But  as  I  watched 
them  they  begiyi  to  go  away,  onetand  two  at  a  time  ;  they 
weren't  given  out,  you  knc^v*  jhey  went*  as  if  thfy  had  beer/ 
called  away.  Some  of  the  little  shavers  stayed  on — and  then 
they  went  off,  as  if  they  had  bee.n  called  away , too.  The  stumps 
were  left  jying  about.  Why  is  it  ? 

DERING.  It*'s  jusfr  fancy,  sir.  I  saw  Blaster  Will  piling  his 
bat  yesterday. 

COLONEL  (avtdly).  Did*  you  ?  I  should  have  liked  to  see 
that.  I  have  often  oiled  their  bats  for  them.  Careless  lads, 
they  always  forget.  *Was  that  nice  German  boy  with  him  I 

DERING.  Mr.  Karl  ?  Not  far  off,  sir.  He  was  sitting  by 
the  bank  of  the  stream  playing  on  his  flute  ;  and  Miss  Barbara, 
she  ha§d  climbed  one  of  my  apple-trees — she  says  they  are  your 
trees.  (He  lowers.) 

COLONEL  (meekly).     They  are,  you  know,  Dering. 

DERfNG.  *  Yes,  sir,  in  sr  sense,  but  T  don't  like  any  of  you  to 
middle  with  them.  And  there  she  sat,  pelting  the  two  of  them 
witl\  green  apples. 

COLONEL.  t  How  like  her  !  (He  shakes  his  head  indulgently.) 
I  don't  know  how  we  are  to  make  a  demure  young  ladytof  her. 

DERING.  They  say  in  the  village,  sir,  that  Master  Will 
would  like  to  try. 

(To  the  COLONEL  this  is  wit  of  a  high  order.) 

COLONEL.  Ha  !  ha  !  he  is  just  a  colt  himself.  (Bui  the 
laughter  breaks  off.  He  seems  to  think  that  he  will  get  the  truth 
if  DERING  comes  closer.)^  Who  are  all  here  now,  Dering  ;  in 
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the  house,  I  mean  ?  I  sometimes  forget.  They  grow  old  so 
quickly.  They  go  out  at  one  door  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  and 
come  back  by  another,  tired  and  grey.  Haven't  you  noticed  it  ? 
DERING.  No,  sir.  The  only  visitors  staying  here  are  Miss 
Barbara  and  Mr.  Karl.  There  's  just  them  and  yourselves,  sir, 
you  and  the  mistress  and  Master  Will.  That 's  all. 

COLONEL.     Yes,  that  *s  all.     Who  is  the  soldier,  Dering  ? 
DERING.     Soldier,  sir  ?     There  is  no  soldier  here  except 
yourself. 

COLONEL.  Isn't  there  ?  There  was  a  nurse  with  him. 
Who  is  ill  I 

DERINC.     No  one,  sir.     There  7s  no  nurse.     (He  backs  away 
rom  the  old  man.}     Would  you  like  me  to  call  the  mistress,  sir  ? 
COLONEL.     No,  she  has  gone  down«to  the  village.     She  tflld 
me  why,  but  I  forget.     Miss  Barbara  is  with  her. 
DERING.  *  Miss  Barbara  is  4oVn  by  the  stream,  sir. 
COLONEL.     Is  she  ?     I  think  they  said  they  were  going  to  a 
wedding.     (With  an  old  man's  curiosity)  Who  is  bfeing  married 
to-day,  Dering  ? 

DERIVG.  I  have  heard  of  no  weddkig,  sii.  But  here  is 
Miss  Barbara. 

(//  is  perhaps  the  first  time  that  DERING  has  been* glad  to 
see  MISS  BARBARA,  who  romps  in,  a  merry  hoyden^  running 
over  with  animal  spirits.) 
COLONEL  (gaily).     Here  's  the  tomboy  ! 

(BARBARA  looks  suspiciously  from  one  to  the  other.) 
BARBARA.     Dering,  1  believe  you  are  complaining  fto  the 
Colonel  about  my  watering  the  flowers  at  the  wrong  time  of 
day. 

(The  COLONEL  thinks  she  is  iven  wittier  tfian  DERING, 
who  is  properly  abashed.) 

DERING.     I  did  just  mention  it,  miss.  § 

BARBARA.  You  horrid  !  (She  shakes  her  mop  of  hair  at  the 
gardener.)  Dear,  don't  mind  him.  And  every  time  he  says 
thefy  are  his  flowers  and  his  apples,  you  tell  me,  and  I  shall  say 
to  hi?  face  that  they  are  yours.  •  , 

COLONEL.     The  courage  of  those  young  things  ! 

(DERING'S  underlip  becomes  very  pronounced,  but  he  goes  off 
into  the  garden.  BARBARA  attempts  to  attend  to  the 
COLONEL'S  needs.) 
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BARBARA.  Let  me  make  you  comfy — the  way  granny 
does  it. 

(She  arranges  his  cushions  clumsily.) 

COLONEL.  That  is  not  quite  the  way  she  does  it.  Do  you 
cajl  her  granny,  Barbara  ? 

BARBARA.  She  asked  me  to — for  practice.  Don't  you 
remember  why  ? 

(Of  course  the  COLONEL  remembers.) 

COLONEL.      I  know  !      Billy  boy. 

BARBARA.  You  are  quick  to-day.  Now,  wait  till  I  get 
your  cane. 

COLONEL.      I  don't  neea  my  cane  while  I  'm  sittiifg. 

BARBARA.  You  look  so  beau'ful,  Sitting  holding  your  cane. 
(tihe  knocks  over  his  cushions.)  Oh  dea*  !  I  am  a  clumsy. 

COLONEL  (politely).  Not  at  all,  but  perhaps  if  I  were  to  do  it 
for  myself.  (He  makes  htMselfi  comfortable.)  Tliat  's  better.* 
Thank  you,  Barbara,  very  much. 

BARBARA.)  /  didn't  do  it.«  I  'm  all  thumbs.  What  a 
ghastly  ni*rse  I  should  make. 

COLONEL.  Nurse  f  (The  COLONEL'S  troubles  return  to  him.) 
Who  is  she,  BarbAra  ? 

BARBARA.     Who  is  who',  dear  ? 

troLONEL.     That  nurse  ? 

BARBARA.     There's  no  nurse  here. 

COLONEL.     Isn't  there  ? 

BARBARA  (feeling  that  she  k  of  less  use  than  ever  to-day). 
Where  is  granny  ? 

COLONEL.     She  has  gone  down  to  the  village  to  a  wedding. 

BARBARA.  There 's  no  wedding.  Who  could  be  being 
married  ? 

••COLONEL.      I  think  it 's  people  I  know,  but  I  can't  remember 
whathey  are.     I  thought  you  went  too,  Barbara. 

BARBARA.  .  Not  I.  Catch  me  missing  it  if  there  had  been 
a  wedding  ! 

COLONEL.      You  and  the  nurse. 

BARBARA.    •  Dear,  you  have  just  been  imagining  things  #gaii*. 
Shall  I  play  to  you,  or  sing  ?     (She  knocks  over  a  chair.)     Oh 
dear,  everything  cgtchcs  in  me.     Would  you  like  me  to  sing 
Robin  Adair,'  dear  ? 

COLONEL  (polite  y  but  firm).     No,  thank  you,  Barbara.     (For 
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a  few  moments  he  forgets  her  ;  his  mind  has  gone  wandering  again.) 
Barbara,  the  house  seems  so  empty.    Where  are  Billy  and  Karl  ? 

BARBARA.     Billy  is  where  Karl  if,  you  may  be  sure. 

COLONEL.     And  where  is  Karl  ? 

BARBARA.      He  is  where  Billy  boy  is,  you  may  be  sure. 

COLONEL.     And  where  are  they  both  ? 

BARBARA.  Not  far  from  where  Barbara  is,  you  bet.  (She 
flutters  to  the  window  and  waves  her  hand.)  Do  you  hear 
Karl's  flute  ?  They  have  been  down  all  the  morning  at  the 
pool  where  the  alder  is,  trying  to  catch  that  bull-trout. 

QOLONEL*.     They  didn't  get  him,  I  '11  swear  ! 

BARBARA.     You  can  ask  them. 

COLONEL.  I  spent  a  lot  of  my  youth  trying  to  get  that  bull- 
trout. I  tumbled  in  there  sixty  years«ago. 

BARBARA,  I  tumbled  Vn  sixty  minutes  agi)  !  ft  can't  be 
:he  same  trout,  dear,  *  *4 

COLONEL.     Same  old  rascal  ! 

(BILLY  dW-KARL  come  in* by  the  window,  leaving  a  fishing- 
roH  outside.     T^hey  are  gay,  careless,  attractive  youths.)     ' 

BARBARA  (with  her  nose  in  the  air).     You  muddy  things  ! 

COLONEL  (gaily  firing  his  dart).  4Did  you^et  the  bull-trout, 
Billyboy? 

BILLY.  t    He  's  a  brute  that. 

COLONEL.     He  is,  you  know. 

BILLY.  He  came  up  several  times  and  had  a  look  at  my  fly. 
Didn't  flick  it,  or  do  anything  &s  complimentary  as  that.  Just 
ywned  and  went  down.  r 

COLONEL.  Yawned,  did  he  ?  Used  to  wink  in  my  time. 
Did  you  and  Billy  fish  at  Heidelberg,  Kar\  ?  € 

KARL.     We  were  more  worth  ily"employed,  sir,  but  we  did 

unbend  at  times.     Billy,  do  you  remember (He  begins 

a  gay  dance.)  f 

BILLY.     Not  I.     (Then  he  joins  in.)  • 

BARBARA.     Young  gentlemen,  how  disgraceful  !     (She  joins 

«.; 

1   COCONEL.     Harum-scarums  !  '  • 

K^RL.      Does  he  know  about  you  two  ? 

BILLY.  He  often  forgets.  I  '11  tell  him  again.  Grand- 
father, Barbara  and  I  have  something  to  say  to  you.  It 's  this. 
(He  put$  his  arm  round  BARBARA.) 
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COLONEL  (smiling).  I  know — I  know.  There  's  nothing 
like  it.  I  'in  very  glad,  Barbara. 

BARBARA.  You  see,  d^ar,  I  've  loved  Billy  boy  since  the 
days  when  he  tried  to  catch  the  bull-trout  with  a  string  and  a 
b<?nt  pin,  and  I  held  on  to  his  pinafore  to  prevent  his  tumbling 
in.  We  used  to  play  at  school  at  marrying  and  giving  in 
marriage,  and  the  girl  who  was  my  bridegroom  had  always  to 
,  take  the  name  of  Billy.  *  Do  you,  woman,  take  this  man  Billy 
— - — '  the  clergyman  in  skirts  began,  and  before  I  could  answer 
diffidently,  some  other  girl  was  sure  to  shout,  *  I  should  rather 
think  she  does.' 

COLONEL  (in  high  good  humour).  Don't  forget 'the  ring, 
Billy.  You  know,  when  I  was  married  I  couldn't  find 
th'e  ring  ! 

KARL.     Were  you  married  here,»sir  ? 

COLONEL.     Yes,  at  the  vill^  church. 

BILLY.     So  were  my  father  and  mother. 

COLONEL  *%(as  his  eyes  wandosr  to  the  garden}.  I  remember 
•walking  ^afck  with  my  wife  and  bringing  her  in  herc  through 
the  window.  She  kissed  some  of  the  furniture. 

BILLY.      I  suppose  you  would  like  a  grander  affair,  mroara  ? 

BARBARA.     No,  just  the  same. 

*BILLY.      I  hoped  you  would  say  that. 

BARBARA.  But,  Billy,  I  'm  to  have  such  a  dfeam  qf  a 
wedding-gown.  Granny  is  going  with  me  to  London  to  choose 
it  (laying  her  head  on  the  COAONEL'S  shoulder)  if  you  can  do 
without  her  for  a  day,  dear. 

COLONEL  (gallantly).  I  shall  go  with  you.  I  couldn't  trust 
you  and  granny  to  choose  the  gown 

KAR'L.  'You  must  often  be  pretty  lonely,  sir,  when  we  are 
aJJ  out  and  about  enjoying  ourselves. 

CPLONEL.  They  all  say  that.  But  that  is  the  time  when 
I  'm  not  lonely,  Karl.  It 's  then  I  see  things  most  clearly — 
the  past,  I  suppose.  It  all  comes  crowding  back  to  me— India, 
the  Crimea,  India  again — and  it 's  so  real,  especially  the  people. 
They  come  a»d  talk  to  me.  I  seem  to  see  them  ;  I  don't  knoyv 
they  haven't  been  here,  Billy,  till  your  granny  tells  me*  after- 
'ards. 

BILLY.     Yes,  I  know.     I  wonder  where  granny  is. 

BARBARA.     It  isn't  «ften  she  leaves  you  for  so  long,  dear. 
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COLONEL.     She  told  me  she  had  to  go  out,  but  1  forget  where. 
Oh,  yes,  she  has  gone  down  to  the  village  to  a  wedding. 

BILLY.     A  wedding  ?  * 

BARBARA.     It 's  curious  how  he  harps  on  that. 

COLONEL.     She  said  to  me  to  listen  and  I  would  hear  tfce 
wedding-bells. 

BARBARA.     Not  to-day,  dear. 

BILLY.     Best  not  to  worry  him. 

BARBARA.     But  granny  says  we  should  try  to  make  things 
clear  to  him. 

BILLY.  Was  any  one  with  granny  when  she  said  she  was 
going  to  a  "wedding  ? 

COLONEL  (like  one  begging  her  to  admit  it).  You  were  there, 
Barbara.  •  r 

BARBARA.  No,  dear.  He  said  that  to  mo  before.  And 
something  about  a  nurse.  ' 

COLONEL  (obstinately).     She  was  there,  too. 

BILLY.     Any  one  else  ?  ' 

COLONE~.     There  was  that  soldier. 

BARBARA.     A  soldier  also  ! 

COLONEL.     Just  those  three. 

BILLY.  But  that  makes  four,  (iranny  and  Barbara' and  a 
nurse  and  a  soldier. 

COLONEL.     They  were  all  there  ;  but  tliere  were  only  three. 

BILLY.     Odd. 

BARBARA  (soothingly).  Never  mind,  dear.  Granny  will 
make  it  all  right.  She  is  the  one  for  you. 

COLONEL.     She  is  the  one  for  me. 

KARL.  If  there  had  been  a  wedding,  wouldn't  she  have 
taken  the  Colonel  with  her  ? 

BARBARA.     Of  course  she  would.  »/ 

KARL.  You  are  not  too  old  to  have  a  kind  eye  for  a 
wedding,  sir. 

COLONEL  (wagging  his  head).  Aha,  aha  !  You  know,  if 
I  haci  gone,  very  likely  I  should  have  kissed  the  bride.  Brides 
Ic  jk  so  pretty  on  their  wedding  day.  They  are  often  not  pretty 
at  other  times,  but  they  are  all  pretty  on  their  wedding  day. 

KARL.     You  have  an  eye  for  a  pretty  girl  sHH,  sir  I 

COLONEL.     Yes,  I  have  ;  yes,  I  have  ! 

BARBARA.     I  do  believe  I  see  it  all.     Granny  has  been  talking 
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to  you  about  Billy  boy  and  me,  and  you  haven't  been  able  to 
wait  ;  you  have  hurried  on  the  wedding  ! 
BILLY.     Bravo,  Barbara.,  you  *ve  got  it. 
COLONEL  (doubtfully).     That  may  be  it.     Because  I  am  sure 
you  were  to  be  there,  Barbara. 
BARBARA.     Our  wedding,  Billy  ! 
KARL.     It  doesn't  explain  those  oth*er  people,  though. 

(The  COLONEL  moves  about  in  agitation.) 
BARBARA.     What  is  it,  dear  ? 

COLONEL.     I  can't  quite  remember,  but  I  think  that  is  why 
she  didn't  take  me.      It  is  yaur  wedding,  Barbara,  but  I  don't 
think  Billy  boy  is  to  be  there,  my  love. 
BARBARA.     Not  at  my  wedding  ! 
BILLY.      Grandfather  \ 
COLONEL.     There  's  something  sad  about  it. 
BARBARA.     There  can't  be  anything  sad  about  a  wedding, 
dear.     Granny  didn't  say  it  was  a  sad  wedding,  did  she  ? 
COLONEL,  i  She  was  smiling. " 
BARBARA.'     Of  course  she  was. 

COLONEL.     But  I  think  that  was  only  to  please  the  Jiurse. 
BARBARA.     Thitt    nurse  t  again  !     Dear,    don't    think    any 
more  afcout  it,     There  's  no  wedding. 

CtoLONEL  (gently !,   though   he  wonders   why  they  can  go  on 
deceiving  him).     Is  thi*re  not  ? 

(The  village  wedding-bells  begin  to  ring.     The  COLONEL 
is  triumphant.) 
I  told  fou  !     There  is  a  wedding  ! 

(The  bells  ring  on  gaily.  BILLY  and  BARBARA  take  a  step 
nearer  to  each  other,  but  can  go  no  closer.  The  bells  ring 
ony  and  the  three  young  people  fade  from  the  scene. 

When  they  are  gone  and  he  is  alone,  the  COLONEL  still 
addresses  them. 

Soon  the  bells  stop.  He  knows  that  he  is  alone  now,  but 
he  does  not  understand  it.  The  sun  is  shining  brightly,  but 
he  sits  very  cold  in  his  chair.  He  shivers.  From  this 
point  to  the  end 'of  the  play  it  is  the  real  people  he.  sees 
as  they  are  now.  He  is  very  glad  to  see  his  wife  corying 
to  him  through  the  open  window.  She  is  a  dear  old  lady, 
and  is  dressed  brightly,  as  becomes  one  who  has  been  to  a 
wedding.  Her  face  beams  to  match  her  gown.  t  She  is 
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really  quite  a  happy  woman  again,  for  it  is  several  years 
since  any  deep  sorrow  struck  her  ;  and  that  is  a  long  time. 
No  one,  you  know,' under  stands  the  COLONEL  as  she  does, 
no  one  can  soothe  him  and  bring  him  out  of  his  imaginings 
us  she  can.     He  hastens  to  her.     He  is   no  longer  col/l. 
That  is  her  great  reward  for  all  she  does  for  him.) 
ELLEN*-  (tranquilly).     T  have  come  back,  John.      It  hasn't 
seemed  very  long,  has  it  ? 

COLONEL.     No,  not  long,  Ellen.     Had  you  a  nice  walk  ? 
(She  continues  to  smile,  but  she  is  watching  him  closely.} 
ELLEN.     'I  haven't  been  for  a  walk.      Don't  you  remember 
where  I  t&ld  you  I  was  going,  John  ? 
COLONEL.     Yes,  it  was  to  a  wedding. 

ELLEN  (rather  tremulously).  You«havcn't  forgotten  whose 
wedding,  have  you  ?  ^ 

COLONEL.     Tell  me,  Ellen.' 

-  (He  is  no  longer  troubled.     He  knows  that  KLLKN  will  tell 
him.)  .  '  .     , 

ELLENS     1  have  bepn  seeing  Barbara  married,  Johr?. 
COLONEL.     Yes,  it  was  Barbara's  wedding.     They  wouldn't 

Ellen,  why  wasn't  I  there  ? 

ELLEN  (like  one  telling  him  amusing  gossip).  I  thoug'nt  you 
might  be  a  little  troubled  if  you  went,  John.  Sometimes  ybur 
mind — not  often,  but  sometimes  if  you  a<e  agitated — and  then 
you  think  you  see — people  who  aren't  here  any  longer.  Oh 
dear,  oh  dear,  help  me  with  the^e  bonnet  strings. 

COLONEL.  Yes,  I  know.  I  'm  all  right  when  you  ar?  with 
me,  Ellen.  Funny,  isn't  it  ? 

(She  raises  her  shoulders  in  a  laugh.) , 

ELLEN.  It  is  funny,  John.  I  ran  back  to  you.  1  was 
thinking  of  you  all  the  time — even  more  than  of  Billy  boy.  - 

(The  COLONEL  is  very  gay.)  » 

COLONEL.  Tell  me  all  about  it,  Ellen.  Did 'Billy  boy  lose 
the  ring  ?  We  always  said  he  would  lose  the  ring. 

(She  looks  straight  into  his  eyes.) 

°   Ki.r,EN.     You  have  forgotten  again,'  John.  "  Barbara  isn' 
married  to  Billy  boy. 

(He  draws  himself  up.) 

COLONEL.     Not  marry  Billy  ?     I  '11  see  about  that  ! 
(S,he  presses  him  into  his  chair.)    N' 
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ELLEN.     Sit  down,  dear,  and  I  '11  tell  you  something  again. 
It  is  nothing  to  trouble  you,  because  your  soldiering  is  done, 
John  ;   and  greatly  done.  ,  My  dear,'  there  is  war  again,  and 
our  old  land  is  in  it.     Such  a  war  as  my  soldier  never  knew. 
(He  rises.     He  is  a  stern  old  man.} 

COLONEL.  A  war  !  That 's  it,  is  it  ?  So  now  I  know  ! 
Why  wasn't  I  told  ?  I  'm  not  too  old'yet. 

ELLEN.  Yes,  John,  you  are  too  old,  and  all  you  can  do  now 
is  to  sit  here  and — and  take  care  of  me.  You  knew  all  about 
it  quite  clearly  this  morning.  We  stood  together  upstairs  by 
the  window  listening  to  the  aircraft  guns. 

COLONEL.  I  remember  !  I  thought  it  was  a  'thunder- 
storm. Bering  told  me  he  heard  nothing. 

ELLEN.     Bering  ? 

COLONEL.     Cur  garu__,  vou  know.     (His  vgice  become 
husky.}     Haven't  I  been  talking  with  him, 'Ellen  ? 

ELLEN.     It  is  a  long  time  since  we  had  a  gardener,  Johti. 

COLONIJL.^  Is  it  ?  So  it  is  !'  A  war  !  That  is  why  there 
?s  no  morej  cricket  on  the  green. 

ELLEN.     They  hav6  all  gone  to  the  war,  John. 

COLONEL.  Th<lt  's»  it  ;  t  even  the  little  shavers.  (He 
whispers)  Why  isn't  Billy  boy  fighting,  Ellen  ? 

tfLLEN.     Oh,  John  ! 

COLONEL.  Is  Billyboy  dead  ?  (She  nods.)  Was  he  killed 
in  action  ?  Tell  me,  tell  me  !  (She  nods  again.)  Good  for 
Billy  boy.  I  knew  Billy  boy  Was  all  right.  Don't  cry,  Ellen. 
I  '11  take  care  of  you.  All 's  well  with  Billy  boy. 

ELLEN.     Yes,  I  know,  John. 

(He  hesitates  bffore  speaking  again.} 

3LONEL.     Ellen,  who  is  the  soldier  ?     He  comes  here.     He 
captain. 

LLEN.     He  is  a  very  gallant  man,  John.     It  is  he  who  was 
ried  to  Barbara  to-day. 

COLONEL  (bitterly}.     She  has  soon  forgotten. 

ELLEN  (shaking  her  brave  head}.  She  hasn't  forgotten,  dear. 
And  it 's  nearly  three  Jrears  now  since  Billy  died. 

COLONEL.     So  long  !     We  have  a  medal  he  got,  haven't  jye  ? 

ELLEN.     No,  John  ;  he  died  before  he  could  win  any  medals. 

COLONEL.  Karl  will  be  sorry.  They  were  very  fond  of 
each  other,  those  two  bcfys,  Ellen. 
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• 

ELLEN.  Karl  fought  against  us,  dear.  He  (Jied  in  the 
same  engagement.  They  may  even  have  killed  each  other. 

COLONEL.     They  hadn't  known,  Ellen. 

ELLEN  (with  thin  lips).     I  dare  say  they  knew. 

COLONEL.     Billy  boy  and  Karl  ! 
(She  tells  him  some  more  gossip.) 

ELLEN".  John,  I  had  Barbara  married  from  here  because  she 
has  no  people  of  her  own.  I  think  Billy  would  have  liked  it. 

COLONEL.  That  was  the  thing  to  do,  Ellen.  Nice  of  you. 
I  remember  everything  now.  It 's  Dering  she  has  married. 
He  ?vas  once  my  gardener  !  * 

ELLEN.  The  world  is  all  being  re-made,  dear.  He  is 
worthy  of  her. 

(He  lets  this  pass:1    He  has  remembered  something  almost 
as  surprising?)  '        f 

COLONEL.     Ellen,  is  Barbara  a  iiurse  ? 

ELLEN.  Yes,  John,  and  one  of  the  staidest  and  most  serene. 
Who  would  have  thought  it  of  the  merry  madcap  (/other  days  ! 
They  are  coming  he?e,  John,  to  say  good-bye  to  you.  The]/ 
have  onty  a  few  days'  leave.  She  is  in  Prance,' too,  you  know. 
She  was  married  in  her  nurse's  uniform. 

COLONEL.  Was  she  ?  She  told  me  to-day  that— no,  it 
couldn't  have  been  to-day.  '• 

ELLEN.  You  have  been  fancying  yotf  saw  them,  I  suppose^ 
(She  grows  tremulous  again.)  You  will  be  nice  to  them,  John, 
won't  you,  and  wish  them  luck  ?  They  have  their  trials  before 
th^m.  c 

COLONEL  (eagerly).     Tell  me  what  to  do,  Ellen. 

ELLEN.     Don't  say  anything  about  Billy  boy,  Jo}m. 

COLONEL.     No  no,  let 's  pretend.' 

ELLEN.  And  I  wouldn't  talk  about  the  garden,  John  ;  just 
in  case  he  is  a  little  touchy  about  that. 

COLONEL  (beginning  to  fancy  himself  as  a  tactician).  Not  a 
word  t 

ELLEN  (who  knows  what  is  the  best  way  to  put  him  on  his 
'mettk).  You  see,  I  'm  sure  I  should  make  a  miss  of  it,  so  I  'm 
trussing  to  you,  John. 

COLONEL  (very  pleased).  Leave  it  all  to- me,  Ellen.  I  '11  be 
frightfully  sly.  You  just  watch  me. 

(She  goes  to  the  window  and  calls  to  the  married  couple. 
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CAPTAIN  BERING,  in  khaki,  is  a  fine  soldierly  figure. 
BARBARA,  in  her  Red  Cross  uniform,  z'r  quiet  and  resourceful. 
An  artful  old  boy  greets  them.} 

COLONEL.  Congratulations,  Barbara.  No,  no,  none  of 
yo'jr  handshaking  5  you  don't  get  past  an  old  soldier  in  that 
way.  Excuse  me,  young  man.  (He  kisses  BARBARA  and  looks 
at  his  wife  to  make  sure  that  she  is  adjniring  him.)  Anil  to  you, 
Captain  Dering — you  have  won  a  prize. 

DERING  (a  gallant  gentleman}.  I  know  it ;  I  '11  try  to  show 
I  know  it. 

COLONEL  (perturbed).     I  haven't  given  Barbara  a  wedding 

present,  Ellen.     I  should  like 

BARBARA.  Indeed  you  have,  dear,  and  a  lovely  one.  You 
haven't  forgotten  ? 

(Granny  signs  to  the  COLONEL  and  he  immediately  says, 
with  remarkable  cunning :}  ' 

COLONEL.  %  Oh — that  !  I  was  just  quizzing  you,  Barbara. 
I  hope  you  nail  be  as  happy,  dear,  staid  Barbara,  as  if  you  had 
married — v^- 

(He  sees  that  he' has  nearly  given  away  the  snuatltm.  He 
looks  triumphantly  at  granny  as  much  as  to  say,  *  Observe 
me  ;  1  ym  not  going  to  say  a  word  about  him'  Granny 
comes  to  his  aid.} 

LLEN.     Perhaps  Captain  Dering  has  some  little  tilings*  to 
do  :  and  you,  too,  Barbara.     They  are  leaving  in  an  hour,  John. 

(For  a  moment  the  COLOJ/EL  is  again  in  danger.} 
COLDNEL.     If  you   would  like   to   take   Barbara  into  the 

garden,  Captain  Dering (He  recovers  himself  instantly.} 

No,  not  thev  garden,  you  wouldn't  know  your  way  about  in  the 
garden. 

DERING  (smiling).     Wouldn't  I,  Colonel  ? 
COLONEL.     No,  certainly  not.      I  '11  show  it  you  some  day. 
(He  makes  gleeful  signs  to  granny.}     But  there  is  a  nice  meadow 
just  fieyond  the  shrubbery.     Barbara  knows  the  way  ;    she 

often  went  there  with (He  checks  himself.     Granny  signs 

to  them  to  go,  'and  BARBARA  kisses  both  the  COLONEL'S  hands.} 
The  Captain  will  be  jealous,  you  know  ! 

BARBARA.     Let  lie,  dear  (arranging  his  cushions  professionally.) 
ELLEN.     She  is  much  better  at  it  than  I  am  now,  John. 
(The  COLONEL  hal  one  last  piece  of  advice  to  give.) 
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COLONEL.  I  wouldn't  go  down  by  the  strcam>  Barbara — 
not  to  the  pool  where  the  alder  is.  There  's — there  's  not  a 
good  view  there,  sir  ;  and  a  boy— a  boy  I  knew,  he  often — 
nobody  in  particular — just  a  boy  who  used  to  come  about  the 
house — he  is  not  here  now — he  is  on  duty.  I  don't  think  y*>u 
should  go  to  the  alder  pool,  Barbara. 

BARBARA.     We  won't  go  there,  dear. 

(She  and  her  husband  go  out,  and  the  COLONEL  scarcely 
misses  them,  he  is  so  eager  to  hear  what  his  wife  thinks  of 
him.) 

COLONEL.*     Did  1  do  all  right,  Ellen  ? 

ELLEN.     Splendidly.      I  was  proud  of  you. 

COLONEL.  I  put  them  completely  off  the  scent  !  They 
haven't  a  notion  !  I  dan  be  very  sfy,  you  know,  at  times. 
Ellen,  I  thi*/ik  I  shquld  lilce  to  ^ave  that  aldef  tree  cut  down. 
There  is  no  boy  now,  you  see. 1  '• 

ELLEN.  I  would  leave  it  alone,  John.  There,  will  be  boys 
again.  Shall  I  reUd  to  you  ;  you  like  that,  don't  you,? 

COLONEL.  Yes,  rcad  to  me — something  tfunnj:,  if  you 
please.  *  About  Sam  Weller  !  No,  I  expect  Sam  has  gone  to 
the  wars.  Read  about  Mr.  Pickwfick.  '  He  is  very  amusing. 
I  feel  sure  that  if  he  had  tried  to  catch  the  bull-trout  he  would 
have  fallen  in.  Just  as  Barbara  did  this  morning.  * 

ELLEN.     Barbara  ?  ' 

COLONEL.  She  is  down  at  the  alder  pool.  Billy  is  there  with 
that  nice  German  boy.  The  noise  they  make,  shouting  and 
laughing  !  * 

(She  gets  from  its  shelf  the  best  book  for  war-time.) 

ELLEN.     Which  bit  shall  I  read  ?  , 

COLONEL.  About  Mr.  Pickwick  going  into  the  Jady's  bed- 
room by  mistake.  •» 

ELLEN.  Yes,  dear,  though  you  almost  know  it  by  heart. 
You  see,  you  have  begun  to  laugh  already.  < 

COLONEL.     You  are  laughing  too,  Ellen.     I  can't  help  it  ! 
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THREE  nice  old  ladies  and  a  criminal,  who  is  even  nicer,  arc 
discussing  the  war  over  a  cup  of  tea.  The  criminal,  who  is  the 
hostess,  calls  it  a  dish  of  tea^  which  shows  that  she  comes  from 
Caledonia  ;  but  that  is  not  tier  crime. 

They  are  all  London  charwomen,  but  three  of  them,  includ- 
ing the  hostess,  are  what  are  called  professionally  c  charwomen 
and*  or  simply  *ands.'  '  An  Cand47  is 'also  a  caretaker  when 
required  ;  her  name  is  entered  as  such  in  ink  in  a  registry  book,, 
financial  transactions  take  place  across  a  counter  between  her 
and  the  regiotrar,  and  altogethej*  she  is  of  a  very  different  "social 
Status  frota.  Ane  who,  like  Mrs.  Haggerty,  is'a  charwoman  but 
nothing  (5se.  Mrs.  ^Haggerty,  though  present,  is  not  at  the 
party  by  invitation  ;  having  seen  Mn>,  Dowey  buying  the 
winklis,  she  followed  her  -downstairs,  and  so  has  shuffled  into 
the;  play  and  sat  down  in  it  against  our  wish.  We  would 
remove  her  by  force,  ^or  at  least  print  her  name  in  small  letters, 
were  it  not  fhat  she  takes  offence  very  readily  and  says  that 
nobody  respects  her.  So,  as  you  have  slipped  in,  you  can  sit 
there,  4Mrs.  Haggerty  ;  but  keep  quiet. 

There  is  nothing  doing  at  present  in  the  caretaking  way  Tor 
Mrs.  Dowey,  our  hostess  ;  but  this  docs  not  damp  her,  care- 
taking  being  only  to'such  jis  she  an  extra  financially  and  a  halo 
socially.  llf  she  had  the  honour  of  being  served  with  an  income- 
tax  paper  she  would  probably  fill  in  one  of  the  nasty  little  com- 
partments with  the  words,  '  Trade — charring  ;  Profession  (if 
any)-*-caretalcing.'  This  home  of  hers  (from  which,  to  look 
after  your  house,  she  makes  occasionally  temporary  departures 
in  great  style,  yscorting  a  barrow)  is  in  one  of  those  what-care-I 
streets  that  you  discover  only  when  you  have  lost  your  way  ; 
on  discovering  them,  your  duty  is  to  report  them  to  the  Auth- 
orities, who  immediately  add  them  to  the  map  of  London, 
is  why  we  are  now  reporting  Friday  Street.  We  shall 
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call  it,  in  the  rough  sketch  drawn  for  to-morrow's  press, '  Street 
in  which  the  criminal  resided  '  ;  and  you  will  find  Mrs.  Dowey's 
home  therein  marked  with  a  X- 

Her  abode  really  consists  of  one  room,  but  she  maintains  that 
there  are  two  5  so,  rather  than  argue,  let  us  say  that  there  are 
two.  The  other  one  has  no  window,  and  she  could  not  swish 
her  old  skirts  in  it  without  knocking  something  over  ;  its 
grandest  display  is  of  tin  pans  and  crockery  on  top  of  a  dresser 
which  has  a  lid  to  it ;  you  have  but  to  whip  off  the  utensils  and' 
raise  the  lid,  and,  behold,  a  bath  with  hot  and  cold.  Mrs.  Dowcy 
is  very  proud  of  this  possession,  an^i  when  she  shows  it  off,  as  she 
does  perhaps  too  frequently,  she  first  signs  to  you  with  closed 
fist  (funny  old  thing  that  she  is)  to  approach  softly.  She  then 
tiptoes  to  the  dresser  and  pops  off  the  lid,  as  if  to  take  the  bdth 
unawares.  Then  she  sucks  her  lips,  and  is  modest  if  you  have 
the  grace  to  do  the  exclamation;,. 

In  the  real  room  is  a  bed,  though  that  is  putting  the  matter 
too  briefly.  The  fair  way  to  begin,  if  you  love  Mrs.  Dowey, 
is  to  say  *o  her  that  it  is  a  pity  she  has  no  bed.  If  she  is  in  her 
best  form  she  will  cliuckle,  and  agree  that  the  want  of  a  bed 
tries  her  sore  ;  she  will  keep  you  on  the  he  )ks,  so  to  speak,  as 
long  as  she  can  5  and  then,  with  that  mouse-like  ino/ement 
again,  she  will  suddenly  spring  the  bed  on  you.  You  thought  it 
was  a  wardrobe,  but  she  brings  it  down  from  the  wall  ;  and  lo, 
a  bed.  There  is  nothing  else  in  her  abode  (which  we  now  see 
to  contain  four  rooms — kitchrn,  pantry,  bedroom,  and  bath- 
room) that  is  absolutely  a  surprise  >  but  it  is  full  of  *  bits,'  every 
one  of  which  has  been  paid  ready  money  for,  and  gloated  over 
and  tended  until  it  has  become  part  of  its  owner.  Genuine 
Doweys,  the  dealers  might  call  thei*i,  though  there  is  probably 
nothing  in  the  place  except  the  bed  that  would  fetch  half-a- 
crown. 

Her  home  is  in  the  basement,  so  that  the  view  is  restricted  to 
the  lower  half  of  persons  passing  overhead  beyond  the  area 
stairs.  Here  at  the  window  Mrs.  Dowey  sometimes  sits  of  a 
summer  evening  gazing,  not  sentimentally  at  a  flower-pot  which 
contains  one  poor  bulb,  nor  yearningly  at  some  tiny  speck  of 
sky,  but  with  unholy  relish  at  holes  in  stockings,  and  the  like, 
which  are  revealed  to  her  from  her  point  of  vantage.  You, 
gentle  reader,  may  flaunt  by,  thinkirg  that  your  finery  awu 
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the  street,  but  Mrs.  Dowey  can  tell  (and  does)  that  your  soles 
are  in  need  x>f  neat  repair. 

Also,  lower  parts  being  as  expressive  as  the  face  to  those 
whose  view  is  thus  limited,  she  could  swear  to  scores  of  the 
passers-by  in  a  court  of  law. 

"These  four  lively  old  codgers  are  having  a  good  time  at  the 
tea-table,  and  wit  is  flowing  free.  As  you  can  see»by  their 
everyday  garments,  and  by  their  pails  and  mops  (which  are 
having  a  little  tea-party  by  themselves  in  the  corner),  it  is  not  a 
gathering  by  invitations  stretching  away  into  yesterday,  it  is  a 
purely  informal  affair  5  so  vmuch  more  attractive^  don't  ^you 
think  ?  than  banquets  elaborately  prearranged.  Ylm  know 
how  they  come  about,  especially  in  war-time.  Very  likely 
Mrs.  Dowey  met  Mrs.  jTwymley  and  Mrs.  Mickleham  quite 
casually  in  the  street,  and  meant  to  do  no  more  than  pass  the 
time  of  day  5  then,  naturally  eiicjjgh,  the  word  camouflage  was 
mentioned,  and  they  got  heated,  but  in  the  end  Mrs.  Twymley 
apologised  5  then,  in  the  odd  v:ay  in  which  one  thing  leads  to 
another,  th<Twinkle  man  appeared,  and  Mrs.  Dowey  remem- 
bered that  she  had  that  pot  of  jam  and  that  Mrs.  Mickleham 
had  stood  treat  'ast,  time  ;  and  soon  they  were  all  three 
descending  the  area  stairs,  followed  cringingly  by  the  Haggerty 
Wornan. 

They  have  been  exvemely  merry,  and  never  were  four  hard- 
worked  old  laaies  who  deserved  it  better.  All  a  woman  can  do 
in  war-time  they  do  daily  and  clieerfully,  just  as  their  men-folk 
are  doijig  it  at  the  Front  ;  and  now,  with  the  mops  and  pails 
laid  aside,  they  sprawl  gracefully  at  case.  There  is  no  intention 
on  their  part  to  consider  peace  terms  until  a  decisive  victory  has 
been  gained  in  the  field  (S^rah  Ann  Dowey),  until  the  Kaiser 
is  put  to  the  right-about  (Emma  Mickleham),  and  singing  very 
small  (Amelia  Twymley). 

At  this  tea-party  the  lady  who  is  to  play  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Dowe/  is  sure  to  want  to  suggest  that  our  heroine  has  a  -secret 
sorrow,  namely,  the  crime  ;  but  you  should  see  us  knocki'ng 
that  idea  out  #>f  her  head  !  Mrs.  Dowey  knows  she  r  is  a 
criminal,  but,  unlike  the  actress,  she  docs  not  know  that,sht» 
is  about  to  be  found  out  ;  and  she  is,  to  put  it  bluntly  in  her  own 
Scotch  way,  the  merriest  of  the  whole  clanjamfry.  She  presses 
;,iore  tea  on  her  guests,  but  they  wave  her  away  from  them  in 
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the  pretty  nunner  of  ladies  who  know  that  they  have  already 
had  more  than  enough.  * 

MRS.  DOWEY.  Just  one  more  winkle,  Mrs.  Mickleham  ? 
(Indeed  there  is  only  one  more.  But  MRS.  MICKLEHAM 
indicates  politely  that  if  she  took  this  one  it  would  have*  to 
sw;m  for  it.  THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  takes  it  long 
afterwards  when  she  thinks,  erroneously*  that  no  one  is 
looking.  • 

MRS.   TWYMLEV  is  sulking.     Evidently  some  one  has 
t    contredicted  her.     Probably  f  HE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.) 
MRS.  rlVYMLEY.     I  say  it  is  so. 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     I  say  it  may  be  so. 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.      I  suppose  I  ough,t  to  know  :    me  that  has 
a  son  a  prisoner  in  Germany.     (She  has  so  obviously  scored  that  all 
rood  feeling  ^seems  to  tall  upon  hcr*tr  end  here.     But  she  continues 
rather  shabbily.)     Being  the  only  lady  present  that  has  that 
proud  misfortune.     (The  others-arc  stung.)  " 

MRS.  DDWEY.     My  son  is  fighting  in  France.    fc« 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Mine  is  woundcd'in  two  places. 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     Mine  is  at  Salcmaiky. 

(The  absurd  pronunciation  of  Ms  uneducated  persorv  moves 
the  others  to  mirth.) 

MRS.  DOWEY.  You  '11  excuse  us,  Mrs.  Haggerty,  but  the 
correct  pronounciation  is  Salonikky. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  (to*  cover  her  confusion).     I  don't 
think.     (She  feels  that  even  this  does  not  prove  her  case.)     And 
I  speak  as  one  that  has  War  Savings  Certificates. 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.     We  all  have  them. 

(THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  whimpers,  and  the  othtr  guests 
regard  her  with  unfeeling  disdain.) 

MRS.  DOWEY  (to  restore  cheerfulness).  Oh,  it 's  a  terrible 
war. 

AH  (brightening).     It  is.     You  may  say  so. 
•MRS.    DOWEY    (encouraged).     What    I   say  is,  the    men    is 
splendid,  but  I  'm  none  so  easy  about  the  staff..,     That 's  your 
weak  point,  Mrs.  Mickleham. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM  (on  the  defence,  but  determined  to  reveal 
nothing  that  might  be  of  use  to  the  enemy).  You  may  take  it  from 
me,  the  staff 's  all  right. 
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MRS.  DOWEY.     And  very  relieved  I  am  to  hear  you  say  it. 
(//  is*here  that  THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  has  the  remaining 
winkle.} 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  You  don't  understand  properly  about 
trench  warfare.  If  I  had  a  map 

MRS.  DOWEY  (wetting  her  finger  to  draw  lines  on  the 
table).  That's  the  river  Sommy.  Now,  if  we  had* barrages 
here 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.  Very  soon  you  would  be  enfilided. 
Where  's  your  supports,  my  lady  ?  (MRS.  DOWEY  is  damped.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  What  none  of  you  grasps  is*  that  tlys  is 
a  artillery  war 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  (strengthened  by  the  winkle).  I  say 
thSt  the  word  is  Salonaiky.  (The  other  s% purse  their  lips.) 

MRS.  TWYMLRY  (with  terrible  meaning).  We  '11  change  the 
subject.  Have  you  seen  this*  week's  Fashion  ChaA  (She  ha* 
evidently  seen  and  devolved  it  herself,  and  even  licked  up  the 
crumbs')  'r_Jhe  gabardine  with  accordion  .pleats  has  quite 
gone  out.  B 

MRS.  DOWRY*  (her  *old  face  sparkling),  ivly  sakes»!  You 
tell  me  ? 

MRS.  TWYMLEY  (with  the  touch  of  haughtiness  that  comes  of 
greAt  topics).  The  plain  smock  has  come  in  again,€with  silk 
Jacing,  giving  that  charming  chic  effect. 

MRS.  DOWEY.       Oho  ! 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  I  must  !»ay  1  was  always  partial  to  the 
straight  line  (thoughtfully  regarding  the  want  of  line  in  MRS. 
TWYMLEY'S  person),  though  trying  to  them  as  is  of  too  friendly 
a  figure. 

(It  is  here  that  THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN'S  fingers  close  un- 
ostentatiously upon  a  piece  of  sugar.) 

M^S.  TWYMLEY  (sailing  into  the  Empyrean).  Lady  Dolly 
Kanistef  was  .seen  conversing  across  the  railings  in  a  dainty 
de  jou\ 

MRS.  DOWEY.      Fine  would  I  have  liked  to  see  her. 

MRS.  TWYMREY.  She  is  equally  popular  as  maid,  wifej  arid1 
munition-worker.  Her  two  children  is  inset.  Lady  Pops 
Babington  was  married  in  a  tight  tulle. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     What  was  her  going-away  dress  ? 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.     A  <lhampagny  cream  velvet  withfdreamy 
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corsage.     She's  married  to  Colonel   the   Hon.   Chingfoid — 
'  Snubs,'  they  called  him  at  Eton. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  (having  disposed  of  the  sugar}.  Very 
likely  he  '11  be  sent  to  Salonaiky. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  Wherever  he  is  sent,  she  '11  have  the 
same  tremors  as  the  rest  of  us.  She  '11  be  as  keen  to  get  the 
letters  vtfrote  with  pencite  as  you  or  me. 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.     Them  pencil  letters  ! 

MRS.  DOWEY  (in  her  sweet  Scotch  voice,  timidly,  afraid  she  May 
be  going  too  far}.  And  women  in  enemy  lands  gets  those  pencil 
lettrrs  and  then  stop  getting  them,  fhe  same  as  ourselves.  Let 's 
occasionally  think  of  that. 

(She  has  gone  too  far.     Chairs  are  pushed  back.} 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.        I  ask  yCfJL  ! 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     That 's  hardly  language,  Mrs.  Dowey. 

MRS.  DOWEY  (scared).  Kftidly  excuse.  I  swear  to  death 
I  'in* none  of  your  pacifists. 

MRS.  MiCKLEH'AM.     Freely  granted. 

MRS.  fwYMLEY.  ,1  Ve  heard  of  females  that  li'ave  no  mak 
relation^,  and  so  they  have  no  man-party  at  Vhe  wars.  I  Vc 
heard  of  them,  but  I  don't  mix  with  them.  « 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     What  can  tile  likes  of  us  have  to  say  to 
them  ?    4lt  's  not  their  war. 
"MRS.  DOWEY  (wistfully).     They  are  to  be  pitied.  ( 

MRS.  MicKLEiiAM.      But  the  place  for  them,  Mrs.  Dowey,  is 
within  doors  with  tin-  blinds  dcfwn. 
,  MRS.  DOWEY  (hurriedly).     That 's  the  place  for  then} 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  1  saw  one  of  them  to-day  buying  a  flag. 
I  thought  it  was  very  impudent  of  her. 

MRS.  DOWEY  (meekly).     So  it  wa£ 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM  (trying  to  look  modest  with  indifferent  success}. 
I  had  a  letter  from  my  son,  Percy,  yesterday. 

MRS.  TWVMLKY.      Alfred  sent  me  his  photo.  , 

THU  HAGGiiRTY  WOMAN.  Letters  from  Salonaiky  Ms  less 
common. 

•    (Three  bosoms  heave,  but  not,  alas,  MRS.  DOJVEY'S.     Never- 

,      thcless  she  doggedly  knits  her  lip1:.} 

MRS.  DOWEY  (the  uiminal}.  Kx*iinetl\  writes  to  me  every 
week.  (There  are  exclamations.  The  dauntless  old  thing  holds 
aloft  a  ticket  of  letters.}  Look  \it  thft.  All  his. 
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(THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  frowns.) 

MRS.  TwVMLEY.  Alfred  has  little  time  for  writing,  being  a 
bombardier. 

MRS.  DOWEY  (relentlessly).  Do  your  letters  begin  *  Dear 
mpther '  ? 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.     Generally. 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Invariable. 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     Every  time. 

'MRS.    DOWEY    (delivering  the   knock-out   blow).     Kenneth's 
begin  c  Dearest  mother.' 

( No  one  can  think  of  tfa  right  reply.) 

MRS.  TWYMLEY  (doing  her  best).  A  short  man,  I  Shoulcf  say, 
judging  by  yourself. 

(She  ought  to  have  left  it  alone.)  • 
MRS.  DOWEY..    Six  feet  two — and  a  fialf. 

(The  gloom  deepens.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM  (against  her  better  judgment).  A  .kilty, 
Jid  you  tell  pie  ? 

MRS.  Dfo\YEY.  Most  certainly.  He  's  in  the  famous  Black 
Watch. 

THE  HAGGERTI  WOMAN  (producing  her  handkerchief).  The 
Surrey  Rifles  is  the  famousest. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  There  you  and  the  King  disagrees, 
Mrs.  Haggerty.  His  choice  is  the  Buffs,  same  as  ,my 
Percy's. 

MRS.  TWYMLEY  (magnanimously).  Give  me  the  R.H.A.  and 
you  c?n  keep  all  the  rest. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  1  'm  sure  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  the 
Surreys  and  the  R;H.A.  and  the  Buffs  ;  but  they  are  just 
breeches  regiments,  I  undbrstand. 

,THE  HA'GGERTY  WOMAN.     We  can't  all  be  kilties. 
M£S.  DOWEY  (crushingly).     That 's  very  true. 
MRS.1  TWY^LEY  (//  isfoolish  ofher,  but  she  can't  help  saying  it). 
Has  jtaur  Kenneth  great  hairy  legs  ? 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Tremendous. 

(The  wicked  woman  :  but  let  us  also  say  '  Poor  Sara)}  An" 
Dowey.'     For  at  this  moment,  enter  Nemesis.     In  other 
words,  the  less  important  part  of  a  clergyman  appears  upon 
the  stair.)     . 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     It 's  the  reverent  gent  ! 
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MRS.  DOWEY  (little  knowing  what  he  is  bringing  her).     I  sec 
he  has  had  his  boots  heeled. 

(//  may  be  said  of  *Mk.  WILLING?  that  his  happy  smile  always 
walks  in  front  of  him.  This  smile  makes  music  of  his  life  ; 
it  means  that  once  again  he  has  been  chosen,  in  his  opinion, 
as  the  central  figure  in  romance.  No  one  can  well  have 
led  a  more  drab  existence,  but  he  will  never  know  it ;  he 
will  always  think  of  himself,  humbly  though  elatedly »,  as  the 
chosen  of  the  gods.  Of  him  must  it  have  been  originally 
written  that  adventures  are  for  the  adventurous.  He 
meet*  them  at  every  street  cower.  For  instance,  he  assists 
an  *old  lady  off  a  bus,  and  asks  her  if  he  can  be  of  any  further 
help.  She  tells  him  that  she  wants  to  know  the  way  to 
Maddox  the  butchtr's.  Then  c^nes  the  kind,  triumphant 
smiley  it  always  cotnes  fir^st,  followed  by  its  explanation. 
*  /  was  there  yesterday  !  *  This  is  the  merest  sample  of  the 
«  adventures  that  keep  MR.  WJLLINGS  up  to  the  mark. 

Since  thfi  war  broke  tut,  his  zest  for  Ufa  has  becomt 
altfmt  terrible. ,  He  can  scarcely  lift  a  newspaper  and  rea& 
of.  a  hero  without  remembering  thai  he  knows  some  one  oj 
the  same  name.  The  Soldiers'  Rest  fa  is  connected  with 
was  once  a  china  emporium,  and  (mark  my  words)  W  had 
bought  his  tea  service  at  it.  Such  is  life  when  you  are  in 
the  thick  of  it.  Sometimes  he  fcek  that  he  is  part  of  a 
gigantic  spy  drama.  In  the  course  of  his  extraordinary 
comings  and  goings  he  nfcets  with  Great  Personages,  of 
course,  and  is  the  confidential  recipient  of  secrete  news. 
Before  imparting  the  news  he  does  not,  as  you  might  expect, 
first  smile  expansively ;  on  the  contrary,  there  comes  over 
his  face  an  awful  solemnity,  tohich',  however^  means  the 
same  thing.  When  divulging  the  names  of  the  person- 
ages, he  first  looks  around  to  make  sure  that  no  suspicious 
character  is  about,  and  then,  lowering  his  voice,  Tells  you, 
t  /  had  that  from  Mr.  Farthing  himself— he  is  the  secretary 
of  the  Bethnal  Green  Branch,— h'sh  !  ' 

There  is  a  commotion  about  finding  a  worthy  chair  for  the 
reverent,  and  there  is  also  some  furtive  pulling  down  of 
sleeves,  but  he  stands  surveying  th$  ladies  through  his 
triumphant  smile.  This  nm<nsiHs  man  knows  that  he  is 
about  to  score  again.} 
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MR.  WILLINGS  (waving  asid^ irs).     I  thank  you.     But 

not  at  all.     Friends,  I  have  news. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.       Nc^WS  ? 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     From  the  Front  ? 
IRS.  TWYMLEY.     My  Alfred,  sir  ? 

(They  are  all  grown  suddenly  anxious — all  except  the 
hostess,  who  knows  that  there  can  never  be  any  news  from 
the  Front  for  her.) 

MR.  WILLINGS.  I  tell  you  at  once  that  all  is  well.  The 
news  is  for  Mrs.  Dowey. 

(She  stares.) 

MRS.  DOWEY.     News  for  me  ? 

MR.  WILLINGS.     Your  son,  Mrs.  Dowey — he  has  got  five 
days'  leave.     (She  shakes  her  head  stightly,  or  perhaps  it  only 
trembles  a  little  on  its  stem.)     ^Jow,Tiow,  good  newg  doesn't  kill. 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.     We  'reJghW,  Mrs.JJowey. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     You  're  sure  ? 
MR.  WILDINGS.     Quite  sure?     He  has  arrived. 
MRS.  POWEY.     He  is  in  London  ? 
MR.  WILLINGS.     He  is.     I  have  spoken  to  him. 
MRS.  MICKLEH&M.     You  lucky  woman. 

(They  might  see  that  she  is  not  looking  lucky  3  but  experience 

has  told  them  how  differently  these  things  take  people.) 

MR.  WILLINGS  (marvelling  more  and  more  as  he  unfolds  his  tale). 

Ladies,  it  is  quite  a  romance.     I  was  in  the — (he  looks  around 

cautiously,  but  he  knows  that  tney  are  all  to  be  trusted) — in  the 

Chur jh  Armyf  quarters  in  Central  Street,  trying  to  get  on  the 

track  of  one  or  two  of  our  missing  men.     Suddenly  my  eyes — 

I  can't  ac9ount  for  it — but  suddenly  my  eyes  alighted  on  a 

Highlandpr  seated  rather*  drearily  on  a  bench,  with  his  kit  at 

hij  feet. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.        A  big  man  ? 

MR.  WILLINGS.  A  great  brawny  fellow.  (THE  HAGGERTY 
WOMAN  groans.)  4  My  friend,'  I  said  at  once,  '  welcorie  back 
to  Blighty.'  I  make  a  point  of  calling  it  Blighty.  *  I  wonder,' 
I  said,  '  if  there  is  anything  I  can  do  for  you  ? '  He  shook  his 
head.  '  What  regiment  ?  '  I  asked.  (Here  he  very  properly 
lowers  his  voice  to  7  whisper.)  *  Black  Watch,  5th  Battalion,' 
he  said.  '  Name  ? '  I  asked.  4  Dowey,'  he  said. 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     i  declare  !     I  do  declare  ! 
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« 

MR.  WILLINGS  (showing  how  the  thing  was  done,  with  the  help 
of  a  chair).  I  put  my  hand  on  his  shoulder  as  it  might  be  thus. 
4  Kenneth  Dowey,'  I  said,  '  I  know  your  mother.' 

MRS.  DOWEY  (wetting  her  lips).     What  did  he  say  to  that  ? 

MR.  WILLINGS.  He  was  incredulous.  Indeed,  he  seemed 
to  think  I  was  balmy.  But  I  offered  to  bring  him  straight  to 
you.  I  told  him  how  much  you  had  talked  to  me  about  him. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Bring  him  here  ! 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     I  wonder  he  needed  to  be  brought. 

MR.  WILLINGS.  He  had  just  arrived,  and  was  bewildered  by 
the  great  city.  He  listened  to  me*in  the  taciturn  Scotch  way, 
and  then  He  gave  a  curious  laugh. 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.       Laugh  ? 

MR.  WILLINGS  (whosq  *wild  life  has  Arought  him  into  contact 
with  the  strangest  peoplej.  Tfhe  Scotch,  Mrs.  Twymley, 
express  their  emotions  .differently  •from  us.  With  them  tears 
signify  a  rollicking  mood,  while  merriment  denotes  that  they 
are  plunged  in  gloom.  When  5  had  finished  he  said,  at  once 
4  Let  us  g#  and  see  the  old  lady.' 

MRS.  DOWEY  (backing,  which  is  the  first  rfwvement  she  has  made 
since  he  began  his  tale).  Is  he — comjng  ? «  * 

MR.  WILLINGS  (gloriously).     He  has  come.     He  is  up  there. 
I  told  him  J  thought  I  had  better  break  the  joyful  news  toyflu. 
(Three  women  rush  to  the  window!    MRS.  ,  DOWEY  looks 
at  her  pantry  door,  but  perhaps  she  remembers  that  it  does 
not  lock  on  the  inside.     Sffe  stands  rigid,  though  her  face 
,     has  gone  very  grey.)  « 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Kindly  get  them  to  go  away. 
MR.  WILLINOS.     Ladies,  I  think  this  happy  occasipn  scarcely 
requires  you.     (He  is  not  the  man  to  ask  of  woman  a  sacrifice  that 
he  is  not  prepared  to  make  himself.)     I  also  am  going  instantly* 
(They  all  survey  MRS.  DOWEY,  and  understand — or  think 
they  understand.) 

MRS.  TWYMLEY  (pail  and  mop  in  hand).  I  would  thank  none 
for  their  company  if  my  Alfred  was  at  the  door. 
1  MRS  MICKLEHAM  (similarly  burdened).  ''  The  s&me  from  me. 
Shall  J  send  him  down,  Mrs.  Dowey  ?  (The  old  lady  does  not 
hear  her.  She  is  listening,  terrified,  for  a  step  on  the  stair.)  Look 
at  the  poor,  joyous  thing,  sir.  She  has  his  letters  in  her  hand. 
three  women  go.  MR.'  wiLliNGS  puts  a  kind  hand 
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on  MRS.  DOWEY'S  shoulder.     He  thinks  he  so  thoroughly 
understands  the  situation.) 
MR.  WILLINGS.     A  good  son,  Mrs.  Dowey,  to  have  written 

to  you  so  often. 

(Our  old  criminal  quakes,  but  she  grips  the  letters  more 
tightly.     PRIVATE  DOWEY  descends.) 

Dowey,  my  friend,  there  she  is,  waking  for  you,  v^ith  your 

letters  in  her  hand. 

DOWEY  (grimly).     That 's  great. 

(MR.  WILLINGS  ascends  the  stair  ivithout  one  backward 
glance,  like  the  good  geytleman  he  is  ;  and  the  po WEYS  are 
left  together,  with  nearly  the  whole  room  between  fhem. 
He  is  a  great  rough  chunk  of  Scotland,  howked  out  of  her 
not  so  much  neatly  as  liberally  ;  .and  in  his  Black  Watch 
uniform,  all  caked  with  mud?  his  kit  and  nearly  all  his 
worldly  possessions  on  hh  tick,  he  is  hn  apparition  scarcely 
less  fearsome  (but  so  much  less  ragged)  lhan  those  ancestors 
of  his  who  trotted  with  Prince  Char/je  to  Derby.  He 
stands  silent,  scowling  at  the  old  lady,  daring  h~r  to  raise 
her  head ';  and*  she  would  like  very  much  to  do  if,  for  she 
longs  to  haye  a^  first  glimpse  of  her  son.  When  he  does 
speak,  it  is  to  jeer  at  for.) 
Oo  you  recognise  your  loving  son,  missis  ?  ('  Oh,  the  fine 

Scotch  tang  of  him,'  she  thinks.) 

MRS.  DOWEY  (trembling).     I  'm  pleased  I  wrote  so  often. 

('  Oh,  but  he  ys  raised'  she  thinls.) 

(He  strides  toward  her,  and  seizes  the  letters  roughly.) 
DOWEY.     Let 's  see  them. 

(There  is  a  string  round  the  package ,  and  he  unties  it,  and 
examines  the  letters  t»t  his  leisure  with  much  curiosity.  The 
envelopes  are  in  order,  all  addressed  in  pencil  to  MRS. 
DOWEY,  with  the  proud  words  '  Opened  by  Censor '  on  them. 
Eut  the  letter  paper  inside  contains  not  a  word  of  writing.) 
DOiVEY.  Nothing  but  blank  paper  !  Is  this  your  writing 

in  pencil  on  the  envelope  ? 

(She  nods,  and  he  gives  the  matter  further  consideration.) 

The  covey  told  me  you  were  a  charwoman  ;    so  I  suppose 

you  picked  the  envelopes  out  of  waste-paper  baskets,  or  such 

like,  and  then  changed  the  addresses  ? 

(She  nods  again  ;    still  she  dare  not  look  up,  but  she  is 
2C2 
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admiring  his  legs.  When*  however,  he  would  cast  the 
letters  into  the  fire,  she  flames  up  with  sudden' spirit.  She 
clutches  them.) 

MRS.  DOWEY.      Don't  you  burn  them  letters,  mister. 
DOWEY.     They  're  not  real  letters. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     They  're  all  I  have. 
DOWEK  (returning  to  irony).     I  thought  you  had  a  son  ? 
MRS.  DOWEY.      I  never  had  a  man  nor  a  son  nor  anything. 
I  just  call  myself  Missis  to  give  me  a  standing. 
DOWEY.     Well,  it 's  past  my  seeing  through. 

(He  furns  to  look  for  some  ^explanation  from  the  walls. 
Shi  gets  a  peep  at  him  at  last.  Oh,  what  a  grandly  set-up 
man  !  Oh,  the  stride  of  him.  Oh,  the  noble  rage  of  him. 
Oh,  Samson  had  b$en  like  this  before  that  woman  took  him 
in  hand.)  *  , 

DOWEY  ({whirling  Yound  on  Ar/Jr     What  made  you  do  it  ? 
MR£.  DOWEY.      It  was  everybody's  war,  mister,  except  mine. 
(She  beats  her  arm<s.)     I  wanted  it  to  be  my  war  too. 

DOWELS,      You  '11  need  to  be  plainer.      And  yet?  T  'm  d — d 
if  I  care,to  hear  you,  you  lying  old  trickster. 

(The  words  are  merely  what  were^to  /v  expected,  and  so 
are  endurable  ;   but  he  has  mo^cd  towards  the  door.*/ 
MRS.  DOWEY.     You  Ve  not  going  already,  mister  ? 
POWEY'.     Yes,  I  just  came  to  give  yoji  an  ugly  piece  of  my 
mind.  ' 

MRS.  DOWEY  (holding  out  herwrms  longingly).     You  haven't 
gave  it  to  me  yet. 

DOWEY.      You  have  a  cheek  ! 

MRS.   DOWEY  (giving  further  proof  of  it).     .You  wouldn't 
drink  some  tea  ? 

•  DOWEY.      Me  !      I  tell  you  I  came  here  for  the  oiie  purpose 
of  blazing  away  at  you. 

(//  is  such  a  roaring  negative  that  it  blows  her  into*u  inair 
$ut  she  is  up  again  in  a  moment,  is  this  spirited  old  lady.) 
W;RS.    DOWEY.      You   could   drink  the  tea  while  you   was 
Mazing  away.     There  's  winkles. 
DOWEY.     Is  there  ? 

1  (He  turns  interestedly  toward  the  table,  but  his  proud  Scots 
character  checks  him,  ivhich  is  just  as  well,  for  what  she 
should  have  said  was  that  there  hid  been  winkles.) 
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Not  me.  You  're  just  a  common  rogue.  (He  seats  himself 
far  from  the  table.}  Now,  then,  out  with  it.  Sit  down  ! 
(She  sits  meekly  ;  there  is  nothing  she  would  not  do  for  him.)  As 
you  char,  I  suppose  you  are  on  your  feet  all  day. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     I  'm  more  on  my  knees. 
1  DOWEY.     That  's  where  you  should  be  to  me. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Oh,  mister,  I  'm  willing. 

DOWEY.     Stop  it.     Go  on,  you  accomplished  liar. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     It  's  true  that  my  name  is  Dowey. 

DOWEY.      It  's  enough  to  make  me  change  mine. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  I  Ve  beey  charring  and  charring  and  charring 
as  far  back  as  I  mind.  I  've  been  in  London  this  twtnty  years. 

DOWEY.  We  '11  skip  your  early  days.  I  have  an  appoint- 
nfent. 

MRS.  DOWEY,     And  then  when  i  was  old  the  war  broke  out. 

DOWEY.      How  could  it  aife<*  you  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.  Oh,  mister,  that  's  the*  thing.  It  didn'f  affect 
me.  It  affected  everybody  but  me.  The  .neighbours  looked 
down  on  me.  Even  the  posters,  on  thj  walls,  of  the  woman 
saying,  'fGo,  My  bey,1  leered  at  me.  1  sometime**  cried  by 
myself  in  the  dar1/.  .You  won't  have  a  cup  of  tea  ? 


No. 

S.  DOWEY.      Sudden-like  the  idea  came  to  me  to  pretend 
I  had  a  son.  * 

DOWEY.  Vou  depraved  old  limmer  !  But  what  in  the 
name  of  Old  Nick  made  you  choose  me  out  of  the  whole 
Britisji  Army  ? 

MRS.  DOWEt  (giggling).  Maybe,  mister,  it  was  because  I 
liked  you  best* 

DOvfEY.1    Now,  how,  woman. 

§MRS.  D£>WEY.  I  read  one  day  in  the  papers,  In  which 
he  was  assisted  by  Private  K.  Dowey,  5th  Battalion,  Black 
Watch*' 

JXfWEY  (flattered).  Did  you,  now  !  Well,  I  expect  that  's 
the  only  time  I  was  ever  in  the  papers. 

MRS.  DOWEJf  (tryitig  it  on  again).  I  didn't  choose  ypu  fcf 
that  alone.  I  read  a  history  of  the  Black  Watch  first,  to  make 
sure  it  was  the  besyegiment  in  the  world. 

DOWEY.     Anybody  could  have  told  you  that. 

(He  is  moving  about  nwu  in  better  humour,  and,  meeting 
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the  loaf  in  his  stride ,  he  cuts  a  slice  from  it.  He  is  hardly 
aware  of  this,  but  MRS.  DOWEY  knows.) 

I  like  the  Scotch  voice  of  you,  woman.     It  drummles  on  like 
a  hill  burn. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  Prosen  Water  runs  by  where  I  was  born. 
Maybe  it  teached  me  to  speak,  mister. 

DOWEY.      Canny,  woman,  canny. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  I  read  about  the  Black  Watch's  ghostly  piper 
that  plays  proudly  when  the  men  of  the  Black  Watch  do  well, 
and  prouder  when  they  fall. 

DOWEY.    .There  's  some  foolish  .story  of  that  kind. 

(Hfhas  another  careless  slice  off  the  loaf.) 

But  you  couldn't  have  been  living  here  at  that  time,  or  they 
would  have  guessed.      I  supposp  you  flitted  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.    t  Yes,  'it  cest  me  eleven  and  sixpence. 

DOWEY.  *  How  did  vou  guers  the  K  in  my  name  stood  for 
ivennqth  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.     .Does  it  ? 

DOWEY/     Umpha  !f 

MRS.  DOWEY.      An  angel  whispered  it  to  me  iii  my  sleep. 

DOWEY.  Well,  that's  the  only  angel  in/ the  whole  black 
business. 

(He  chuckles.) 

You  little' thought  I  would  turn  up  !     (Wheeling  suddenly  on 
her)  Or  did  you  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.  I  was  beginniKg  to  weary  for  a  sight  of  you, 
Kenneth. 

DOWEY.     What  word  was  that  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Mister. 

(He  helps  himself  to  butter,  and  she  holds  out  'the  jam  pot 
to  him,  but  he  haughtily  rejects  it.  Do  you  think  she  gives 
in  now  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.) 

DOWEY  (sarcastic  again).  I  hope  you  're  pleased  vfrith  me 
now  yo;i  see  me. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  I  'm  very  pleased.  Does  your  folk  live  in 
Fcotlajnd  ? 

DOWEY.     Glasgow. 

MR'S.  DOWEY.     Both  living  ? 

DOWEY.     Ay. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Is  your  mother  terrible  proud  of  you  ? 
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DO  WHY.     Naturally. 

MRS.  DOWRY.     You  '11  be  going  to  them  ? 

DOWEY.      After  T  Ve  Ijad  a  skitc  in  London  first. 

MRS.  DOWEY  (sniffing}.     So  she  is  in  London  ! 

DOWEY.     Who  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Your  young  lady, 

DOWEY.     Are  you  jealyous  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.       Not  me. 

DOWEY.     You  needna  be.     She  's  a  young  thing. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     You  surprises  me.     A  beauty,  no  doubt  ? 
DOWEY.      You  may  be  lure.      (He  fries  the  jam.}     Sfye  's  a 
titled  person.     She  is  equally  popular  as  maid,  wife  and  munition- 
worker. 

(MRS.  DOWEY  remembers  JL,ady  Cjolly  Kanister,  so  familiar 
to  readers  offashionabl^gossif,  and  a  lyry  leerv  expression 
indeed  comes  into  herffice^ 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Tell  me  more  about  her,  man. 
DOWF^.  t  She  has  sent  me  ^  lot  of  things,  especially  cakes, 
and  a  wcjrsted  waistcoat,  with  a  loving  qjessage  on  tfte  enclosed 
card. 

(The  old  Ldy  is  now  in  a  quiver  of  excitement.      She  loses 
control  of  her  arms,  which  jump  excitedly  this  way  and  that.} 
IVIRS.  DOWEY.     You  '11  try  one  of  my  cakes,  mister  ? 
DOWEY.    JMot  mo* 

MRS.  DOWEY.     They  're  of  my  own  making. 
DOWEY.     No,  I  thank  you? 

i  (But  with  a  funny  little  run  she  is  in  the  pantry  and^back 
again.  She  pushes  a  cake  before  him,  at  sight  of  which  he 
trapes.)  ' 

MRS.  DOWEY.     What  s  the  matter  ?     Tell  me,  oh,  tell  me, 
mister  ! 

EOWEY.  ^   That 's  exactly  the  kind  of  cake  that  her  ladyship 
sends  me.   "  * 

(MRS.  DOWEY  is  now  a  very  glorious  old  character  indeed.} 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Is  the  waistcoat  right,  mister  ?     I  hopd  the 
Black  Watch  'colours*  pleased  you. 
DOWEY.     Wha — at  !     Was  it  you  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.    J  daredna  give  my  own  name,  you  sec,  and 
I  was  always  reading  hers  in  the  papers. 

(The  badget  edmtfn  looms  over  her,  terrible  for  the  last  thne.} 
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DOWEY.     Woman,  is  there  no  getting  rid  of  you  ! 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Are  you  angry  ? 
(He  sits  down  with  'a  groan.) 

DOWEY.     Oh5  hell  !     Give  me  some  tea. 

(She  rushes  about  preparing  a  meal  for  him,  every  bit  ofh/r 
wanting  to  cry  out  to  every  other  bit,  (  Oh,  glory,  glory, 
glory !  '  For  a  Moment  she  hovers  behind  his  chair. 
*  Kenneth  !  '  she  murmurs.  '  What  ?  '  he  asks,  no  longer 
aware  that  she  is  taking  a  liberty.  *  Nothing,  she  says, 
'just  Kenneth,'  and  is  off  gleefully  for  the  tea-caddy.  But 
when  his  tea  is  poured  out,  and  he  has  drunk  a  saucerful,  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation  returns  to  him  between  two 
bites.} 

DOWEY.  Don't  you^be  thinking,  nrg'ssis,  for  one  minute  that 
you  have  got  me. . 

~~    MRS.  DOWEY.       No,  no. 

/O;/  that  understanding  he  unbends.} 

DOWEY.  I  have  a  theatre  to-night,  followed  J>y  ^  randy- 
dandy. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Oho  !  Kenneth,  this  is  &  queer  first  meeting  ! 

DOWEY.  It  is,  woman,  oh,  it  is.  t  (Guardtily}  And  it 's  also 
a  last  meeting. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Yes,  yes. 

DOWEY.  So  here  's  to  you — you  oldnnop  and  pail.  Ave 
atque  vale. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     What 's  that  ?c 

DOWEY.     That  means  Hail  and  Farewell. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Are  you  a  scholar  ? 

DOWEY.     Being  Scotch,  there  's  almost  nothing  I  don't  know. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     What  was  you  to  tfade  ? 

DOWEY.     Carter,  glazier,  orraman,  any  rough  jobs. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     You  're  a  proper  man  to  look  at. 

DOWEY.     I  'm  generally  admired. 

MRS. ,DO WHY.     She  's  an  enviable  woman. 

D'OWEY.     Who  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Your  mother. 

DOWEY.  Eh  ?  Oh,  that  was  just  protecting  myself  from 
you.  '  I  have  neither  father  nor  mother  n<?r  wife  nor  grand- 
mama.  (Bitterly}  This  party  never  even  knew  who  his  proud 
parents  were. 
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MRS.  DOWEY.      Is  that — (git awing) — is  that  true  ? 

DOWEY.        It  'S  gOSpcl. 

MRS.  DOWEY.      Heavci]  be  praised" ! 

DOWEY.     Eh  ?     None  of  that  !     I  was  a  fool  to  tell  you. 
Rut  don't  think  you  can  take  advantage  of  it.      Pass  the  cake. 

MRS.  DOWEY.      I  dare  say  it 's  true  we  '11  never  meet  again, 
Kenneth,  but — but  if  we  do,  I  wondtr  where  it  will  be  ? 
DOWEY.     Not  in  this  world. 

MRS.  DOWRY.     There  's  no  telling.     (Leering  ingratiatingly) 
It  might  be  at  Berlin. 

DOWEY.     Tod,  if  1  cvc"  get  to  IJerlin,  1  belisve  I  '11  find 
you  there  waiting  for  me  ! 

MRS.  DOWEY.     With  a  cup  of  tea  for  you  in  my  hand. 
DOWEY.      Yes,  and  (beartily\ very  good  tea  too. 

,    (He  has  partaken  heavily,  he  is  now  in-Jiigh  wod  humour.) 
MRS.  DOWEY.      Kenneth,»wi?  could  come  back  oy  Paris  ! 
DOWEY.  t  All  the  ladies  likes  to  go  to  Paris. 
MRS.  powEY.     Oh,  Kennelh,  Kenneth, «if  just  once  before 
I  die  I  C9uld  be  fitted  for  a  Paris  gown  \jfith  dreamy  corsage  ! 

DOWEY.     \  ou  're  all  alike,  old  covey.    We  have  a  eong  about 
it.      (He  sings :) 

'  Mrs.  Gill  is  very  ill, 

Nothing  can  improve  her 
But  U>  see  the  Tuileries 

And  waddle  through  the  Louvre.' 

(No  song  ever  had  a  greater  success.     MRS.   DOWEY  is 
doubled  up  with  mirth.     When  she  comes  to,  when^  they 
both  come  to,  for  there  are  a  pair  of  them,  she  cries  :) 
MRS.  DOWEY.      You  must  learn  me  that  (and  of  she  goes  in 
song  also  :) 

c  Mrs.  Dowey  's  very  ill, 

Nothing  can  improve  her.' 

DOWEY. 

'  But  dressed  up  in  a  Paris  gown 
To  waddle  through  the  Louvre 

(They  fling  bacK  their  heads,  she  points  at  him,  he  points  <.t 
her.) 
MRS.  DOWEY  (ecstatically).     Hairy  legs  ! 

(A  mad  remark,  ivhich  brings  him  to  his  senses  ;    he  re- 
members who  ana  what  she  is.) 
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DOWEY.  Mind  your  manners  !  (Rising)  Well,  thank 
you  for  my  tea.  I  must  be  stepping. 

(Poor  MRS.  DOWEY,'  he  is  putting  on  his  kit.) 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Where  are  you  living  ? 

(He  sighs.) 

DOWEY.     That 's  the  question.      But  there  's  a  place  called 
The  Hut5  where  some  ofthe  2nd  Battalion  are.     They  '11  take 
me  in.     Beggars  (bitterly)  can't  be  choosers. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Beggars  ? 

DOWEY.  I  Ve  never  been  here  before,  if  you  knew  (a 
shadow  comes  over  him)  wfrat  it  is  to«be  in  such  a  place  without  a 
friencl.  Fwas  crazy  with  glee,  when  I  got  my  leave,  at  the 
thought  of  seeing  London  at  last,  but  after  wandering  its  streets 
for  four  hours,  I  would  almost  have  be$n  glad  to  be  back  in  tlie 
trenches. 

('  If  you  knew*  he  has  sai£,  hut  indeed  the  old  lady  knows.} 
MRS.  DOWEY.     That 's  my  quandorum  too,  Kenneth. 

(He  nods  sympathetically.)  •  ,     . 

DOWEY.*    I  'm  sorry  for  you,  you  poor  old  body.     \§houlder- 
ing  his  kiu)  t  But  I  see  no  way  out  for  either  of  us. 
MRS.  DOWEY  (cooing).     Do  you  not  ? 
DOWEY.     Are  you  at  it  again  ! 

(She  knows  that  it  must  be  now  or  never.     She  has  left  tier 
•    biggest  guns  for  the  end.     In  her  excitement^  she  is  rising 

up  and  down  on  her  toes.) 

MRS.  DOWEY.  Kenneth,  I  V£  heard  that  the  thing  a  man 
on  leave  longs  for  more  than  anything  else  is  a  bed  with  sheets, 
and  a  bath. 

DOWEY.      You  never  heard  anything  trup r. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Go  into  that  pantry,  Kennetn  uo^vey,  ana 
lift  the  dresser-top,  and  tell  me  what  you  see.  9 

(He  goes.     There  is   an   awfid  stillness.     He   returns, 
impressed.) 

DOW^Y.      It  's  a  kind  of  a  bath  ! 

MAS.  DOWEY.  You  could  do  yourself  there  prettv*  half  at  a 
time. 

DOWEY.      Me  ? 

MRS*  DOWEY.    There  's  a  woman  through  tjic  wall  that  would 
be  very  willing  to  give-  me  a  shake-down  till  your  leave  is  up. 
(He  snorts.) 
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^    Oh,  is  there  ! 

(She  has  not  got  him  yet,  but  there  is  still  one  more  gun.) 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Kenneth,  look  ! 

(With  these  simple  words  she  lets  down  the  bed.     She  says 
no  ?nore  ;    an  effect  like  this  would  be  spoilt  by  language. 
Fortunately  he  is  not  made  of  stone.     He  thrills.) 
DOWEY.     Gosh  !     That  's    the   'dodge    we    neai    in    the 
trenches. 
'  MRS.  DOWEY.     That  's  your  bed,  Kenneth. 

DOWEY.  Mine  ?  (He  grins  at  her.)  You  queer  old 
divert.  What  can  make  'you  so  keen  to  be  burdened,  by  a 
lump  like  me  ? 

MRS.  DOWEY.      He  !   he  !   he  !   he  ! 
DOWEY.      I  tell  you,,I  'm  the  commonest  kind  of  man. 
MRS.  DOWEV.     I  'm  just  (he  commonest,  kind,,  of  old  wifie 
myself. 

DOWEY.  I  Ve  been  a  kick-about  all  my  life,  and  I  'm  no 
great  shakes  at  the  war. 

MRS.  powEY.  Yes,  you  are.  Hpvi  many  Gei\nans  have 
you  killed  ? 

DOWEY.     Jus!  two  for.certain,  and  there  was  no  glory  in  it. 
It  was  just  because  they  wanted  my  shirt. 
'MRS.  DOWEY.     Your  shirt  ? 
DOWEY.    ,Well,  they  said  it  was  their  shirt. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Have  you  took  prisoners  ? 
DOWEY.     I  once  took  haiY  a  dozen,  but  that  was  a  poor 
affair  Jtoo. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     How  could  one  man  take  half  a  dozen  ? 
DO^EY.,    Just  ia  the  usual  way.      I  surrounded  them. 
MRS.  D.OWEY.     Kenneth,  you  're  just  my  ideal. 
DOWEY.     You  're  easily  pleased. 

(He  turns  again  to  the  bed.) 
Let  's  see  fic«vv  the  thing  works. 

(He  kneads  the  mattress  with  his  fist,  and  the  remit  is  so 
satisfactory  that  he  puts  down  his  kit.) 
Old  lady,  if  you  really  want  me,  I  '11  bide. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

(Her  joy  is  -so  demonstrative  that  he  has  to  drop  a  word  of 
warning.) 
DOWEY.     But,  mind  you,'  I  don't  accept  you  as  ;>  relation. 
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For  your  personal  glory,  you  can  go  on  pretending  to  the  neigh- 
bours ;  but  the  best  I  can  say  for  you  is  that  you  're  on  your 
probation.  I  'm  a  cautious  character,  and  we  must  see  how 
you  '11  turn  out. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Yes,  Kenneth. 

DOWEY.  And  now,  I  think,  for  that  bath.  My  theatre 
begins  at  six-thirty.  A  cove  I  met  on  a  bus  is  going  with  me. 
(She  is  a  little  alarmed.} 

MRS.  DOWEY.     You  're  sure  you  Ml  come  back  ? 

UOWEY.     Yes,  yes.     (Handsomely]  I  leave  my  kit  in  pledge. 

MHS.  DOWNEY.      You  won't  liquor  up  too  freely,  Kenneth  ? 

DOWEY/  You  're  the  first  (chuckling)  to  care  whether  1  dn 
or  not.  (Nothing  she  has  said  has  pleased  the  lonely  man  so  much 
as  this.)  I  promise.  T^dj  I  '«*  beginning  to  look  forward  tc 


being  wakened  in*  the  morning  b$7  hearing  yotf  cry,  '  Get-  up, 
^ou  lazy  swine.'  I  've  Jkind  of  Invted  men  that  had  womenfolk 
with  the  right  to  say  that.  , 

(He  is  passing  to  the  batftroom  when  a  diverting  notion 
strides  him.)  • 

MRS.  DftwEY.     What  is  it,  Kenneth  ? 
DOWEY.     The  theatre.     It  would  Jie  shtfwidr  if  I  took  a  lady. 

(MRS.  DOWEY  feels  a  thumping  at  her  breast.) 
MRS.  DO\VEY.     Kenneth,  tell  me  this  instant  what  you  mean. 
Dorft  keep  me  on  the  jumps. 

(He  turns  her  round.) 
DOWEY.     No,  it  couldn't  be  done. 
MIC*.  DOWEY.     Was  it  me  you  were  thinking  of  ? 
DOWEY.     Just  for  the  moment  (regretfully)^  but  you  have 
no  style. 

(She  catches  hold  of  him  by  the  sleeve.)  % 

*MRS.  DOWEY.  Not  in  this,  of  course.  But,  oh,  Kenneth. 
if  you  saw  me  in  my  merino  !  It  's  laced  up  the  back  in  «the 
very  latest. 

Dowsr.     Hum  (doubtfully)  ;  but  let  's  see  it. 

(It  is  produced  from  a  drawer,  to  which  the  old  lady  rum 
with  almost  indecent  haste.  The  connoisseur  examines  ii 
tyitically.) 

DOWEY.  Looks  none  so  bad.  Have  yovt  a  bit  of  chiffon 
for  the  neck  ?  It  's  not  bombs  nor  Kaisers  nor  Tipperary  that 
men  in  the  trenches  think  of,  it  's  Chiffon, 
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MRS.  DOWEY.  I  swear  I  have,  Kenneth.  And  I  have  a 
bangle,  and  a  muff,  and  gloves. 

DOWEY.     Ay,  ay.     (Hf  considers.}     Do  you  think  you  could 
give  your  face  less  of  a  homely  look  ? 
MRS.  DOWEY.      I  'm  sure  I  qould. 

DOWEY.  Then  you  can  have  a  try.  But,  mind  you,  I 
promise  nothing.  All  will  depend  oh  the  effect. 

(He  goes  into  the  pantry,  and  the  old  lady  is  left  alone.  Not 
alone,  for  she  is  ringed  round  by  entrancing  hopes  and  dread- 
ful fears.  They  beam  on  her  and  jeer  at  her,  they  pull  her 
this  way  and  that  ;  with  difficulty  she  breaks*through>  them 
and  rushes  to  her  pail,  hot  water \  soap,  and  a  looking-glass. 
Our  last  glimpse  of  her  for  this  evening  shows  her  staring 
(not  discontentedly)  at  her  soft  old  face,  licking  her  palm,  and 
pressing  it  to  her  hair.  *  Her*  eves  are  *&arklin%. 

One  evening  a  few  days  later  MRS.  TWYMLEY  and  MRS. 
NUCF;LEHAM  are  in  MRS.  DOWEY'S  house,  awaiting  that 
laffis  return  from  some  fashionable  dissipation.  They 
have  undoubtedly  been  discussing  the  war,  fot  the  first 
words  we  Hatch  are%:) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  I  tell  you  flat,  Amelia,  I  bows  no  knee 
to'junkerdom. 

MRS.  TWYjtf  LEY.  'Sitting  here  by  the  lire,  you  and  me,  aa  one 
to  another,  what  do  you  think  will  happen  after  the  war  ?  Are 
we  to  go  back  to  being  as  we  &cre  ? 

MUS.  MICKLEHAM.  Speaking  for  myself,  Amelia,  nctf  me. 
The  war  ha/ wakened  me  up  to  a  understanding  of  my  own 
importancp  that  is  feally  astonishing. 

MRS.  f WYMLEY.  Same  here.  Instead  of  being  the  poor 
worms  the  like  of  you  and  me  thought  we  was,  we  turns  out*  to 
be  visible  departments  of  a  great  and  haughty  empire. 

\They*are  well  under  weigh,  and  with  a  little  luck  we  might 
now  hear  their  views  on  various  passing  problems  of  the  day, 
such  as  the  neglect  of  science  in  our  public  schools.     But  in 
comes  I'HE  HAC?GERTY  WOMAN,  and  spoils  everything.     She 
is  attired,  like  them,  in  her  best,  but  the  effect  of  her  is  that 
her  clothes  have  gone  out  for  a  walk,  leaving  her  at  home.) 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM  (with  deep  distaste).     Here 's  that  sub- 
marine again,  ; 
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(THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  cringes  to  them,  but^gets  no  en- 
couragement.) 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     It 's  a  tgrrible  war. 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.        Is  that  SO  ? 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     I  jvonder  what  will  happen  whon 
it  ends  ? 

MRS.  MKKLEHAM.     I  Wave  no  idea. 

(The  intruder  produces  her  handkerchief,  but  does  not  use . 
it.     After  all,  she  is  in  her  best.) 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     Are  they  not  back  yet  ? 

t  (Per feet  ladies  must. reply  to  a  •direct  question.) 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     No  (icily).     We  have  been  waiting  this 
half  hour.     They  are  at  the  theatre  again. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOM£W.       "ftou  tell  fne  !       I  just  popped  ill 

with  an  insignificant  present? for  him,  as  his  leave  is  up. 
*  MRS.  TWYMLEY.     Ttye  same  trr&nd  brought  us. 
THE  .HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     My  present  is  cigarettes. 

(They  have  no  intention  oj*telling  her  what  their  Presents 

are,  *but  the  secret  leaps  from  them.) 
MRS.  MfCKLEHAM.     So  is  mine. 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.     Mine  too. 

(Triumph  of  THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     But  it  is  slwrt- 

lived:) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Mine  has  gold  tips.* 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.     So  has  mine. 

(THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  nfed  not  say  a  word.     You  have 
m.on/y  to  look  at  her  to  know  that  her  cigarettes  are  not  •gold- 
tipped.     She  tries  to  brazen  it  out,  which  is  so  often  a 

mistake.) 

THE   HAGGERTY   WOMAN.     What  *care   I  ?     Ming  is   Kx- 
quTsytos. 

(No  wonder  they  titter.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Excuse  us,  Mrs.   Haggerty  *  (if  that 's 
your  nanne),  but  the  word  is  Exquisectos. 

TrfE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     Much  obliged.     (She  weeps.) 
MRS..MICKLEHAM.     I  think  I  heard  a  ta'xi.        * 
MRS.  TWYMLEY.     It  will  be  her  third  this  week. 

(They  peer  through  the  blind.     They  we  so  excited  that 

rank  is  forgotten.) 

THE  HA.GGERTY  WOMAN,       Whaf  is  sh£  ill  ? 
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MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  A  iieW  astrakhan  jacket  he  gave  her, 
with  Venujf  sleeves. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.     Has  she  sold  her  gabardine  coat  ? 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Nbt  her  !     She  has  them  both  at  the 
theatre,  warm  night  though  it  is.     She  's  wearing  the  astrakhan, 
and  carrying  the  gabardine,  flung  careless-like  over  her  arm. 

THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN.  I  saw  .her  strutting  about  with 
him  yesterday,  looking  as  if  she  thought  the  two  of  them  made 
a  procession, 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.  H'sh  !  (peeping}.  Strike  me  dead,  if  she  's 
not  coming  mincing  down  the  stair,  hooked  on  his^arm  ! 

(Indeed  it  is  thus  that  MRS.  DOTVEY  enters.  Serhaps  she 
had  seen  shadows  lurking  on  the  blind,  and  at  once  hooked 
on  to  KENNETH  to  impress  the  visitors.  She  is  quite 
capable  oj[it. 

Now  we  see  what  Kf  NVETH  saw  that  afteftioon  five  days 
ago  when  he  emerged  from  the  bathroom  and  found  the  old 
trembler  awaiting  his  inspection.  Here  are  the  muff  and 
tKe^gtoves  and  the  chiffon,  and  such  a  kind  old  bc^inet  that  it 
mbkesym  laugb  at  once  ;  I  don't  know  how  to  describe  i"/,  but 
•it  is  trimmed  yuith  a  kiss,  as  bonnets  should  be  when  the 
wearer  is  old  and  'frail.  We  must  take  the  merino  for 
granted  until  she  steps  out  of  the  astrakhan.  She  is  dressea 
up  to  the  nines^  there  is  no  doubt  about  it.  Tel,  but  is  her 
face  leis  homely  ?  Above  a//,  has  she  style  ?  The  answer 
is  in  a  stout  affirmative.  Ask  KENNETH.  He  knows. 
Many  a  time  he  has  had  to  go  behind  a  door  to  roar  hilari- 
ously a?  the  old  lady.  He  has  thought  of  her  as  a  tark  to 
tell  his*mates  about  by  and  by  ;  but  for  some  reason  that 
he  c'annot  fathom,  *he  knows  now  that  he  will  never  do 
thht.} 

MRS.  DOWEY  (affecting  surprise}.     Kenneth,  we  have  visitors  ! 
DOWEY.§  §  Your  servant,  ladies. 

(He  is  no  longer  mud-caked  and  dour.  A  very  smart  figure 
is  this  PRIVATE  DOWEY,  and  he  winks  engagingly  it  the 
visitor^  like  ow  who  knows  that  for  jolly  company  you  canryt 
easily  beat  charwomen.  The  pleasantries  that  he  and  they 
have  exchanged  this  week  !  The  sauce  he  has  giv&t  them. 
The  wit  0/*MRS.  MICKLEHAM'S  retorts.  The  badinage  of 
MRS.  TWYMLEYH  Tfie  neat  giggles  of  THE  HAGGERTY 
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WOMAN.      There  has  be  en*  nothing  like  it  since  you  took  the 
countess  in  to  dinner.} 

MRS.  TWYMLKY.  We  should  apologise.  We  're  not  mean- 
ing to  stay. 

MRS.  DOWEY.  You  are  very  welcome.  Just  wait  (the 
ostentation  of  this  !)  till  I  get  out  of  my  astrakhan — and  my 
muff — and  my  gloves — a*id  (it  is  the  bonnet's  turn  now)  my 
Excelsior. 

(At  last  we  see  her  in  the  merino  (a  triumph}.') 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     You  've  given  her  a  glory  time,  Mr. 
Dowey.         0  ^ 

DoVEY.t  It 's  her  that"  has  given  it  to  me,  missis. 
MRS.  DOWEY.  Hey  !  hey  !  hey  !  hey  !  He  just  pampers 
me  (waggling  her  fists).  The  Lord  forgive  us,  but  this  being 
the  last  night,  w$.  hacf  a. sit-down  s*upper  aj  a  restaurant! 
(ffehemently)m\  swear* by  God  *haj  we  had  champagny  wine. 
(There  is  a  dead  stillnesf,  and  she  knows  very  well  what  it  means , 
she  has*even  prepared  for  it.)  Awd  to  them  as  doubfs  mv  words 
— here  's  ttye  cork. 

(Sh*  places  the  cork,  in  its  lovely  gold  drapery ',  'upon  the 
table.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.       T  'ill  SUIT  ! 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.  I  would  thank  you,  Mrs.  Dowey,  not*o 
say  a  word  'against  my  Alfred. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Me  ! 

DOWEY.  Come,  come,  ladies  •(*"«  the  masterful  way  that  is 
so  hard  for  women  to  resist)  ;  if  you  say  another  word,  I  '|]  kiss 
the  lot  of  you. 

(There  is  a  moment  of  pleased  confusion.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     Really,  them  Mfdgers'! 

?;HE  IIAGGERTY  WOMAN.     The  kilties  is  the  worst  f 

MRS.  TWYMLEY  (heartily).  I  'in  sure  we  don't  grudge  you 
your  treats,  Mrs.  Dowey  ;  and  sorry  we  are  that  vhis  *is  the 
end. 

DoavEY.  Yes,  it 's  the  end  (with  a  troubled  look  at  his  old 
lafy)  ;  I  must  be  off  in  ten  minutes.  «,  • 

(The  little  soul  is  too  gallant  to  break  down  in  company, 
&he  hurries  into  the  pantry  and  shuts  the  door.) 

MRS.  MICKLEHAM.  Poor  thing  !  But  we  must  run,  for 
you  '11  be  having  some  last  words  to  say  to  her. 
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DOWEY.  I  kept  her  out  long  on  purpose  so  as  to  have  less 
time  to  say* them  in. 

(He  more  than  half  wishes  that  he  could  make  a  bolt  to  a 
public-house.)          • 

MRS.  TWYMLEY.  It 's  the  best  way.  (In  the  important 
Affairs  of  life  there  is  not  -touch  that  any  one  can  teach  a 
charwoman.}  Just  a  mere  nothing,  to  wish  you  well, 
Mr.  Dowey. 

(All  three  present  him  with  the  cigarettes.) 
MRS.  MICKLEHAM.     A  scraping,  as  one  might  say. 
THE  HAGGERTY  WOMAN  (enigmatically).     The  heart  is  warm 
though  it  may  not  be  gold-fipped. 
DOWEY.     You  bricks  ! 
THE  LADIES.  "  Good  luck,  cocky. 

DOWEY.  The  same* to  you.*  AnU»if  you  see  a  sodger  man 
up  fhcre  in  a  k*lt,  he  is  one  fhjt  is  goingtbaf  k  with  me.  T^ll 
him  not  to  come  down,  but — but  to  give  me  till  the  last  minute, 
and  theVi  to  whistle.  t 

(ft  jf  quite  a  grave  man  who  is  left  alone ,  thinking  what  to 

d&ncxt.*    He  tries  a  horse  laugh>  bttt  that  proves  of  no  help. 

.  He  says  '  Hell !  J  to  himself y  but  it  is  equally  Ineffective. 

Then  he  o\>em  the  pcmtry  door  and  calls.) 
,DCWEY.  Old  lady. 

(She  comes  timidly  to  the  doory  her  hand  up  as  if*  to  ward  off 
a  blow.) 
MRS.  DOWEY.      Is  it  time  ?t 

(An  encouraging  voice  answers  her.} 

DC?WEY.     ^Jo,  no,  not  yet.      I  Ve  left  word  for  Di^ton  to 
whistle  when^go  I  must. 
MRS.  DOWEY.      All  is  ^nded. 

DOWEf.  Now,  then,  you  promised  to  be  gay.  We  wgre 
to  help  one  another. 

!&*$,.  Df\WEY.     Yes,  Kenneth. 
DOWEY.   "  It 's  bad  for  me,  but  it 's  worse  for  you. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     The  men  have  medals  to  win,  you  sic. 
DOWEY.     ^Fhe  w^men  have  their  medals  too. 

(He  blows  she  likes  him  to  order  her  about  y  so  he  tries  if  again.) 
DOWEY.     Come  here.     No,  I  '11  come  to  you.     (H&  stands 
gaping  at  her  woritteringly.     He  has  no  power  of  words,  nor  does 
he  quite  know  what  he  would Jike  to  say.)     God  ! 
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MRS.  DOWEY.     What  is  it,  Kcftineth  ? 
•    DOWEY.     You  're  a  woman. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     I  had  near  forgot  it. 

(He  wishes  he  was  at  the  station  with  DIXON.     DIXON  is 
sure  to  have  a  bottle  in  his  pocket.     They  will  be  roaring  a 
song  presently.     But  in  the  meantime — there  is  that  sfn 
business.     Blethers,  the  whole  thing,  of  course — or  mostly 
blethers.     But  it  's  the  way  to  please  her.) 
DOWEY.      Have  you  noticed  you  have  never  called  me  son  ?. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     Have  I  noticed  it  !     I  was  feared,  Kenneth. 
You  said  I  was  on  probation. 

DOWEY.  *  And  so  you  were.  Well,  the  probation  's  ended. 
(He  laughs  uncomfortably.)  The  like  of  me  !  But  if  you  want 
me  you  can  have  me. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     I£enn€th,.wili  I  do  ?' 

-.  -DOWEY  (arfully*%ay).     Woman^don't  be  so  forward.     Wait 
till  I  have  proposed.       ' 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Propose  for  a  Bother  ?  * 

DOWEY.  ,  What  for  no  ?  (In  the  grand  style)  Mto,  *Dowey, 
you  queer  carl,  you  spunky  tiddy,  have  I,  your*penrftssion  to 
ask  you  the  most  important  question  a  neglected  orphan  can 
ask  of  an  old  lady  ?  '  • 

(She  bubbles  with  mirth.      Who  could  help  It,  the  man  h#s 
such  &  ivay  with  him.)  0 

MRS.  DOWEY.     None  of  your  sauce,  Kenneth. 
DOWEY.     For  a  long  time,  Mrs.  Dowey,  you  cannot  nave 
been  unaware  of  my  sonnish  feelings  for  you. 
MR&.  DOWEY.     Wait  till  I  get  my  mop  to  you  i 
DOWEY.     And  if  you  're  not  willing  to  be  n^y  mother,  1 
swear  I  '11  never  ask  another. 

(The  old  divert  pulls  him  down  to  her  and  strokes'his  hair.) 
Was  I  a  well-behaved  infant,  mother  ? 

A  MRS.   DOWEY.     Not  you,  sonny,  you    were   a  'rampaging 
rogue. 

DOWEV.     Was  I  slow  in  learning  to  walk  ? 
,.MRS.  DOWEY.     The  quickest  in  our  street.     He  !  he  !  he  ! 
(She  starts  up.)     Was  that  the  whistle  ? 

DOWEY.     No,  no.     See  here.     In  taking  me  over  you  have, 
in  a  manner  of  speaking,  joined  the  Black  Watch. 
MRS.  DOWEY.     I  like  to  think  that,  Kenneth. 
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DOWEY.  Then  you  must  behave  so  that  the  ghost  piper  can 
be  proud  ot*  you.  'Tion  !  (She  stands  bravely  at  attention.) 
That 's  the  style.  Now  listen.  I  'Ve  sent  in  your  name  as 
being  my  nearest  of  kin,  and  your  allowance  will  be  coming  to 
yqji  weekly  in  the  usual  way. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Hey  !  hey  !  hey  !     Is  it  wicked,  Kenneth  ? 
DOWEY.     I  '11  take  the  responsibilfty  for  it  in  botih  worlds. 

Xou  see,  I  want  you  to  be  safeguarded  in  case  anything  hap 

•MRS.  DOWEY.     Kenneth  ! 

DOWEY.  'Tion  !  Have  no  fear.  I  '11  come  back,  covered 
with  mud  and  medals.  Mind  you  haye  that  cup  ofitea  waiting 
for  me.  (He  is  listening  for  the  whistle.  He  pulls9  her  on  to 
his  knee.) 

*MRS.  DOWEY.     Hey  !they  !   fccy  !  they  ! 
DCJWEY.     Wkat  fun  we  '1L  have*  writin^to  one  another  ! 
Real  letters  this  time. 
•    MRS.  VOWEY.     Yes. 

DOWE\.    \  It  would  be  a  gooc>plan  if  you  b«gan  the  first  letter 
is  soon  as  I  Ve  gone. 
MRS.  DOWEY!     I  will. 

DOWEY.     I  hc£>c  H<ady  Dolly  will  go  on  sending  me  cakes. 
MI&.  DOWEY.     You  may  be  sure. 

(He  ties  his  scarf  round  her  neck.) 

DOWEY.  You  must*  have  been  a  bonny  thing  when  you 
..ere  young. 

MRS.  DOWEY.     Away  with  "you  ! 

DOVEY.     That  scarf  sets  you  fine. 

MRS.  DOWEi.     Blue  was  always  my  colour, 

(ThewJiistle  sounds.) 

DOWEY.  Old  lady,  yofi  arc  what  Blighty  means  to  me  now. 
'She  hides  in  the  pantry  again.  She  is  out  of  stght  to  u$, 
but  she  does  something  that  makes  PRIVATE  DOWEY  take  off 
fej  bonnet.  Then  he  shoulders  his  equipment  and  departs. 
That  is  he  laughing  coarsely  with  DIXON. 

We  hbve  one  'last  glimpse  of  the  old  lady — a  month  qr  tw< 
after  KENNETH'S  death  in  action.     It  would  be  rosemary 
to  us  to  see  he%  in  her  black  dress,  of  which  she  is  very  frond ; 
but  let  us  rather  peep  at  her  in  the  familiar  garments  that 
make  a  third  to  her  mop  widpail.     It  is  early  morning,  and 
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she  is  having  a  look  at  her  medals  before  setting  off  on  the 
daily  round.  They  are  in  a  drawer,  with  the  scarf  covering 
them,  and  on  the  scdrfa  piece  of  lavender.  First,  the  black 
frock,  which  she  carries  in  her  arms  like  a  baby.  Then  her 
War  Savings  Certificates*  KENNETH'S  bonnet,  a  thin  packet 
of  real  letters,  and  the  famous  champagne  cork.  She  kisses 
the*  letters,  but  she*' does  not  blub  over  them.  She  strokes 
the  dress,  and  waggles  her  head  over  the  certificates  and 
presses  the  bonnet  to  her  cheeks,  and  rubs  the  tinsel  of  ihe 
cork  carefully  with  her  apron.  She  is  a  tremulous  old  'un  ; 
yet  she  exults,  for  she  owns  all  these  things,  and  also  the  penny' 
flag  on  her  breast.  She  puts  them  away  in  the  drawer, 
the  scarf  over  them,  the  lavender  on  the  scarf.  Her  air  of 
triumph  well  becomes  het~  She  lifts  the  pail  and  the  mop, 
and  slouches^jff  gamely  to  thf  day's  toil.}  .  H 


SHALL  WE  JOIN  THE  LADIES  ? 


SHALL  WE  JOIN  THE   LADIES? 

FOR  the  past  week  the  hospitable  Sam  Smith  has  been  enter- 
taining a  country  house  party,  and  we  choose  to  raise  the  curtain 
on  them  towards  the  end  of  dinner.  They  are  seated  thus,  the 
host  facing  us  : 

JtlObt 

(Mr.  Dion  Boucicault) 

Lady  Wrathie 
*(Mis<+Sybil  Thorndike) 

Mr.  Preen   . 
(Sir  Charles  Hawtrey) 

Miss  Vaile 
\Miss  Marie  Lohr) 

Mrs.  Bland 
(Miss  Madge  Fttheradge) 

Capt.  Jennings 
(Mr.  Leon  Quartermaine) 

Miss  Isit 
(Miss  Irene  Vatibrugh) 

Mrs.  Castro 
(Miss  Liua/i  McCarthy] 

Butler 
(Sir  Gerald  du  Maurw) 

Maid 
(MLs  Hilda  Tr&uelyari) 

Smith  is  a  little  old  bachelor,  and  sits  there  beaming  on  Ais 
gutsts^like  an  elderly  cupid.  So  they  think  him,  but  they  are 
to  be?  undeceived.  Though  many  of  them  have  not  met  until' 
this  week,  they  have  at  present  that  genial  regard  ror  each 
other  which  steals  so  becomingly  over  really  nice  people  who 
have  eaten  too  much. 

This  is  the  blot  act  of  au  uuiinibhul  play  oiigiiutUy  prudui  c«l  at  th  opt -111111; 
of  the  Royal  Dramatic  Academy's  Theatre,  which  accounts  for  the  brilliancy 
of  the  cast,  and  the  brilliancy  of  the  cast  excuses  the  proud  author  fcr  giving  it 
in  full. 
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Lady  Jane 
(Miss  Fay  Cwipton) 

Sir  Joseph 
(Mr.  Cyril  Maude] 

Mrs  Pr-en 
(Lady  free) 

Mr.  Vaile 
(Mr.  Nelson  Keys]         \ 

Mr.  Gourlay 

(Sir  Johnston 

Forbes -Robertso.  ) 
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Dolphin,  the  butler,  is  passing  Vound  the  fruit.  The  only  other 
•attendant  is  a  maid  in  the  background,  as  for  an  emergency,  and  she 
is  as  interested  in  the  conversation  as  he  is  indifferent  to  it.  If  one 
of  the  guests  were  to  destroy  himself,  Dolphin  would  merely  sign 
to  her  to  remove  the  debris  while  he  continued  to  serve  the  fruit. 

In  the  midst  of  hilarity  overborne  quip  that  we  are  just  txx> 
late  to  catch,  the  youthfuj  Lady  Jane  counts  the  company  and 
is  appalled. 

LADY  JANE.     We  are  thirteen^  Lady  Wrathic. 
(Many  fingers  count.} 

LA*DY  W^ATHIE.       Foifrteeil. 
CAPT.  JENNINGS.       Twelve. 

LADY  JANE.     We  are  thirteen. 

HOST.  Oh  dea/,  how  c;arefess  of  foe.  Ist  there  anything 
I  .can  do  ?  "  * 

SIR  JOSEPH  (of  the  citfi.  Leave  this  to  me.   All  keep  your  seats.. 

MRS.'  PREEN  (perhaps  rather  thankfully).  I  am  -afraid  Ladv 
Jane  has  rysen. 

(LADY  JANE  subsides.) 

LADY  WRATHIE.     Joseph,  you  have  risen  yourself. 
(SIR  JOSEPH  subsides.)  •        '      f 

MRS.  CASTRO  (a  mysterious  widow  from  Buenos  Ayres}.  Wrre 
we  thirteen  all  those  other  nights  ?  , 

MRS.  PREEN.  We  always  had  a  guest  or  two  from  outside, 
you  remember.  « 

MISS  ISIT  (whose  name  obviously  needs  to  be  queried).  All  we 
have  got  to  do  is  to  make  our  number  fourteen.  * 

VAILE.     But  how,  Miss  Isit  ? 

MISS  ISIT.     Why,  Dolphin,  of  course. 

€MRS.  PREEN.     It 's  too  clever  of  you,  Miss  Isit.     Mr.  Smith. 
Dolphin  may  sit  down  with  us,  mayn't  he  ? 
^  MRS.  CASTRO.     Please,  dear  Mr.  Smith  ;  just  fop  a  moment. 
That  b/eaks  the  spell.  '  • 

sip.  /OSEPH.  We  won't  cat  you,  Dolphin.  (But  he  has 
crunched  some  similar  ones.) 

HOSV.  Let  me  explain  to  him.  You  see,  Dolphin,  there- 
is  a  superstition  that  if  thirteen  people  sit  down  at  table  some- 
thing staggering  will  happen  to  one  of  them 'before  the  night  is 
out.  That  is  it,  isn't  it  ? 
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MRS.  BLAND  (darkly).     Namely,  death. 

HOST  (brightly).     Yes,  namely,  death. 

LADY  JANE.  But  not  before  the  .night  is  out,  you  dear  ; 
before  the  year  is  out. 

HOST.      I  thought  it  was  before  the  night  is  out. 
(DOLPHIN  is  reluctant.) 

GOURLAY.     Sit  here,  Dolphin. 

MISS  VAILE.     No,  I  want  him. 

Miss  ISIT.      It  was  my  idea,  and  I  insist  on  having  him. 

MRS.  CASTRO  (moving farther  to  the  left).   Yes,  here  between  us. 
(DOLPHIN  obliges.) 

MRS.  PREEN  (with  childisli  abandon):    Saved. 

HOST.  As  we  are  saved,  and  he  does  not  seem  happy,  may 
ho  resume  his  duties  ? 

LADY  WRXTHIE.  YeS,  yes  ;  *an^  n«w  we  ladies  may  with- 
draw*. .  % 

PREEN  (the  most  selfish  of  the  company,  <md  therefore  perhaps  the 
favourite).  rFirst,  a  glass  of  wyie  with  you,  Dolphin.  f 

VAILE  \caftr  seeking  to  undermine  PREEN'S  popularity}.  Is  this 
•wise  ? 

PREEN  (determined  to  carry  the  thing  through  despite  this 
fellow}.  To  the'health  of  our  friend  Dolphin. 

(DOLPHIN'S  health  having  been  drunk,  he  withdraws  his 
chair  and  returnj  to  the  sideboard.  As  MISS  ISTT  and 
MRS.  CASTRO  had  made  room  for  him  between  them  exactly 
opposite  his  master,  andjhe  space  remains  empty,  we  have 
now  a  better  view  of  the  company.  Can  this  have  been 
the  auttyr's  object  ?) 

SIR  JOSEPH  ^(pleasantly  detaining  the  ladies).  One  moment. 
Another  ttfast.,  FcMlow-guests,  to-morrow  morning,  alas,  this 
party  has'to  break  up,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  all  agree  with  me 
that  we  have  had  a  delightful  week.  Tt  has  not  been  an  eventful 
week  >,  it  has  been  too  happy  for  that. 

CLffpT.  JEN'NINGS.  I  rise  to  protest.  When  I  camoihere  a 
week  ago  I  had  never  met  Lady  Jane.  Now,  as  you  kAow,  we 
are  engaged.  •»  I  certainly  call  it  an  eventful  week. 

LADY  JANE.     Yes,  please,  Sir  Joseph. 

SIR  JOSEPH.  I  stand  corrected.  And  now  we  are  in,jhe  last 
evening  of  it ;  we!1  are  drawing  nigh  to  the  end  of  a  perfect  day. 

PREEN  (who  is  also  an^orator).     In  seconding  this  motion 
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VAILE.  Pool).  (He  is  the  perfect  little  gentleman,  if  socks 
and  spats  can  do  it,}  * 

SIR  JOSEPH.  Though  I  have  known  you  intimately  for  but 
a  short  time,  I  already  find  it  impossible  to  call  you  anything 
but  Sam  Smith. 

MRS.  CASTRO.  In  our  hearts,  Mr.  Smith,  that  is  what  are 
ladies  call  you  also. 

PREEN.     If  I  might  say  a  word 

VAILE.     Tuts. 

SIR  JOSEPH.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  is  he  not  like  a  pocket 
edition  of  Mr.  Pickwick  ? 

G6URLAY  (an  artist).  *  Exactly.  That  is  how  I  should  like 
to  paint  him. 

MRS.  BLAND.  Mr.  Smith,  you  love,  we  think  that  if  you 
were  married  you  could'  not  be  "quite  so  nice. 

SIR  JOSEPH.  At  any  rate,  he  could  not  be  quite  so  simple. 
For  you  are  a  very  simple  soul,  Sam  Smith.  Well,  we  esteem 
you  the  more  for  your  simplicity.  Friends  all,  I  give1  you  the 
toast  of  Sam  Smith. 

(The  toast  is  drtink  with  acclamation,  and  DOLPHIN,  who 
has  paid  no  attention  to  it,  again  hovers  round  with  wine.) 

HOST  (rising  in  answer  to  their  appeals  and  warming  them  with 
his  Pickwickian  smile).  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  you  are'v.ery 
kind,  and  I  don't  pretend  that  it  isn't  pleasant  to  me  to  be  praised. 
Tell  me,  have  you  ever  wondered  why  I  invited -you  here  ? 

MISS  ISIT.  Because  you  like  us,  of  course,  you  muddle- 
headed  darling. 

HC/ST.     Was  that  the  reason  ? 

SIR  JOSEPH.  Take  care,  Sammy,  you  are  not  saying  what 
you  mean. 

.  HOST.  Am  I  not  ?  Kindly  excuse.  1  dare  say  I  am  as 
simple  as  Sir  Joseph  says.  And  yet,  do  you  really  know  me  ? 
Does  any  person  ever  know  another  absolutely  ?  Has  #01  the 
simplest  of  us  a  secret  drawer  inside  him  with — with  a  lock  to  it  ? 

MISS  ISIT.    If  you  have,  Mr.  Smith,  be  a  dear  and  open  it  to  us. 

MRS.  CASTRO.  How  delicious.  He  is  going  to  tell  us  of 
liis  first  and  only  love. 

HOST.  Ah,  Mrs.  Castro,  I  think  I  had  one  once,  very  nice, 
but  I  have  forgotten  her  name.  The  person  I  loved  best  was 
my  brother. 
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PREEN.     I  never  knew  you  had  a  brother. 

HOST.    I  suppose  none  of  you  knew.    He  died  two  years  ago. 

SIR  JOSEPH.     Sorry,  Sam  Smith. 

MRS.  PREEN  (drawing  tfo  chocolates  nearer  her}.  We  should 
like  to  hear  about  him  if  it  isn't  too  sad. 

^IOST.  Would  you  ?  He  ^as  many  years  my  junior,  and 
as  attractive  as  I  am  commonplace.  He  died  in  a  foreign  land. 
Natural  causes  were  certified.  But  there  were  suspicious  cir- 
cujnstances,  and  I  went  out  there  determined  to  probe  the 
matter  to  the  full.  I  did,  too.% 

PREEN.     You  didn't  say  where  the  place  was. 

HOST.     It  was  Monte  Carlo. 

(He  pauses  here,  as  if  to  give  time  for  something  to  happen, 
but  nothing  does,  happen  except  that  MISS  ISIT'S  wine-elass 
slips  f font  her  haml  to  the  floor  1) 
^v^rhin,  another  glass  for  Mjss.%Isit. 

LADY  JANE.        Do  gO  on. 

HOST.*    My  inquiries  were  slow,  but  1  became  convinced 
that  my  Brother  had  been  poisoned. 
,    MJIS.  BIAND.*    Hoyr  dreadful.     You  poor  man. 

cotfRLAY.  I  hope,  Sam  Smith,  that  you  got  on  the  track  of 
the  criminals  ? 

ijofcT.      Oh  yes. 

(A  chair  creaks.) 
Did  you  speak?,  Miss  Isit  r 

MISS  ISIT.  Did  I  ?  I  think  not.  What  did  you  say  about 
the  criminals  ? 

HOST.     Nojf  criminals  ;    there  was  only  one. 

PREEN.     Mfl.n  or  woman  ? 

HOSV.     We  are  rtot  yefc  certain.     What  we  do  know  is  that 
my  brothe/  was  visited  in  his  rooms  that  night  by  some  one  who 
must  have  been  the  murderer.     It  was  some  one  who  spoke 
English, and, who  was  certainly  dressed  as  a  man,  but  it  may  have 
been  a  woman.     There  is  proof  that  it  was  some  one  wBo  had 
been  to  the  tables  that  night.      I  got  in  touch  wittf  e^ery 
4  possible,'  though  I  h^d  to  follow  some  of  them  to  distant  parts. 
''LADY  WRATHIE.     It  is  extraordinarily  interesting.        * 
•    HOST.     Outwardly  many  of  them  seemed  to  be  quite  re- 
spectable people. 

SIR  JOSEPH.     Ah,  ons  can't  go  by  that,  Sam  Smith. 

2  D 
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HOST.     I  didn't.     I  made  the  most  exhaustive  inquiries  into 

their  private  lives.     I  did  it  so  cunningly  that  not  one  of  them 

suspected  why  I  was  so  anxious  to  make  his  or  her  acquaintance  ; 

and  then,  when  I  was  ready  for  them§  I  invited  them  to  my  house 

for  a  week,  and  they  are  all  sitting  round  my  table  this  evening. 

(As  the  monstrous  significance  of  this  sinks  into  them,  there 

is  a  hubbub  at  the  +able.) 

You  wanted  to  know  why  I  had  asked  you  here,  and  I  am  afraid 
that  in  consequence  I  have  wandered  a  little  from  the  to?st  ; 
but  I  thank  you,  Sir  Joseph,  I  thank  you  all,  for  the  too  kind 
way  in  which  you  have  drunk  my  health. 

T  (Us  sits  down  as  modestly  as  he  had  risen,  but  the  smile  has 
gone  from  his  face  ;  and  the  curious — which  includes  all  the 
diners — may  note  that  he  is  licking  his  lips.  In  the  babel 
that  again,  bredks  forth,  DOLPHIN,  who  has  remained 
stationary  and  vacuous  /y'  fhe  speech^  goes  the  round* of  the 
table  refilling  grasses.) 

PREEN  (the  first  to  be  who/fy  articulate).     In 'the"  name  of 
every  one  of  us,  Mr.  Smith,  I  tell  you  that  this  is  an  outrage.  • 
HOST      I  was  afraid  you  wouldn't  like  it. 
SIR  JOSEPH.      May  I  ask,  sir,  whether  all  this  week  you  have 
been  surreptitiously  ferreting  into  bur  private  affairs,  perhaps 
even  rummaging  our  trunks  r 

HOST  (brightening).  That  was  it. ,-  You  remember  how  I 
pressed  you  all  to  show  your  prowess  on  the  tehnis  courts  and 
the  golf  links  while  I  stayed  at  home  r  That  was  my  time  for 
the  trunks. 

L'ADY  JANE.  Was  there  ever  such  a  manx?  Did'  you — 
open  our  letters  ? 

HOST.  Every  one  of  them.  And  there  -wefc  some  very 
queer  things  in  them.  There  was  one  about  a  lundheon  at  the 
Ritz.  '  You  will  know  me,'  the  man  wrote,  fc  by  the  gardenia 
I  shall  carry  in  my  hand.'  Perhaps  I  shouldn't  hare  mentioned 
that/  But  the  lady  who  got  that  letter  need  not  be  frightened. 
She  id-  married,  and  her  husband  is  here  with  her,  but  I  won't 
,  tell  you  any  more. 

Miss  ISIT.     I  think  he  should  be  compelled  to  tell. 
PIEEN.     Wrathie,  there  are  only  two  ladies  here  with  their 
husbands. 

SIR  JOSEPH.     Yours  and  mine,  Preen. 
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LADY  WRATHIE.  Joseph,  I  don't  need  to  tell  you  it  wasn't 
your  wife.  • 

MRS.  PREEN.     It  certainly  wasn't -yours,  Willie. 

PREEN.     Of  that  I  amlwell  assured. 

SIR  JOSEPH.  Take  care  what  you  say,  Preen.  That  is 
v^ry  like  a  reflection  on  my  wife. 

GOURLAY.  Let  that  pass.  The  other  is  the  seriqus  thing — 
so  serious  that  it  is  a  nightmare.  Whom  do  you  accuse  of  doing 
ajvay  with  your  brother,  sir  ?  Out  with  it. 

HOST.  You  are  not  all  fuming  against  me,  are  you  ?  I 
assure  you  I  don't  accuse  any  of  you  yet.  I  knoyr  that  one  of 
you  did  it,  but  I  am  not  sure  which  one.  I  shall  Itnow  %oon. 

VAILE.     Soon  ?     How  soon  ? 

HOST.  Soon  afteK  the  men  join  the  ladies  to-night.  I  ought 
to  tell  you  that;  I  am  to  try  a  fittle.  experiment  to-night,  some- 
thing I  have,  thought  out  >j/nk:h  I  have»e\fery  c£nfidenc§  will 
make  the  guilty  person  fall  into  my  hands  like  a  ripe  plum. 
(He  inSicatts  rather  horribfy  hwo  he  will  squeeze  it.) 

LADV  JA^E  (hitting  his  hand).     Don't  do  that.      • 

SIR  JOSEPH*  (voicyig  the  general  unrest).  We  ins^t,  Smith, 
on  hearing  what  thjj  experiment  is  to  be. 

**OST.  ThaJ  would  s£oil  it.  But  I  can  tell  you  this.  M> 
spe*h  had  a  little  pit  in  it,  and  all  the  time  I  was  talking  I  was 
watching  whether  apy^of  you  would  fall  into  that  pit. 

MRS.  PREE'N  (rising).     I  didn't  notice  any  pit. 

HOST.     You  weren't  mea<it  to,  Mrs.  Preen. 

PREEN.  May  I  ask,  without  pressing  the  personal  note,  did 
any  one  fell  i.ito  your  pit  ? 

HOST.     I  think  so. 

CA  JT.  jjSNNjfNGS.'  Smith,  we  must  have  the  name  of  this  person. 

*  \DY  VRATHIE.     Mrs.  Preen  has  fainted. 

(PREEN  hurries  slowly  to  his  wife's  assistance,  and  there  is 
•somj  commotion.)  : 

MRS.  PREEN.  Why — what — who — I  am  all  rigfft  now. 
Willie,  go  back  to  your  seat.  Why  are  you  all  staring  a\  me  so  ? 

MISS  ISIT.  »   Dear,  Mrs.  Preen,  we  are  so  glad  that  you 
Better.     I  wonder  what  upset  you  ?  * 

PREEN  (imprudently).     I  never  knew  her  faint  before* 

MISS  ISIT.      I  expect  it  was  the  heat. 

PREEN  (nervous).     Say  it  ,was  the  heat,  Emily. 
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MRS.  PREEN.  No,  it  wasn't  'the  heat.  Miss  Isit.  It  was 
Mr.  Smith's  talk  of  a  pit. 

PREEN.     My  dear. 

MRS.  PREEN.  I  suddenly  remembtred  how,  as  soon  as  that 
man  mentioned  that  the  place  of  the  crime  was  Monte  Carlo, 
some  lady  had  let  her  wine-glass  fell.  That  was  why  I  fainteti. 
I  can't  remember  who  shev  was. 

LADY  WRATHIE.       It  Was  Miss  Isit. 

MRS.  PREEN.     Really  ? 

MISS  ISIT.  There  is  a  thing  caljed  the  law  of  libel.  If  Lady 
Wrathie  and  Mrs.  Preen  will  kindly  formulate  their  charges 

GOV/RLAY5,.     Oh,  come,  let  us  keep  our  heads. 

HOST.     That 's  what  I  say. 

GOURLAY.  What  about  a  motive  ?  Scotland  Yard  always 
seeks  for  that  first.  ''  ,  *  c-  ,  ' 

HOST.     I  flee  tvtf'o  'possible  motives.     If  a  woman  did  it — 
well,  they  tended  to  ruit  after  my  brother,  and  you  all  know  of  - 
what  a  woman  scorned  is  capable. 

PREEN  (reminiscent).     Rather.  k  • 

HOST.  ,  Then,  again,  my  brother  had  a  .large  cum  cf  money 
with  him,  which  disappeared. 

SIR  JOSEPH.     If  you  could  trace  thafmoney  tfmight  be  a  feelp 

HOST.  All  sorts  of  things  are  a  help.  The  way  you  ai*e  ?\\ 
pretending  to  know  nothing  about  the  master  is  a  help.  It  might 
be  a  help  if  I  could  find  out  which  of  you  has  a  dammy  hand 
that  at  this  moment  wants  to  creep  beneath  the  table. 

(Not  a  hand  creeps.} 

I  '11  tell  you  something  more.    Murderers'  hearts  b^at  differently 
from  other  hearts.     (He  raises  his  finger.}     Listen. 

(They  listen.) 
Whose  was  it  ? 

(A  cry  from  MISS  VAILE  brings  her  into  undesired  promin- 
ence.) * 

MISS  VAILE  (explaining).  I  thought  I  heard  it."  It  seemed 
to  come 'from  across  the  table. 

(This  does  not  give  universal  satisfaction.) 
Please  don't  think  because  this  man  made  me  scream  that  I  did 
it.     I  -never  was  on  a  yacht  in  my  life,  at  Monte  Carlo  or 
anywhere  else. 

(Nor  does  even  this  have  the  desired  effect.) 
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VAILE  (sharply).     Bella  ! 

MISS  VAILE.     Have  I  said — anything  odd  ? 

GOURLAY.     A  yacht  ?    There  has' been  no  talk  about  a  yacht. 

MISS  VAILE  (shrinking).     Hasn't  there  ? 

HOST.  Perhaps  there  shovld  have  been.  It  was  on  his 
yacht  that  my  brother  died. 

MRS.  CASTRO.     You  said  in  his  rooms. 

HOST.  Yes,  that  is  what  I  said.  I  wanted  to  find  out  which 
oT  you  knew  better. 

LADY  JANE.     And  Miss  Vaile 

MISS  VAILE.     I  can  explain  it  all  if — if 

MISS  ISIT.     Yes,  give  her  a  little  time. 

HOST.     Perhaps  you  would  all  like  to  take  a  few  minutes. 

MISS  VAIJ.E.  I  admit  that  It  was  a^  Monte  Carlo — with  my 
brother — whert  an  Englishman  di£d  thereVathe^  mysteriously 
on  a  yacht.  *  When  Mr.  Srflrtfi  told  us^of  his  brother's  death*  I 
concluded  tfiat  it  was  probably  the  same  person. 

VAILS.    J  presume  that  you  accept  my  sister's  statement  ? 

MISS  JS*IT.  ^  Ab-sol-ute-ly. 

H0ST.  She  is  ndt  the  only  one  of  you  who  knew  that  yacht. 
You  all  admit  fciaving  bgen  at  Monte  Carlo  two  years  ago,  I 
suppose  ? 

*CAPT.  JENNINGS.     One  of  us  wasn't.     Lady  Jan£  was  never 
there. 

HOST  (with  beady  eyes).    What  do  you  say  to  that,  Lady  J      j  ? 
(LADY  JANE  falters.) 

C/IPT.  JENNINGS.     Tell  him,  Jane. 

HOST.     Yes,  tell  me. 

CAJT.  jjgNftiNGS.     You  never  were  there  ;  say  so. 

LADY  JANE.*    Why  shouldn't  I  have  been  there  ? 
•  CAPT.  JENNINGS.     No  reason.     But  when  I  happened*  to 
Oiewtion  Monte  Carlo  to  you  the  other  day  I  certainly  under- 

stoojl- *  •  Jane,  I  never  forget  a  word  you  say,  and ^ou  dm 

say  you  had  never  been  there. 

LADY  JANE.  So  vou — you,  Jack — you  accuse  me  y  Ju — 
me 

CAPT.  JENNINGS.     I  haven't,  I  haven't. 

LADY  JANE.  YOU  have  all  heard  that  Captain  Jennings  and  I 
are  engaged.  I  want  you  to  understand  that  we  are  so  no  longer. 

CAPT.  JENNINGS.     Jane  " 
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(She  removes  the  engagement  ring  from  her,  finger  and 
hesitates  how  to  transfer  it  to  the  donor,  who  is  many  seats 
apart  from  her.  The  ever-resourceful  DOLPHIN  goes  to  her 
with  a  tray  on  which  she  deposits  the  ring,  and  it  is  thus  con- 
veyed to  the  unhappy  JEN^JNGS.  Next  moment  DOLPHIN 
has  to  attend  to  the  maid,  who  makes  an  audible  gurgle  of 
sympathy  with  love,'  which  is  a  breach  of  etiquette.  He 
opens  the  door  for  her,  and  she  makes  a  shameful  exit.  He< 
then  fills  the  Captain's  glass.} 

HOST  (in  one  of  his  nicer  mood's).  Take  comfort,  Captain. 
If  La$ly  Jane  should  prove;  to  be  the9erson  wanted — mind  you, 
perhaps  she  isn't — why,  then  the  ring  is  a  matter  of  small 
importance,  because  you  would  be  parted  in  any  case.  I  mean 
by  the  handcuffs.  I  forget  to  s?y  tnat  J,  have  them  here.  (A 
gropes  at  his  feet,  w^ere  qfher  peoph  merely  have' a  table-napkin.) 
Pass  them  round,  Dolphin.  Pel  haps  some  of  you  have  never 
seen  them  before.  (  < 

PREEN.  A  pocket  edition  of  Pickwick  we  called  him  ;  he 
is  more  like  a  pocket  edition  of  the  devil. 

HOST.  '  Please,  a  little  courtesy.  After' all,  Tarn  your  host. 
(DOLPHIN  goes  the  round  of  the  table  'juitk,the  handcuffs  on 
the  tray  that  a  moment  ago  contained  a  lover's  ring.  $hey 
meet  with  no  success.) 

Do  take  a  look  at  them,  Mrs.  Castro  ; '  they  arc  <in  adjustable 
pair  in  case  they  should  be  needed  for  small  wrists.     Would  you 
like  to  try  them  on,  Sir  Joseph  ?  They  close  with  a  click — a  click. 
SIR  JOSEPH  (pettishly).     We  quite  understand.  * 

(MRS.  BLAND  rises.)  '* 

MRS.  BLAND.  How  stupid  of  us.  We  have  al)  forgotten 
that  he  said  the  murderer  may  have  been  a  woman  ( in  man's 
cloches,  and  I  have  just  remembered  that  when  we  played  the 
charade  on  Wednesday  he  wanted  the  ladies  to  dress  up  as  men. 
Was  it  tp  see  whether  one  of  us  looked  as  if  she  could  have  passed 
for  a  mafl  that  night  at  Monte  Carlo  ? 
HOST.  You  Ve  got  it,  Mrs.  Bland. 

'  SIR  JOSEPH.     Well,  none  of  you  did  dre^s  up,  at  any  rate.     ^ 

MRS.  BLAND  (distressed).     Oh,  Sir  Joseph.     Some  of  us  did 

dress  up,  in  private,  and  we  all  agreed  that — of  course  there  's 

nothing  in  it,  but  we  all  agreed  that  the  only  figure  which  might 

have  deceived  a  careless  eye  was  Lady  Wrathie's. 
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PREEN.     I  say ! 

LADY  WRATHIE.     Joseph,  do  you  sit  there  and  permit  this  ? 

HOST.  Now,  now,  there  is  nothing  to  be  touchy  about. 
Have  I  not  been  considerate  ? 

^IR  JOSEPH.     Smith,  I  hold  you  to  be  an  impudent  scoundrel. 

HOST.  May  not  I,  who  lost  a  brother  in  circumstances  so 
painful,  appeal  for  a  little  kindly  consideration  from  tfcose  of  you 
jvho  are  innocent — shady  characters  though  you  be  ? 

•PREEN.  I  must  say  that  rather  touches  me.  Some  of  us 
might  have  reasons  for  being  reluctant  to  have  our  past  at  Monte 
inquired  into  without  being^the  person  you  are  aslyng  for. 

HOST.  Precisely.  I  am  presuming  that  to  be  t*re  position 
of  eleven  of  you^ 

•LADY  WRATHIE.     'Joseph;  I  ?must.ask  you  to  come  upstairs 
witfy  me  to  pack  our  things.  t         • 

MISS  ISIT.  •  For  my  partp^fter  poor  Mr.  Smith's  appeal*! 
think  it  fwould  be  rather  headless  not  to  s&y  and  see  the  thing  out. 
Especially,  Mr.  Smith,  if  you  would  give  unjust  an  inkling  of 
what  your1 — little  experiment — in  the  drjwing-rooro — is  to  be  ? 

tro^T. '    I  cin't  say  anything  about  it  except  that  rit  isn't  to 
take  place  in  the  drawing-room.     You  ladies  are  to  go  this 
everting  to  Dolpnin's  room,  where  we  shall  join  you  presently. 
(Even  DOLPHIN  is  taken  aback.) 

MRS.  PREEN.     WUy*should  we  go  there  ? 

HOST.     Because  I  tell  you  to,  Mrs.  Preen. 

LADY  WRATHIE.  I  go  to  Ao  such  room.  I  leave  this  house 
at- once. 

MRS.  PREEN.     I  also. 

LADY  JANE*     All  of  us.     I  want  to  go  home. 

LAD'Y  WRA-rtiiE.*   Josiph,  come. 

,  MRS.  PREEN.  Willie,  I  am  ready.  I  wish  you  a  lc«ig 
<*pojl-bye,  Mr.  Smith. 

{Thliv  dignified  advance  upon  the  door  is  spoilt  on  opening 
it  by  their  finding  a  policeman  (Mr.  Norman  -Forbes) 
standing  there.  They  glare  at  MR.  SMITH.) 

HOST.     The  ladieis  will  now  adjourn  to  Dolphin's  room. 

LADY  WRATHIE.      I  say  no. 

MRS.  CASTRO.  Let  us.  Why  shouldn't  the  innocent  ones 
help  him  ? 

(She  gives  SMITH  herjiand  with  a  disarming  smile.} 
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HOST.  I  knew  you  would  fee  on  my  side,  Mrs.  Castro. 
Cold  hand — warm  heart.  That  is  the  saying,  isn't  it  ? 

(She  shrinks.) 

LADY  WRATHIE.  Those  who  Wish  to  leave  this  man's 
house,  follow  me.  t  ^ 

HOST  (for  her  special  benefit).  My  brother's  cigarette  case 
was  of  faded  green  leather,  and  a  hole  had  been  burned  in  the 
back  of  it. 

(For  some  reason  this  takes  the  fight  out  of  her,  and  she 
departs  for  DOLPHIN'S  room*  tossing  her  head,  and  followed 
by  the  other  ladies.}  c 

VAILE  (seeing  SMITH  drop  a  word  to  MISS  VAILE  as  she  goes). 
What  did  you  say  to  my  sister  ? 

HOST.      I  only  said  tocher  th^t  she  isq't  your  sister-    (The  last 
lady  to  go  is  MISS  ISITX)    So  you  neve r  met'my  brother,  Miss  bit  r 
•MISS  ISIT.  *  Not  thit^I  know  Vj> Mr.  Smith.     • 
HOST;.      I  have  a  photograph  o£  him  that  I  should,  like  tc 
show  you.  ,, 

MISS  ism     I  don't  <jare  to  see  it. 

HOST.  i  You  are  going  to  see  it.  (//  is^in  his  pocket,  anti  h 
fuddenly  puts  it  before  her  eyes.)  <>  , 

MISS  ISIT  (surprised).     That  is  not-! (She  checks  herfelf. 

HOST.  No,  that  is  not  my  brother.  That  v  some  one  yt>\ 
havetnever  seen.  But  how  did  you  knovi  ic  wasn't^ny  brother  ? 

(She  makes  no  answer.) 
I  rather  think  you  knew  Dick,  Miss  Isit. 

MISS  ISIT  (dropping  him  a  curtsey).  I  rather  think  Ii-did, 
Mr.  Sam.  What  then  ?  * 

(She  goes  impudently.  Now  that,  the  ladies  have  left  the 
room,  the  men  don't  quite  know  fohat  to  do9 except  stare  at 
their  little  host.  Decanter  in  one  hand  and  a  box  of  cigar- 
ettes in  the  other,  he  toddles  down  to  what  would  have  keen 
the  hostess's  chair  had  there  been  a  hostess.) 
HOST1.  Draw  up  closer,  won't  you  ? 

*  (They  don't  want  to,  but  they  do,  with  the  exception  of  VAILE, 
c         who  is  studying  a  picture  very  near  th*  door.) ' 
You  are  not  leaving  us,  Vaile  r 

VAIL*:.     I  thought 

HOST  (sharply).     Sit  down. 
VAILE.     Oh,  quite. 
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HOST,     You  are  not  drinking  anything,  Gourlay.     Captain, 
the  port  is  with  you. 

(The  wine  revolves*  but  no  one' partakes.) 
PREEN  (heavily).     Smifh,  there  are  a  few  words  that  I  think 
it  my  duty  to  say.     This  is  a  very  unusual  situation. 
HOST.     Yes.     You  '11  have  a  cigarette,  Preen  ? 

(The  cigarettes  are  passed  rouAd  and  share  th*fate  of  the 
wine.) 

GOURLAY.     I  wonder  why  Mrs.  Bland — she  is  the  only  one 
of  them  that  there  seems  to  bs  nothing  against. 
VAILE.     A  bit  fishy,  thsyt. 

PREEN  (murmuring).     It  was  rather  odd  my  wifeTaiming. 
CAPT.  JEN  NIHGS  (who  has  been  a  drooping  figure  since  a  recent 
incident).     J  dare  sajf  tlje  laflies^ra  saying  the  same  sort  of  thing 
abojit  us.     (H*  lights  \  cigarette — Dne'ff  h^  own.    .  DOLPHIN  is 
offering  them* liqueurs.) 

PREFN  (sulkily).     No,  thanks.     (But  he  takes  one.)  .Smith, 
am  sure  I  speak  for  all  of  us  Vhen  I  say  we  would  esteem  it  a 
avour  if  you  ask  Dolphin  to  withdraw. 
'  ftgsT.*     He  has  his  duties. 

GOURLAY  (peftishfy,  to  DOLPHIN).     INO,  -thanks.      He  get?, 
on  fay  nerves.    .Can  nothing  disturb  this  man  ? 

CAPT.   JENI^GS    (also  refusing).     No,   thanks.     Evidently 
nothing. 

SIR  JOSEPH  (reverting  to  a  more  hopeful  subject).     Everything 
seems  to  point  to  its  being  a  woman — wouldn't  you  say,  Smith  ? 
H^ST.     I  wouldn't  say  everything,  Sir  Joseph.      Qolphin 
thinks  it  wa»  a  man. 

SIR  JOSEPH*.     One  of  us  here  ? 

(sMiTH*nods,  and 'they  survey  their  friend  DOLPHIN  with 
renewed  distaste.) 

QOURLAY.     Did  he  know  your  brother  r 
H0b*r.    'He  was  my  brother's  servant  out  there. 

VAILE  (rising).     What  ?     He  wasn't  the  fellow  whg ? 

HOST.     Who  what,  Vaile  : 

PREEN,     i  say  !   f 

VAILE  (hotly).     What  do  you  say  r 

PREEN.     Nothing  (doggedly).     But  I  say  ! 

(Though  DOLPHIN  is  now  a  centre  of  interest,  no  one  seems 
able  to  address  him  personally.) 
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GOURLAY.  Are  we  to  understand  that  you  have  had 
Dolphin  spying  on  us  here  ? 

HOST.  That  was  the  idea.  And  he  helped  me  by  taking 
your  finger-prints. 

VAILE.     How  can  that  help  ?  % 

HOST.     He  sent  them  to  Scotland  Yard. 

SIR  JOSEPH  (vindictively)*     Oh,  he  did,  did  he  ? 

PREEN.     What  shows  finger-marks  best  ? 

HOST.     Glass,  I  believe. 

PREEN  (putting  down  his  gla&s).  Now  I  see  why  ui<- 
Americans  w/mt  dry.  c 

SIR  JOSEPH.  Smith,  how  can  you  be  sure  that  Dolphin 
wasn't  the  man  himself  ? 

(MR.  SMITH  makes  tio+atpu&r.     DOLPHIN-  picks  up  si* 
JOSEPH'S  napkin  and  rvturnstf  to  Km.) 

VRKEN.  Somehow 'I  still  clifi$«.to  the  hope  that  it  was  a 
woman.,  , 

VAILE.     If  it  is  a  woman,  Smith,  what  will  you  do  ?a 

HOST.  She  shall  hapg  by  the  neck  until  she  is  deatl.  You 
won't  try  the  benedictine,  Vaile  ? 

VAILE.     No,  thanks. 

(The  maid  returns  with  coffee,  which  she  presents  uftder 
DOLPHIN'S  superintendence.     Most  of  thei?  accept.     Tin 
r  cups  are  already  full.)  •  < 

SIR  JOSEPH  (in  his  tighter  manner).  Did  you  notice  what 
the  ladies  are  doing  in  Dolphin's  r&om,  Lucy  ? 

MAID  (in  a  tremble  >  and  wishing  she  could  fly  from  this  hr&sc] 
Yes,  Sir  Joseph,  they  are  wondering,  Sir  Joseph,  which  of  vox 
it  was  that  did  it. 

PREEN.     How  like  women  ! 

fcouRLAY.     By  the  way,  Smith,  do  you  know  How  tne  poisoj 
was  administered  ? 
*  HOST.     Yes,  in  coffee!     (He  is  about  to  help  himself.} 

MAID.     You  are  to  take  the  yellow  cup,  sir. 

HOST.     Who  said  so  ? 

MAID.     The  lady  who  poured  out  this  eveningj'sir. 

PREEN.      Aha,  who  was  she  ? 

MAI  A     Lady  Jane  Wraye,  sir. 

PREEN.     I  don't  like  it. 

GOURLAY.     Smith,  don't  drink  that  cffffee. 
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CAPT.  JENNINGS  (in  wrath).     Why  shouldn't  he  drink  it  ? 

GOURLAY.  Well,  if  it  was  she — a  desperate  woman — it  was 
given  in  coffee  the  other  time,  remember.  But  stop,  she 
wouldn't  be  likely  to  do  it  in  the  same  way  a  second  time. 

VAILE.  I  'm  not  so  sure.  Perhaps  she  doesn't  suspect  that 
Smith  knows  how  it  was  given  the  first  time.  We  didn't  know 
till  the  ladies  had  left  the  room. 

PREEN  (admiring  him  at  last).     I  say,  Vaile,  that 's  good. 

'CAPT.  JENNINGS.  I  have  no  doubt  she  merely  meant  that 
she  had  sugared  it  to  his  taste. 

VAILE  (smiling).     Sugar  !• 

PREEN  (pinning  his  faith  to  VAILE).     Sugar  ! 

GOURLAY.     Couldn't  we  analyse  it  ? 

CAPT.  JENNINGS  (the  *ne  vbho^is  yt  present  looking  most  like  a 
murierer).  Smith,  I  insist  o~i  your  dnpkin^  that  coffee. 

VAILE.     Lady  Jane  !     WIi  j  would  have  -thought  it ! 

PREE-T  (become  a  mere  e&o  of  VAILE).  Lady  Jane  !  Who 
would  h?ve  thought  it  ! 

CAPT.  JENNINGS.  Give  me  the  yellow  cup.  (lie  drains  it 
to  "the  dregs.)  *- 

SIR  JOSEPH.  J^oHy  dojie,  in  any  case.  Look  here,  Jennings 
— you  are  amon$  friends — it  hadn't  an  odd  taste,  had  it  ? 

CAPT.  JENNI  <GS.     Not  a  bit. 

VAILE.     He  wouldn't  feel  the  effects  yet. 

PREEN.     He  wouldn't  feel  them  yet. 

HOST.     Vaile  ought  to  know. 

PKJEN.     Vaile  knows. 

SIR  josEPn.     Why  ought  Vaile  to  know,  Smith  ? 

HOST      He  used  to  practise  as  a  doctor. 

SIR  JOSEPH.     You  never  mentioned  that  to  me,  Vaile. 

VAILE.     Why  should  I  ? 

K  OST.     Why  should  he  ?     He  is  not  allowed  to  practise  now. 
,   (We  ,iow  see  that  VAILE  has  unpleasant  teeth.)  * 

PREEN.  A  doctor — poison — ease  of  access.  (His.  passion 
for  VAILE  is  shattered.  He  gives  him  back  the  ringy  as  CAPT. 
JENNINGS  might  say,  and  wanders  the  room  despondently.) 

SIR  JOSEPH.     We  are  where  we  were  again. 

(DOLPHIN  escorts  out  the  maid,  who  is  not  in  a  condition 
to  go  alone.) 

CAPT.  JENNINGS.     At  any  rate  that  fellow  has  gone. 
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« 

GOURLAY  (the  first  to  laugh  for  some  time).  Exc%use  me.  I 
suddenly  remembered  that  Wrathie  had  called  this  the  end  of 
a  perfect  day. 

HOST.     It  isn't  ended  yet. 

(MR.  PREEN  in  his  wanderings  toward  the  sideboard  in- 
counter  s  a  very  large  glass  and  a  small  bottle  of  brandy.  He 
introduces  them  to  edch  other.  He  swirls  the  contents  in  the 
glass  as  if  hopeful  that  it  may  climb  the  rim  and  so  escape 
without  his  having  to  drink  it.  This  is  a  trick  which  has 
become  so  common  with  him  that  when  lost  in  thought  he 
v  sometimes  goes  through  the  mtiion  though  there  is  no  glas* 

in  His  hand.) 

PREEN  (communing  with  himself).  I  feel  Lam  not  my  old 
bright  self.  (Sips.)  I  amY  bf  lic&e  fgr  a  mom-enjt  that  it  was 
my  wife.  (Sips.)  •'  Anjkyft — (sifs) — that  fainting,  you  know. 
(Sips.)  I  should  go  a^ay  for  a^Tt  until  it  blew  Over.  (Sips.) 
I  don't  think  I  should  ever  marry«again.  (Sips  arid  sips,  and 
becomes  perhaps  a  little  more  like  This  old  bright  self.)  ,  « 

GOURLA? .  There  $  something  shocking  about  sitting  here, 
suspecting  each  other  in  this  way.  Let  usrgo  to* that  room'ahd 
»have  it  out. 

HOST.  I  am  quite  ready.  Nothing  morf  to  drink,  ^any- 
one ?  Bring  your  cigarette,  Captain.  v 

SIR  JOSEPH  (hoarsely).  Smith — Sam^-^efore  ;ve  go,  can  I 
have  a  word  with  you  alone  ? 

HOST.  Sorry,  Joseph.  And  Aow,  shall  we  join  the  ladies  ? 
^A$  they  rise>  a  dreadful  scream  is  heard  from  the  dirtition 
of  DOLPHIN'S  room — a  woman's  scream.  Next  moment 
DOLPHIN  reappears  in  the  doorway.  Jie  i!  n%  hnger  the 
imperturbable  butler.  He  is  livid.  He  tries  to  jpeab,  but 
no  words  will  come  out  of  his  mouth.  CAPT.  JENNINCS  ( 
dashes  past  him,  and  the  others  follow.  DOLPHIN  look,  of 
his  master  with  mingled  horror  and  appeal,  aK*d  then  goes* 
SI^ITH  sits  down  again  to  take  one  glass  of  brandy.  Where 
he  sits  we  cannot  see  his  face,  but  his  rigid  little  back  is 
merciless.  As  he  rises  to  follow  the  others  ttie  curtain  folk 
on  Act  One.) 
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